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The book 


IFTY YEARS OF FIERCE INFIDELITY: PIER PAOLO PASOLINI WAS FOR WALTER 

Siti first an object of academic study, then a critical training ground, 

then a classic for which to curate a monumental editorial project (the 
fifteen thousand pages in ten volumes of the Mondadori "Meridiani"), finally 
a vice to return to. But above all he was an inexhaustible sparring partner; he 
fought it, hated it, imitated it without wanting to, suffered the anguish of the 
flu. 

In this volume Siti finally collects all his Pasolini essays, from 1972 to 
today, with wide-ranging writings and other more specific or occasional 
ones. Walter Siti's Pasolini is worth more as a whole than as a single work. 
Native poet, sociologist by love, passionate intellectual; always ready to 
throw the winnings back on the plate, always fighting with the impotence of 
the writer. 

What, surprisingly, emerges in these pages is a unitary vision, a 
multifaceted portrait capable of holding together the myriad of 
contradictions that characterized Pier Paolo Pasolini. An original and 
progressively maturing interpretation of one of our most polemical and 
discussed twentieth-century authors, capable of attracting, as it was for Siti, 
those who want to reflect on the intricate relationships between literature 
and life. But this book also takes, in some way, the appearance of a farewell. 
A writer's farewell to an obsession, a distorting mirror, a stumbling block. An 


inevitable farewell, perhaps painful, certainly liberating. 


The author 


Walter Siti, originally from Modena, lives in Milan. He taught at the 
universities of Pisa, Cosenza and L'Aquila. He is the editor of Pasolini's 
complete works, in ten volumes, for “i Meridiani” Mondadori. For Rizzoli he 
published the novels Resistere non servi di niente (Premio Strega 2013), Exit 
strategy (2014), Bruciare tutto (2018), La natura e innocent (2020) and the 
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FIFTEEN TAKES 


Fifty years of studies on Pasolini 


Rizzoli 


FIFTEEN SHOTS 


In memory of Franco Fortini, 


severe and affectionate antidote 


«[...] the cards become clearer 


that Franco Bolognese brushes" 


Dante, Purgatory XI, 82-83 


Among failed fathers we understand each other 


I can not believe it. I cannot believe that for fifty years I have dealt 
with the same writer, who is not even one of those who cannot be 
done without - certainly not Dante, nor Dostoevsky, nor Cervantes, 
nor Shakespeare. It was '68 and in a cinema on Corso Italia in Pisa 
they were showing Teorema; I saw Terence Stamp casually 
undressing to go to bed while the boy who shared the room with 
him resorted to funny contortions to undress under the sheet. It was 
advertised as the first "frontal male nudity" in Italian cinema, in any 
case the first that I had seen (a few years earlier there had been a boy 
naked from behind in Forman's The Love of a Blonde). Stamp was 
not one of those that Pasolini loved, but a beautiful thirty-year-old 
with a hint of a mustache and blue eyes; Pasolini had initially 
thought of the Guest as God the Father, then when faced with 
Stamp's body he had veered towards the idea of a diabolical angel, 
or an incarnation of Dionysus. The next day, with Stamp's naked 
blond still in my eyes, I introduced myself to Mario Fubini and 
asked him for the third year interview on Pier Paolo Pasolini. Due to 
the ritual in force at the Scuola Normale at the time, the topic of the 
third year interview was the same as the one on which you would 
write your thesis; Fubini smiled at me and said: «Siti, I trust you, but 
keep in mind that it's as if you were asking Corneille for a thesis on 
Racine» — in the sense that I won't be able to help you, I belong to a 
previous generation, which then led me to ask Pasolini himself for 
help but I will talk about this later. It was desire that infected me: 
that writer and director about whom I knew very little, and who was 
forty-six years old, looked at the male body the way I, a twenty-one 
year old, looked at it. I could trust him, just as Professor Fubini 
trusted me. 


For fifty years I didn't deal with it full time: after my thesis I had 
to detox from it for a few years, then I went back to it because it was 
a topic I knew and I could exploit it for my "career", then I loved and 
studied other things (perhaps the real chain around the neck, much 
later, were the ten volumes of the “Meridians” to which Renata 
Colorni called me thanks to the mediation of a mutual friend, 
Giovanna Gronda). But it was like the grid of a millpond through 
which all the rainwater flows, I always found Pasolini and his desire 
under my feet: his "permanent oxymoron" was also a cop-out for me, 
I shared his paradox of a sacred without religion, I raised and 
defended my homosexuality even against him and his sense of guilt; 
when I found myself falling in love with a Roman villager, and 
writing about him and his environment, I swear I wasn't thinking 
about Pasolini: life had taken me to the Fidene village. I thought 
about it later, obviously, halfway through writing, which might have 
seemed like an imitation or a challenge but it was already done; the 
comparison came to mind with when you try to deny your father, to 
be ashamed of him and not look like him at all, then one morning 
while shaving in the mirror you realize that the gesture of pulling 
the skin on your cheekbone is the replica of the gesture he made he. 
But Pasolini (at the risk of swearing again) was never a father to me, 
just as I won't be a father to anyone. Adults, never. We were in 
Cordoba or perhaps in Granada with Laura Betti and other 
conscripts, they had organized a meeting-show on Garcia Lorca and 
Pasolini: Laura went on stage and speaking of the two poets together 
she called them "two boys". For Lorca it came back to me, he died at 
thirty-eight, but for Pasolini it seemed like an exaggeration; now, 
that I could have a child of the age Pasolini was when he died, I 
understand Laura and her feelings. Probably, academia and literary 
criticism aside, the thread that kept me tied to him for such an 
incredible duration was precisely the perception of a common 
immaturity. 

He is much better than me, in almost everything, with an 
incomparable talent; above all a native poet favored by the gods, 
which I will never be. I envied him for this, I was jealous of it; I took 
revenge with meanness by, as they say, giving him fleas. No one is a 


great man in the eyes of his valet, and no writer emerges unscathed 
from the editor of his complete works (when Mondadori published 
the first volume of "Meridiani", Carla Benedetti wrote that I had 
behaved like the pigeon proud of shitting on the head to a 
monument). Pasolini wrote too much and in this too much there are 
many bad pages: he botched it up, threw it away, didn't check his 
sources, pretended to be an expert on subjects of which he only had 
a smattering; he gave himself up to any inspiration, his ambitions 
were often bigger than himself. He intervened immediately on every 
issue and every slightest ripple in the news managed to move him or 
make him indignant; he has left much unfinished, imperfect, 
solicited by other more urgent sirens. Then he theorized the aesthetic 
beauty of the unfinished and his fretus published things that not 
only did not reach formal perfection but sometimes not even 
sufficiency (strangely instead he did not publish Atti impuri and 
Amado mio, his two best novels, for do not appear naive and 
sentimental in your love affairs). 

He has never accepted homosexuality, sometimes exhibited but 
not accepted; in the famous scene of the "Casilina meadow", in 
Petrolio, the protagonist, before having sex with nine boys one after 
the other, has the foresight to transform into a woman. On various 
occasions he repeated that he has always considered homosexuality 
as something that had been thrown at him from the outside, that it 
was not really part of himself; he even accused a grandmother from 
Monferrato of having brought the homosexual gene into the family, 
because in Monferrato (sic!) "it is known that it is widespread". Meh. 
One thing I would have gladly argued with him about (if I had had 
the opportunity to talk to him after my twenty-five years, after those 
wonderfully rewarding visits of mine to Via Eufrate, in the miracle 
of having him as editor of a chapter of my thesis for «Paragone» ) is 
his silence on the fact that he paid the boys he liked; he had retained 
an inexplicable illusion of being a stranger to money even when he 
had not been poor for a long time. Just as he was almost always 
silent (except for sudden outbursts of guilty irritation), about his 
being a petty bourgeois; about him being pampered at home like a 
prince, spoiled by an overly loving mother and a father weakened by 


age and cirrhosis. «My father lives on me» he writes in a letter, and it 
is the same father from whom he and his mother had escaped in 
1950 — the father he hated because he offended his mother and made 
her suffer, but who (confessing to Dacia Maraini) admitted to having 
sexually desired as a child. 

There's nothing to be done, I can't consider Pasolini simply an 
object of study: this is why I wanted to title but the number fifteen is 
linked to boxing, which in its heroic years regulated the matches 
valid for the European championships in fifteen rounds or global. 
The one with him, for me, has always been a fight. (Without 
excluding, it comes to mind now, the harmonic of meaning linked to 
the sartorial lexicon: my mother, a skilled seamstress, called 
"adjustments" those she made to clothes to adapt them to a person 
other than the first owner, for example shortening a skirt or cinching 
in an overcoat at the waist that is too large; Pasolini's clothes are 
baggy on me, obviously). I learned of his death while I was suffering 
like a dog for a man who had left me; I remember that October and 
November were horrible for me, but I don't remember where I was 
when I received the news about the Ostia seaplane base. The years 
around '75 and following were the years in which I was most 
disinterested in him, I was writing the books that would have "sent 
me to the professorship" and he appeared in a tangential role. It is 
not excluded that the first, on the neo-avant-garde, was indeed a way 
to distance myself from him and the second, on neo-realist poetry, a 
way to place him in his dignified but not eminent niche. The psyche 
has tortuous paths, unless I am thinking about everything ex post, to 
try to give unity to my existential and critical path which perhaps 
instead was casual and careless, like many things that concern me. 
Fifteen resumed the collection of my essays on him. “Reprise” means 
that I have resumed the discussion at least fifteen times, 

Who cares. What matters, if anything, is how much I managed to 
dig, as an interpreter, into the works and the workshop and the head 
of Pasolini. The reader will judge. The only merit that I recognize, 
thanks precisely to the karst evolution of my _ biographical 
involvement, is that I have remained virgin from both servile praise 
and cowardly outrage. There was a moment, immediately after his 


death, when Pasolini became fashionable just as it had happened for 
poor Pavese. (Pavese whom he could not stand, rejected by the «grey 
Calvinist moralism»: yet how much I would have preferred to go to 
dinner with Pavese in Turin rather than participate in a Roman 
dinner with Pasolini!) At any meeting in the square or in the 
bookshop, it was enough that on the poster was talking about 
Pasolini and twice as many people came as would have come for any 
writer even better than him. I, who already seemed to know him 
well, could no longer stand being asked what Pasolini would have 
thought of Reagan's hedonism or the Red Brigades. He was spoken 
of as little less than a prophet. Conversely, in reaction, there were 
those who maintained that he had only been a poet when he did not 
write verses, that his rhetoric had been cloying, that his sentimental 
populism now appeared ideologically harmful and _ stylistically 
backward. He was damned as a pedophile; everyone claimed a piece 
of it politically (the communists, the fascists, the radicals, even the 
Northern League) and everyone blamed him for what he seemed to 
have conceded to his adversaries; anything to avoid the effort of 
reading it. 

I continued in my silent obstinacy. Yes, I said to myself, Montale 
was a greater poet than him, his friends Morante and Moravia were 
better novelists, Fellini is certainly more indisputable as a director; 
but in the meantime he was all these things together, and then there 
is no literary and cultural road in Italy between the 1950s and 1970s 
that he did not cross; like a stumbling block on which he inevitably 
stumbles (that stumbling block which in Greek is called 
“skandalon”). His being voluntarily or involuntarily scandalous 
continued to attract me, as if he were a reproach to my timidity; 
courageous enough that in his last years he had gone bare-handed 
against the battleship of the media and progressive respectability. 
His death had caused such a sensation both for the unclear 
circumstances in which it occurred, with suspicion of misdirection 
by the Christian Democrat and mafia power, and because it came 
after his editorials in the «Corriere della Sera» and after the success 
of the films " decamerotic” (which he had already deeply regretted). 
Well, perhaps the most apparently superficial but ultimately more 


substantial thing, more than his famous "contradictions", for me was 
his continuous regret of what he had written before, his constant 
"abjurations", his being perpetually dissatisfied with literature as a 
verbal game, his discovery that poetry is powerless in the face of 
reality. If we read his letters, we discover that he is very interested in 
relationships with other writers, literary prizes, publishers and 
magazines; more "literate" than Sciascia, or Primo Levi, or Parise - 
yet always ready to throw his own literary reputation on the table 
and gamble it all away. Because he does not have, has never had, a 
"dignity" to defend: the dignity belongs to his fathers while he is an 
eternally unhappy and unrealistic subversive son; the unhappy 
children are the only poets, «Hitler is the deputy of the provincial 
Rimbauds». 

There are writers who are good to read when you are an adult: 
Horace, Joyce, Thomas Mann; and there are others who wound the 
fantasies of young people like a blowtorch: Rimbaud, or Catullus, or 
Kafka. Pasolini undoubtedly belongs to the second category, but he 
is burdened by a desperation that cannot be condensed into simple 
figures; and so he puts it a little harshly, he needs aestheticism and 
to pretend to be an intellectual - which is why young people who 
now try to read him find him a little artificial, elusive. Yet no one like 
him would be suitable for a young writer, for example: because he 
will never be a master to be venerated (he left no heirs, if we exclude 
Vincenzo Cerami who nevertheless escaped on a tangent, freeing 
himself from the terrible Salo with the invention of Life is Beautiful). 
In his contemporary panorama, full of avant-garde and 
experimentalism of every kind, Pasolini was perhaps the only truly 
"genetically experimental": he played hide and seek with literary 
genres and other forms of artistic expression, contaminating and 
claiming to always go back to the origins. He invented subgenres 
that didn't exist, he hybridized everything with everything: like the 
Son of Teorema (the one who shamefully undressed under the 
sheet), who, wanting to be a painter, tries techniques never dared 
before to be able to paint the desired face of the Guest , but every 
technique is ineffective as long as he feels sorry for himself and 
pisses on his own work. The reality of desire is elusive, it is useless 


to try to capture it with increasingly realistic and sophisticated 
means, it is useless to go to the cinema or tremble in terror with the 
real actors on the stage, who are so scary that they have to be forced 
to stand still and speak. , just talk. The Pasolini who counts is a child 
who dies of excitement while spying on his parents’ coitus, or who 
uses his regression to childhood to migrate elsewhere. If he were 
alive now, he would throw himself like crazy into the new 
possibilities of technology; but retaining the purity of a seven-year- 
old poet, gifted from heaven with a creative force that does not allow 
him not to tell the truth about himself and the abyss of his own 
perversions. 

And Pasolini, the civil poet, the political writer, the one who 
wanted to see clearly in the state massacres and put the Christian 
Democracy on trial? It's just a piece of him, not even the most 
important one. Petrolio, the novel that he was unable to finish and 
because of which they probably murdered him, is one of the many 
exaggerated projects with which his papers are full; we don't know 
what of that project he would have managed to complete and what 
would have fallen or been transformed. The book he imagined had 
the ambition of "making literature end", distorting the very idea of 
the novel - it had to present itself as the critical edition of a text left 
unfinished due to the death of its author; written parts and merely 
programmed parts had to alternate, simple "setlists"; there must 
have been pages in ancient Greek and others in Japanese, without 
translation; inserts of newspaper pages, of other people's political 
speeches, letters to friends and their replies; photographs of himself 
naked, offered as a sacrificial lamb, were to appear. A completely 
moving confession of impotence: in the end the protagonist would 
even have to retire to a hermitage, after having revealed the 
instigators of the massacres (starting, symbolically, with the attack 
on Enrico Mattei's plane) but having understood that the nature of 
Power it is by its essence destructive and manipulative; the sudden 
revelation of social Nothingness would have led him to the 
conclusion that the only reaction worthy of a thinking man is a 
liberating laugh ("I erected this statue to laugh"). 


I, who will never be a father even by symbol, see Pasolini as a son 
who struggles between the coils of the primary elements: the sun, 
water, sex, the soul, flowers, chaos, the nothingness before birth , the 
death. I contemplate the magnitude of his mistake in wanting to 
translate erotic obsession into civil passion; I can only contemplate it 
from below due to the lack of wings. I admire his overflowing 
vitality, his legendary working capacity, like a natural phenomenon; 
I mourn the helpless floundering, the removed subservience to the 
"Pharisee Fathers"; I curse his misfortune (or his luck, who knows) in 
having become a target, crushed by a mechanism that did not allow 
him to give us what his sure insatiable vocation could have; I envy 
the fame that fate has granted him. I apologize if as a critic I have 
been clouded by personal ghosts but I hope that down there, in the 
Nothingness in which he finally rests, he will grant me the generic 
extenuating circumstances and is not too dissatisfied with me. Of 
course, as I say goodbye to this book, I will feel lighter: my friend 
Nando Taviani, at my umpteenth "I can't stand Pasolini anymore!", 
reminded me that every specialization is a commitment - here I 
finally lay down, together with the long service, the full weight of 
responsibility. I throw away my crutches belatedly, I tell myself, 
deluding myself that it is a courageous gesture ("Pasolini, never 
again to resent us!") - but perhaps it's just the senile desire to 
distance myself from someone who still reproaches me, who waves 
my resignation to remain silent in my face. ; and therefore it is a final 
proof of cowardice. 


The pieces collected in this book are not exactly fifteen: to reflect 
the superstitious account I spoke of, in fifteenth place there will be 
five minor pieces under the common denomination of Varia. The 
greatest regret is that of not having been able to collect, due to a lack 
of reference texts, the patient apparatus of notes that I had 
developed for the "Meridians"; not only because it often cost me 
more effort than the essays, but also because those notes illustrate 
Pasolini's cultural-ideological horizon and clarify his working 
method; I am especially sorry for the notes to Bestia da stile and for 
those to Garzanti's recent edition of Petrolio, where I was able to 


remedy the too hasty (in that case) annotation made in the 
"Meridiani". The order in which the pieces are arranged is not 
chronological but goes from general to particular: first those that 
deal with Pasolini's entire work, then those that examine individual 
aspects. Each piece is preceded by a short "hat" in italics in which I 
describe its genesis, even anecdotal, and is accompanied by the date 
of composition. Rereading them, I have corrected some typos or 
stylistic errors, which are not worth giving an account of in detail. 


The cover of the book reproduces a photo taken on the set of 
Gobbo, a film by Carlo Lizzani (1960) dedicated to the Gobbo del 
Quarticciolo, legendary figure of the Roman Resistance, in which 
Pasolini played the character of Leandro “er Monco”; the photo was 
used in '62 by some right-wing newspapers to accompany the news 
that Pasolini had attacked a young petrol station attendant in Circeo 
by threatening him with a gun loaded with gold bullets (I talk about 
it in the first shot). 


1. For this reason the reader will find that some concepts are repeated; it's a sign of how 
they have developed and deepened within me, and how much obsession I have placed 


on them. 


1 
Written traces of a living work — 1998 


It was supposed to be the essay with the widest horizon, 
introductory to the ten volumes of the Works. Rereading it now I 
realize how many times I mentioned Franco Fortini, who had been 
dead for three or four years; how much I missed chatting with him, 
even about Pasolini, for whom he reserved sad and enlightening 
words. If, rather than his works, I spoke about Pasolini's "person" 
through his works, it was not only due to Fortinian suggestion: I 
truly believe that the most powerful character that Pasolini's 
literature has ever created is Pasolini himself. He, who has been 
accused of being an unmetaphorical poet, has slowly built a 
metaphor with his image of himself with which you either argue or 
empathize. Like Bukowski or Genet, he is one of those writers who 
project their charm into the interstices; his vitality is contagious, 
especially if you have his works all around you like the trees in a 
forest. At a certain point, having reached the third or fourth volume, 
in the editorial staff of the "Meridiani" we began to joke about a 
certain "spermatic aura" that had spread among those who in 
various capacities were dealing with him: the editors became 
pregnant one after another the other one. I too, at the height of the 
fifth volume, fell in love with the most ruinous and exhilarating love 
of my life. As much as I tried to distance myself from his idea of 
homosexuality and his sense of guilt, I could not defend myself from 
his delirium of omnipotence which turns into exclusion and 
annihilation. I, who never had the courage to throw my body into 
the fight, tried to sophisticate his not-knowing-how-to-die like the 
grain of wheat in the Gospel of John. 

(I'll open a parenthesis: towards the end of the essay I use phrases 
like «he demands to be persecuted» and I talk about his «thirst for 


death» — at the time I believed that those who murdered him were 
male prostitution pimps pervaded by a hatred of the different, in all 
the senses; now I think that his murder had a more precise and 
detailed cause, as I try to document in the fourteenth shot; but even 
then I was careful not to think that death "had asked for it", as he 
said Giulio Andreotti). 

When the first "Meridiano" came out, a philological controversy 
arose, linked to the fact that (not considering the criterion of 
finiteness to be discriminating for a writer like him and for the 
reasons I have explained above) I had followed a chronological order 
of the works without distinguishing between published and 
unpublished; I went against good academic etiquette and leaned on 
the then nascent “genetic approach” to philology — I still believe it 
was a good choice. 


«Pasolini seems like an author of “complete works”. He entrusts 
all his work with the task of interpreting particular moments." Thus 
Fortini in '59, when Pasolini was just thirty-seven years old. 
Interpreting a work in light of all the other works of its author is 
obviously one of the precepts of good critical education - but equally 
obviously this is not what Fortini means. Fortini intends to identify a 
particular quality, or grain, of Pasolini's works that makes them, so 
to speak, in need of approval - as if each work put its hands forward 
and said to the reader: "I am not just this". 

With a more difficult but also more precise phrase, Fortini returns 
to the topic in an essay that will be published a few months later. 
«Pasolini [...] creates a series of works, through which, but not in 
which, he manages to give concrete poetic representations». The 
image that Fortini seems to suggest is that of works cut out of a 
loose, somewhat transparent fabric, which reveals a "poetic capital" 
possessed by the author rather than resulting from the work. And 
the fabric is loose, let it be clear, not due to a lack of literariness but 
due to excess - due to a nonchalance in the use of literary devices 
that makes one think that they are treated as pretexts to say 
something else. (In the Divine Mimesis, Pasolini-Virgil will explain 


to Pasolini-Dante that none of the poets gathered in the valley of the 
great spirits «has ever been afraid of literature. One is not afraid of 
the things of which one is so much stronger» — RR I, p. 1106.) 

In the same '59, Leone Piccioni points out that Pasolini's works 
"always open up questions of a general nature", that each of them 
exemplifies a "position" - and wonders whether it is not the result of 
a strategy, of a" wise management of himself." Pasolini, Gramigna 
reiterated in 1961, «has always decisively chosen an area in which to 
illuminate himself», showing an «almost didactic clarity» in carving 
out his own public figure as a writer from time to time. 

“Perforated” works, then, or works that tend to close in on a 
formula? The antithesis is only apparent. It is true that there is a 
specific talent of Pasolini in developing the character of each 
individual work, giving each a color and making the most of its 
peculiar potential - periodising introspection (the "pink period" of 
"making mistakes is profitable". With that we have returned to the 
starting point, to a writer who disseminates his works with a gesture 
that is fundamentally centripetal, and who makes them signposts 
directed towards the author. Poems in Casarsa, the "purple period" 
of the Nightingale , the "neoliberty period" of Ashes) and 
photographing, with a kind of unreflected engagement, "at what 
point Italy is" at the release of each of his texts. And it is true that a 
certain commercial instinct leads him to "diversify the product", 
changing tones and languages - an instinct parallel to the taste for 
developing labels for criticism (and criticism has almost always 
fallen for it). But it is also true that Pasolini loves to play one work 
against another, accentuating the differences so that the author's 
portrait emerges more interesting by recomposing them. A strategy 
not dissimilar to Pascoli's or (as Citati insinuates with more malice 
and a touch of hatred in the crucial '59) from D'Annunzio's 
thunderous one: for writers of that genre, Citati underlines, 


Talent, cunning and neurosis. Talent, "making the work shine" by 
enhancing its special grace. Cunning, specializing the work for the 
market. Neurosis, defending it with one's own blood from both 
imaginary and real attacks - and furthermore accusing oneself for 


the suspicion of cunning, and then accusing oneself of having been 
accused, thinking of oneself as an innocent cynic. 

«He never wanted to lose, because he knew he was lost» — with 
the bristly acuity of someone who feels personally called into 
question, Fortini summarizes the psychological attitude in this way, 
and he is not wrong. But that's only part of the truth. Alongside and 
before the neurosis, there is in Pasolini the very healthy drive to 
write for the pure pleasure of applying his talent; the man who, 
turning to a friend, in a moment of crisis, defines himself as "a lifer 
of [his] vocation" (he is also the man who derives an almost athletic 
satisfaction from that vocation and who composes verses every 
morning, as if a hygienic habit. There is a simple quantitative 
calculation that can be done and which ultimately translates into 
quality: if we take into account the unpublished works, but without 
taking into account the rewrites, Pasolini wrote, between '40 and '75 , 
at least twenty thousand pages - which means almost two new pages 
a day, including holidays and stressful jobs and illnesses. There is no 
need for neurosis, or need to explain oneself better, to justify oneself, 
to point out - if it were only like this, in reactive key, at a certain 
point his arms would have fallen off. Here there is the joy of 
someone who every day wants to devour reality by writing it. When 
Longhi saw the and his Christ is the idea that Pasolini has of the 
poet.LL, p. 642), Gospel, brought Pasolini immense joy by telling 
him that his Christ «goes out into the world with the impetus and 
foreboding of a future full of things, just like an impressionist of the 
last century who went out from the studio to go and paint outdoors": 

«I cannot resist the invitation of this blank page, which I have 
managed to make similar to destiny» (RR I, p. 172) — in this early 
confession the anguish of those who realize that they are risking 
reducing the life on paper ("you know how my vocation is absolute 
and exclusive" you will tell your publisher a few years later, with a 
hint of captatio benevolentiae, "how I do not conceive of life 
differently than as the place to write and bear witness to it" — LL, p. 
1054) — but there is also the technical enthusiasm of those who by 
dint of literature have managed to nullify the depth of literature, and 
the vital enthusiasm of those who (redeeming it with writing) 


manage every day to conceive destiny as a White page. I don't know 
why, but a supposition by Moravia comes to mind, that Pasolini had 
sex at least once a day for more than twenty years, and almost 
always with different people - a supposition perhaps exaggerated, 
but the order of magnitude must being that and at that order of 
magnitude you don't have sex with separate individuals, you have 
sex with reality. 


Pasolini declared several times to various interviewers that he was 
"well equipped for life" - that the basis of his character was marked 
by cheerfulness or, as he said with Provencal coquetry, "joy". «I 
would live (oh, this conditional!) in a state of unaltered joy» (RR L p. 
152) — I don't think these are declarations aimed at highlighting the 
subsequent self-pity by contrast; both from the memory of those 
who knew him and from his works, the image of a man who was a 
friend of life truly emerges. One who likes to laugh, one who 
believes that others are (until proven otherwise) fundamentally 
good; one naively convinced that he can convert his adversaries with 
the rightness of the cause. One to whom direct, open face-to-face 
contact with people and things comes naturally. A psychological 
typology to which iron health certainly contributed: recalling for a 
reader of «Vie Nuove» the week spent at the Forlanini in '58, 
researching for Una vita violente, Pasolini is keen to add «in all my 
life I have never I had seen a hospital except for a few visits" (DI, p. 
244); and again in '71, in the Verses of the Testament, although 
modulating it tragically, he proudly claims that «one must be very 
strong / to love solitude; you need to have good legs / and 
uncommon stamina; you shouldn't risk / cold, flu or sore throat" (PO 
II, p. 118). 


At the end of a journey that will lead us to go through a lot of 
suffering and not a little lie, I think it is right to remember that 
Pasolini gave us wonderful summers in his works (and not only in 
Ragazzi di vita). «I count time in summers, not years» he writes to 


Silvana Mauri (LL, p. 707); in the Crocodile of '68 he says of himself 
as deceased: «those nights were summer nights, and his love for the 
summer / was perhaps the strongest feeling of his life» (PO IL, p. 
232). Summer is the season of long walks, of life outdoors, the season 
of days that never end. One of the strongest attractions of his Roman 
novels is precisely that on the page we feel how long a day is, and 
we experience the physical pleasure of walking. Pasolini loved 
playing football, as we know, he kept fit, he didn't take offense in the 
face of fascist attacks but responded with his fists, he was terrified of 
getting old and in his last years he went to Romania to undergo 
Gerovital treatment - it's stupid to dismiss everything with the 
moralist word, “vitalism”’: there is an energy of the nerves and 
muscles that is transmitted to the fingers when they write. The 
readiness of the body made him, and Calvino had noticed it, one of 
the few convincing "descriptors of battles" in our recent literature. 

Of this physical taste of vital fullness, sexual voracity is at the 
same time a consequence and a surrogate; of the boys, and you can 
feel it in the work, they don't care so much about sex as about life: 
the sentences "taken from their mouths", which he embeds in his 
own precious and somewhat unrealistic linguistic mosaic, allow us 
to glimpse (behind the literature) habits of chatting, pizzerias, shared 
entertainment - even in Chia, in that '74 in which perversion had 
now taken over desire and demanded increasingly massive doses of 
temporary satisfaction, even there a young relative of his suddenly 
entered one evening and surprises him in the company of some local 
boys, while he is having them tell him their dreams. One of 
Pasolini's most beautiful narrative fragments is found neither in one 
of his novels nor in one of his stories, but in the column of 
correspondence with readers that he kept for the weekly «II Tempo»: 


There is sun, summer, Sundays in the open air. (Today, walking with Ninetto 
along the banks of Trasimeno, trying to get closer to the lake through the 
cultivated fields, I came across some apple trees, abandoned to their fate, 
because they evidently no longer provide any profit. Who could have ever kept 
Ninetto from pick some of those apples? And I too gave in to the temptation: 


they were wonderful apples, of inexpressible goodness. Under that washed-out 


summer sky, in the ambiguous peace of the countryside, I tasted the ambrosia, 
sun and rain mixed together. It was so much so that I did not feel such acute 
physical pleasure.) (SPS, p. 1229) 


Without (perhaps) wanting it, the scene he recounts is a scene 
from an earthly paradise, before the guilt. Pasolini's egocentrism has 
a quality, and I would say an innocence, that makes it irresistible; as 
is often the case with children. That candid trust that every little 
thought of his, every occasional discovery, every pain that concerns 
him can become facts of universal interest, be placed at the center of 
reflection despite having the only virtue of sincerity to recommend 
them. (And the literary talent of those who experienced them.) One 
gets the impression that, somewhere deep down in his personality, 
Pasolini remained the spoiled child who wanted a toy a day and 
then threw it away - the child who always knew of being first in his 
mother's heart, having achieved a too easy victory over his father 
and brother from the beginning. That brother who in Bologna, when 
they were boys, had allowed himself to be beaten up to defend him 
from the accusation of being a "bad guy" - that father who, despite 
the habit of drinking and the paranoid tendencies that had ruined 
his life the whole family kept the newspaper clippings that 
documented their son's growing glory in an album, and rushed to 
the library to do little auxiliary research on him: "now it's almost 
touching how he lives on me" (LL, p. 743). In short, an entire family 
gathered to admire and protect, despite any Oedipal tangle, his Poet. 

Pasolini should be read in schools together with Primo Levi, to 
exemplify two opposite faces of courage: Pasolini’s was not free from 
shamelessness - see the frankness, totally devoid of hypocrisy, with 
which he accepts his own hunger for success - also theorizing it on a 
page of the Divine Mimesis: «what gives men the greatest pleasure is 
success. Anyone who, by ideologicalizing and codifying his own 
impotence, renounces it, naturally suffers the greatest displeasure" 
(RR IL, p. 1095). And see also the very candid answer he gives to 
Arbasino, after having elaborated so much on the reasons for his 
move to cinema: «making a film is easier than making a novel, six 
months instead of two or three years». 


The haste, the legendary working capacity, the desire to take care 
of the shooting personally with the handheld camera; but also, more 
generally, "throwing forward" without fear into the entirety of 
experiences. Living your actions by enjoying them one by one, 
without letting them burn from the hypochondria of truth. «Pasolini 
loves reality but he doesn't love the truth» he acknowledges in the 
self-review of Trasumanar (SLA II, p. 2580) — he is, in this sense, the 
opposite of Oedipus. His rush from one work to another, from one 
genre to another, surprising and misleading, is also his way of 
delaying the reckoning: for this reason he directs his Oedipus onto a 
false trail, the Freudian one. (It could also be said like this: Pasolini 
prefers to renounce the truth in order not to renounce love; but his 
love is so strange, and absolute, that in order not to renounce it in 
the end one would actually have to reverse it, the truth, deny the 
evidence - then Pasolini recovers and in the grip of a real "anger of 
truth" he no longer forgives anything, not even the most normal and 
legitimate hypocrisies.) 


In fact, at the basis of Pasolini's joy of living there is a psychic 
posture that denies it, and denies it precisely by taking its 
presuppositions to excess; childish shamelessness, adolescent 
arrogance, the security of maternal love are in reality nothing but 
pale euphemisms to allude to a much more dazzling and secret 
certainty - that of being omnipotent. In the intimate lake of the soul, 
where contradictions do not arrive, Pasolini is convinced that he can 
do everything, that he can bend everyone to his will, that he can be 
the savior of the world - but also a god who is sufficient in himself 
and who does not it needs believers. All the oscillations around the 
word "mystical" (which is the word-amulet of his twenty years) do 
nothing but play with the concept of omnipotence and its immediate 
inevitable reversal, the absolute dispossession, the perception of 
oneself as empty and pure nothingness. He relies on that bit of 
existentialism that he knows to rationalize and ennoble his own 
difficult and embarrassing psychic experience; but the man of letters 
Pasolini, who with his prehensile intelligence could reinvent himself 
as a sociologist and anthropologist, was never a philosopher. The 


experience remains unanalysed and inextricable, ready to hurt those 
who are experiencing it: 


At first I chose only the red and violet flowers. Then I wanted to disturb the 
rocky perfection by mixing yellow and white. The contrast was unfortunate; 
and I cruelled you. I also chose for the bouquet the short and candid bellows of 
the oxen, which echoed from the fields beyond the embankment - from another 
universe. And the pearly cries of the youngsters who incited them. When I was 
very far away, in a place where no one had ever gone alone and naked, in the 
presence of a blue sky, of the unlimited riverbed, seized by an impulse of 
cruelty I tore the deck, and it fell into the warm dust, bristling with mown grass, 
I gave myself to a forgotten pleasure — of an adolescent. I still had my hands full 
of flowers. (RR I, p. 132) 


Reality, hit by the fury of omnipotence of a single individual, 
retreats in self-defense, so as not to risk being swallowed up and 
swallowed up. Faced with those who claim to exhaust it completely 
within themselves, reality reaffirms its own existence and expels the 
individual guilty of that reckless dream: 


A week ago I heard a bird singing - it was the first moments of spring - there 
was nothing of him but his song - a drop of song - a glittering daisy - protecting 
him like a glass armor, behind the which everything was wild, everything was 
bird, nothing else. Well, I thought it was useless that I was still alive, given that 


last year, hearing a bird, I had had the same impression. 


I would say that in Pasolini's psychic dynamics, against 
superficial logic and against what he himself has always believed, 
exclusion precedes diversity: Pasolini is not excluded because he is 
different, but he cannot help but feel different because he feels 
excluded - excluded from reality which escapes an exaggerated 
libido. Over and over again, in the verses, Pasolini confesses himself 
guilty of too much love. The original erotic drive is even before the 
infantile "polymorphism" that the psychoanalyst Cesare Musatti 
believes he finds in it: it is precisely in a mystical indistinction in 
which the desiring subject cannot be distinguished from the desired 


object - omnipotence is so strong that it does not allow there is no 
"path" to desire, the omnipotent individual is already what he 
desires. 

When the illusion of omnipotence collapses and the world turns 
out to be unassimilable, sex is perceived as a disproportionate and 
grotesque floundering, a mechanical substitute, a compulsive 
movement that tries to make up for the detachment that has 
occurred: «the maneuver began, the maneuvered wait, in which the 
cosmos was at stake" (RR IL, p. 1224). (The Pasolini places in which 
the idea of sex as weight and constraint returns are innumerable, just 
think of the she-wolf in the Divine Mimesis - but I believe the most 
phenomenologically exact description is in the first pages of Petrolio, 
that bubble on the tip of the penis which imperiously demands to be 
rubbed and satisfied; perhaps because it is a question of heterosexual 
attraction, and homosexuality cannot intervene to exercise its usual 
anesthetizing function of wound-medicine.) The sex of the opposite 
sex is a terrible object that arouses fear or repugnance: Cecilia, the 
little girl in The Dream of a Thing, feels such dismay at the approach 
of the boy she desires that she would like to be dead; the first 
woman that Riccetto knows carnally has «a red mouth that looked 
like a crack in hell» (RR I, p. 561). Women are either seen as sisters in 
exclusion ("let's say I also see women as excluded" - SPS, p. 1507) or 
as maenads who suck male energy and push it to deadly excesses 
("in a cinema "satisfy" dozens of male peers each or allow themselves 
to be taken by dozens of males inside clubs, cellars or in suburban 
meadows [...] have had a great influence on giving a dogmatic and 
fanatical aspect to the pragmatic and empirical experiences of 
extremist movements" — SPS, pp. 239-241). It is not strictly a question 
of misogyny but of the impossibility of a realistic vision: being 
"against nature" and being objective towards women is impossible, if 
one identifies women with nature ("because no woman sang / at 
three in the afternoon" — RR II, p. 851). 


Those rare times that the relationship between the sexes seems to 
merge into the consenting complementarity of anxious female 
expectation and solid male authority, the situation is devalued by its 


own stereotypy, and Pasolini has a good game at getting rid of it by 
mocking it - with an intolerance that progresses hand in hand to 
desperation, from the still moving irony of the Tommasino-Irene 
relationship in A violent life (what, is a principle of ivy?" - RR I, p. 
1045) up to the painful sarcasm on Merda "forced" to keep the 
engaged in Oil, because the rules of consumerism want it that way, 
until he falls to the ground crushed by the effort. 

The only erotic modality that appears adequate to the "tragic 
distance" of the sexually differentiated world is sadomasochism, and 
finally in the memories of the man protagonist of Orgia it is almost a 
textbook specimen of it: sadomasochistic violence carried out to its 
ultimate consequences allows, it alone , to the reality of persisting 
pure, and sacred, beyond sex. While homosexuality represents not 
wanting to see, sadomasochism is the glimmer of hope. There is a 
sadistic gesture that is repeated obsessively in Pasolini's works and it 
is the gesture of tying up a child and torturing him, or making him 
believe that he will be tortured to death. A gesture whose 
autobiographical roots Pasolini confesses in an episode of Atti 
impuri and in Amado mio, but which returns "fictionalised" in the 
roast of Piattoletta in Ragazzi di vita, then in that funny attempt at 
Milanese mimesis which is La nebbiosaOrgia, precisely. But the 
sadistic impulse is discounted and compensated in the recurring 
masochistic dreams of being punished by beautiful executioners; 
«the representatives of Power, officials, ministers or whatever. Their 
appearance took my breath away. Was it the victim's emotion at the 
sight of his executioners, so wonderfully lucky and intact?" (SPS, p. 
1223). The broken omnipotence has projected outside itself an image 
of the Almighty, of the one who has the right to exclude because he 
represents the Law: as Francis Wahl summarizes it, Pasolini at a 
certain point realized «que l'objet de I am désir, c'était la méchanceté 
meme de la Loi». 


«I dreamed of splitting myself into two beautiful selves and 
embracing myself» (LL, p. 346): the moving obviousness of this 
youthful erotic dream makes one think of homosexuality as a 
parthenogenetic effort to evade and remove difference — strangely, 


the story that Pasolini always told himself about his homosexuality 
is linked to the other type, the disturbing one, of doubling - diversity 
is something that comes to him from the outside, like a curse that 
descends from the wickedness of Separation: «I was born to to be 
serene, balanced and natural: my homosexuality was extra, it was 
outside, it had nothing to do with me. I have always seen her next to 
me as an enemy" (LL, p. 632). A convinced Freudian, he disagrees 
with Freud on this point and thinks of a hereditary origin of 
homosexuality, which would have derived from the chromosomes of 
a grandmother from Monferrato. (According to a memory of his 
friend Michele Ranchetti, once when some girls were due to arrive at 
a summer camp, Pier Paolo "for laughs" put on pederast make-up, 
complete with a cracked voice and little moves.) 


From the original fracture (of the world that escapes the 
cannibalistic desire for omnipotence by excluding the desiring 
subject) a second split has germinated - of the excluded in two, this 
time: a good excluded who is nostalgic for the lost harmony and 
would like to recover it, and an excluded villain who persists in 
fighting with God, allying himself with the Devil if necessary. The 
innocent erotic dream is transformed into the sensual and atrocious 
embrace between Shahzaman and the demon Citti in the Arabian 
Nights. The theme of the Double runs through all of Pasolini's work, 
from the recurring nightmare of being visited by one's own corpse to 
the explicit, and deliberately topical, doublings of the Divine 
Mimesis and Petrolio. 

The primitive, and ethically neutral, reversal of mystical fullness 
into emptiness Nothing becomes the reversal of sexual pleasure into 
guilty anguish: "when the night without dignity / makes my body a 
distant flower..." (PO I, p. 452). The Devil laughs in the mirror, the 
cross on the boy's chest stops the vampire's lewd hand. Faced with 
that secondary fact which is guilt, there are many cultural 
elaborations that Pasolini triggers, even by superimposing them: 
from the specifically Christian "sin", to the Baudelairean "curse", to 
Marxist "class exploitation", to the humiliation of not knowing how 
to procreate, to the shame of feeling like a thief of other people's 


lives. With a paradoxical and fatal condensation, the guilt is 
simultaneously something he has committed, something he is proud 
of, and something that has been thrown at him from the outside: «as 
a child I remember having two nightmares, being buried alive and 
being condemned innocent » (DI, p. 270). This was before, much 
before, note, being submerged by an avalanche of trials, some of 
which were completely specious. 

The instinctive and primary joy of living, in contact with the 
mixtures of guilt, becomes clouded in the outbursts of a "desperate 
vitality" - cheerfulness is transformed into another characteristic so 
strong in Pasolini that it strikes all those who they have known, that 
is, the will and ability to seduce. 


«There has not been a single word that I have written or said that has 
not been misunderstood» (SLA II, p. 2290) — this lament is from the 
summer of '60, that is, one of the moments of most acute depression 
that Pasolini had got through; and in any case it is to be understood 
as more aimed at the media system than at the brotherhood of 
literary critics. Two years later, with more rested balance, Pasolini 
cannot help but recognize: «as a writer, I am unconditionally 
grateful to Italian criticism: I have always been truly read, often with 
passion, with analytical intensity [...] I have always felt judged from 
colleagues: and with all the loyalty and esteem required" (SLA IL, p. 
1094). «Judged by colleagues»: here is perhaps one of the keys to 
Pasolini's critical fortune, or rather of the particular physiognomy 
that this critical fortune has assumed - Pasolini's works seem made 
especially for criticism: both because in their textual structure the 
problematic apparatus is placed in full evidence, both because they 
are born accompanied by a _ paratext (prefaces, debates, 
controversies, interviews) in which Pasolini himself seems to show 
the critics "how much and what there is to say" about his works. But 
the circle of seduction is even more interesting if you look at it from 
the other side. 


When in '66, speaking of his own cinema, Pasolini defined it as "a 
declaration of love as an act of faith, undaunted and theoretical" 
(SLA I, p. 1546), he merely repeated and made his own a famous 
judgment by Contini , dating back to 1955, about Ragazzi di vita: «an 
undaunted declaration of love». When in 1949, in a letter, Contini 
frankly declared to him that he had been disappointed by his latest 
poems "with a stink of literature", he was very upset and even took it 
as a sign that his vein was running out; but when in '64 he thought of 
collecting the diary verses of '51 and '52, the provocatively planned 
title would be Poetry with literature. Not to mention the concepts of 
"falsetto", "syneciosis" and "pastiche", which arose from Fortini's 
acute observations and were almost immediately incorporated by 
Pasolini into his own self-defining arsenal, blunting their polemical 
charge and turning them into harmless descriptive categories. Nor is 
the phenomenon limited to the literary sphere, if we reflect that the 
two key terms for the overall image that Pasolini wants to give of 
himself, that is, the terms "scandal" and "narcissism", appear first in a 
review of Contini and then in Pasolini's texts. 

Even more curious, although of the same kind, is a phenomenon 
that we could call "fulfillment of expectations": Pasolini's 
relationship with the Provengal people, for example, matures in a 
game of shuttle and turn with Contini's critical observations - at the 
beginning there is a simple epigraph from Peire Vidal, and the taste 
for a virgin language agrore, but after Contini has spoken of 
«félibrige», and mentioned the traces of troubadour in the 
fourteenth-century curia of Cividale, the naive homage will become 
conscious emulation , thematic and metric. And we know that the 
composition of These are the salient episodes, but others could be 
added. In '62, referring to a discussion that had arisen regarding one 
of the final scenes of - exactly one year later Pasolini filmed A Violent 
Life "met" the critical wishes of Salinari and his associates, who 
asked him for a novel with an axis- ideological-oriented-towards- 
socialism - a request which must have appeared all the more 
irrefutable to Pasolini, as it had been formulated in similar terms 
("Ragazzi di vita is not a novel, because a novel is always a story 
with a moral development" ) by a critic from another area such as 


Giancarlo Vigorelli. Mamma Roma, if the foreshortened shot of the 
dying boy on the restraint bed recalled Mantegna or Caravaggio, 
Pasolini invoked Longhi's help and exclaimed irritably: «the pictorial 
references were seen as internal stylistic facts: not, damn it!, as a 
reconstruction of paintings" (DI, p. 305) - the following year, 
coincidentally, in Ricotta we will have a director-esthete who 
"reconstructs paintings" (in detail, Rosso's Depositions Fiorentino 
and Pontormo). After a review by Asor Rosa in the Religion of my 
time, to a reader of «Vie Nuove» who asks him for an explanation of 
two sentences from the Gospel, Pasolini replies: «we must no longer 
talk about goodness, love, generosity, innocence, because otherwise 
the Asor Rosa decree that one is reactionary and Christian" (SPS, p. 
960). From the exasperated reaction against those who accuse him of 
crypto-Catholicism, and vice versa from the confrontation with the 
naivety of readers who believe in a proto-socialist Christ, the humus 
for a film about the Gospel is slowly stratified. Again: a journalist 
who goes by Mosca, reviewing the staging of Orgia in Turin 
(directed by Pasolini) in November 1968, sees in the Donna 
protagonist of the drama «a new Medea». Interviewing him in '69, 
Jean Duflot points out to him, at a certain point, that the words 
spoken by Clementi in Porcile «relate him to Sade's characters» (SPS, 
p. 1488) — «I hadn't thought about it», Pasolini replies, but starting in 
'72 he began planning a film about Sade. In the same '69, and now 
we are at the point of funny coincidences, he gets very angry at a 
Neapolitan reader who wrote him an «offensive and unpleasant» 
letter, in which «he reproaches me for having switched from “Vie 
Nuove” to “Tempo”, drawing from this the conclusion that sooner or 
later I will end up at the "Corriere della Sera'" (DI, p. 477) - indeed. 


In short, Pasolini wants to make himself loved by critics even as 
he surprises and disconcerts them. Almost every text by Pasolini is a 
reaction. A question of temperament, in the first instance, of course 
("I only played well in external matches, "away from home", in front 
of hostile audiences" - DI, p. 222): that temperament which pushes 
him to take small retaliations, for example attributing to a ridiculous 
character from Birds and Birds, the name of the critic of the «Nouvel 


Observateur» who had panned the Gospel. Or, on an even more 
biological basis, the impulse to immediately plug any leak with an 
injection of additional creativity (an impulse of which the conception 
and partial writing of "four or five plays" during the two months of 
convalescence for the ‘ulcer remain the most impressive document). 
But, beyond his nature, there is an existential attitude in him that 
will determine the form of his work and, as we will see, his very 
poetics; the attitude, I mean, of those who feel involved in their own 
body by the criticisms made of the work - as if it were not a cultural 
debate but a denial of their own right to existence. Faced with 
criticism, he sometimes corrects the course but much more often he 
takes things further, claiming the defect as a merit, showing off the 
handicap, transforming the weakness into a strength. 


+ 


In Pasolini's automythography the beginning of the poetry in dialect 
is traced back to a word, "rosada", pronounced on a sunny morning 
by Livio, a boy next door; Pasolini is painting, with ink or oil colors 
on cellophane, when suddenly he hears that word and thinks that it 
has never been written before. Speaking of painting, one of Pasolini's 
peculiarities as a painter is that he wanted to reinvent his colours, 
using flower petals, red wine vinegar, dripped wax. When, gripped 
by a passion for music, he dreams of becoming a composer, he plans 
to bring «new, “out of tune” notes» and «to indicate them I would 
have to invent new signs» (If we want to believe a memory of Cesare 
Musatti, even coming close to psychotherapy Pasolini "wanted to 
reinvent the rules of analysis, and establish what could be treated 
and what could not’. The almost diabolical presumption of 
challenging everything already done and always starting from 
scratch takes on the characteristics of a real mania of the origins. The 
delirium of omnipotence, here too, has its inexorable implication in a 
realization of impotence; Peter, the son in RR I, p. 106). In the theater 
he wants to start again from that founding utopia that is the Greek 
polis. For cinema, Bernardo Bertolucci's testimony is valid: «what 
was truly extraordinary when Accattone was being made was Pier 


Paolo saying: let's go travelling. And it was truly the first traveling in 
the history of cinema". Theorem, he experiments with brand new 
techniques to portray the Guest's face but can only confess himself 
defeated: 


We need to invent new techniques — which are unrecognizable, — which do not 
resemble any previous operation. To thus avoid childishness and ridicule. Build 
your own world, with which no comparisons are possible. So there are no 
previous measures of judgment [...] No one must understand that the author is 
worth nothing, that he is an abnormal, inferior being - who like a worm writhes 
to survive. No one must catch him in the act of naivety [...] Glass upon glass, 
because Peter is incapable of correcting - but no one must notice it. A sign 
painted on glass corrects without dirtying a sign previously painted on another 
glass. But everyone will have to believe that it is not the fallback of an 
incompetent, impotent person: but rather that it is instead a confident, 
undaunted, lofty and almost overbearing decision: a newly invented and 
already irreplaceable technique. (RR II, p. 1009) 


The "passion to re-found" serves to hide the imperfect knowledge 
of the codes: the poor practice of Friulian for the poems of '42, the 
lack of familiarity with camera movements and objectives for 
Accattone, etc. It is a special case of transforming defects into virtues. 
But the "confession of impotence" is also a literary figure that leads 
us to the definition of a poetics. As in the pictorial technique of the 
young Pietro «a sign painted on a glass corrects without dirtying it a 
sign painted previously on another glass», so every Pasolini text 
corrects the image that comes from a previous text — and the aim is 
that (exhilarating and without hope) to “capture” the seductive and 
infinite face of Reality. 

Pasolini was an inexhaustible experimenter and inventor of 
genres and subgenres: from dialogue in lyric prose to verses in an 
invented language, from poems in screenplay form to documentaries 
in verse, from the "author's" interview to the "story-by- “farsi”, from 
the critical essay “en poete” to fake commissioned poetry. As he 
himself underlines in the case of Pascoli, experimental mobility 
serves to compensate for the psychological "blockage", the 


immobility of obsession. Pasolini accelerates because he doesn't 
change. He believes in the revolution for others: "one could 
passionately believe in the revolt or in the revolution, since that 
wonderful thing that was the form of life would not have changed" 
(You will never know the unknown that I am, I am always 
elsewhere. But what is the underground connection that connects 
the continuous desire to start from scratch with the need to be 
elsewhere? The connection lies, I would say, precisely in the initial 
failure of his eroticism: novelty is the only disguise that can deceive 
of omnipotence. If what you desire is the All, and the All is 
obviously unattainable, only that which you do not yet know can, 
for an instant, take on the appearance of the All that is denied to 
you. (This is, I believe, the profound leopardism of Pasolini.) That is, 
desire must attempt to realize itself before reality, reorganizing itself, 
closes itself in the implacable grip of tautology. Before that vulgar 
reiteration that everything is nothing other than itself, on which it is 
based the social contract.SPS, p. 421). Insisting on the continuous 
need to be moved by the present ("only loving, only knowing / 
counts, not having loved, / not having known", according to the 
emblematic lines of The Crying of the Digger) means escaping that 
"death and rebirth” that maturity brings with it: “Adult? Never — 
never, like existence / which does not mature” (PO I, p. 699). Fortini, 
caught and exacerbated between moral rigor and inadmissible envy, 
quotes these verses from 1950 and notes that in that same 1950, in 
Boston and Turin, Matthiessen and Pavese committed suicide, both 
having placed the Shakespearean as the epigraph of one of their 
works. «ripeness is all», maturity is everything. Pasolini's attitude, 
says Fortini, is «a symbolic attitude, halfway between the rhetorical 
“figure” and the tactics of the preconscious», which could be called 
«constitution of alibi». 

«Reasoning is anonymous, contradicting yourself is personal» 
said Moravia regarding Pasolini's love for contradiction, and again: 
«since reason erases the individual, he who did not want to erase 
himself did not believe in reason». Not wanting to erase ourselves, 
that is, not admitting that the works we produce belong to collective 
cultural codes and that our inexorable becoming-others are 


deposited in the space of interpretation, without redemption. 
Among the rhetorical figures that model Pasolini's "form of content", 
one of the most striking (Vincenzo Cerami was the first to see it) is 
that of the abjuration. Abjuration from the "ridiculous decade" in the 
Religion of my time, abjuration and palinody of Meglio in Nuova 
Giovani, abjuration from the Trilogy of Life, abjuration of the myth 
of Ali with the blue eyes in the finale of Calderon, abjuration and 
disavowal of the joy of the Roman novels in Petrolium. It is not just 
the honesty of someone who admits that he has changed his opinion 
and does not have, does not want to have, any prejudicial "dignity" 
to defend. It is above all the anxiety of those who conceive their 
entire work as a single sentence, on which their clash with God 
depends, a sentence which must therefore be continually retouched 
to improve its adequacy (every abjuration is also the renunciation of 
a formal cliché achieved previously). 


For this reason, Pasolini's true "work" is the set of his works, from 
whose figural interstices the very face of the author shines through. 
It is respectable, for a writer of his type, to want to separate the 
"character" from the work - an attitude of academic purism, which 
wants to examine only the "internal coherence" of the texts, 
virtuously ignoring the clamor of the biography, would end up 
betraying the texts themselves, in whose form the image of those 
who conceived them is inscribed, like those paintings in which the 
author painted himself in the act of painting (Las Meninas by 
Velazquez is one of the paintings that most obsessed Pasolini, from 
What are clouds? to Calderon). 

For this reason, when designing his "complete works", we thought 
of an edition structure that privileged the continuum over the 
separate identity of each individual work, and which did not make 
completeness a discriminating criterion. For this reason (risking 
incorrectness on a more strictly philological level) we preferred to 
follow the chronology, mixing finished works licensed by the author 
with unpublished and unfinished works. (And reluctantly, purely 
for readability and market reasons, we have distinguished narrative 
from poetry, cinema from non-fiction, etc.) If Pasolini must become a 


classic, let us at least know how reluctant he was to become one - or 
maybe not , perhaps he wanted nothing else, but on his own terms: 
re-discussing the very concept of "self-sufficient" literature, 
demanding that the author's gesture enter into the evaluation of the 
work as much as its text. 


But now that we have said that, let's get to the texts, leaving the 
discussion on the insufficiency of literature to the end. Pasolini 
defines himself as «Rimbaud without genius» in one of his moments 
of dejection (LL, p. 622) — and, once the initial reservations due to a 
belletrist education have passed, he will always refer to Rimbaud as 
the very symbol of the power of poetry: Rimbaud will guide him, 
like a sort of Virgil, in the villa of the poets of the Divine Mimesis, 
and the mysterious Guest of Teorema, on the threshold of his own 
mission of divine devastation, will have a book by Rimbaud in his 
hands. The barbaric and angelic boy, supremely regardless of the 
laws, who has the world in his hands by naming it and who doesn't 
care about the world, is the closest to omnipotence Pasolini can 
imagine. To be omnipotent one must renounce everything, renounce 
having an economic figure ("[the poet] goes through the streets on 
winter nights, homeless, without clothes, without bread; and he 
wants gold" — RR IL, p . 1105), a family, a companion. One can only 
be omnipotent in a "parallel" world, having abdicated this. Like 
Sandro Penna. 


What does your holiness consist of? In the silence with which you renounced 
life and its enjoyment as it is understood in our part of history in which we 
appeared on this earth [...] Your exclusion of yourself from a world that 
otherwise excluded you was a long asceticism [...] That this has made you — as 
well as an anarchist saint and a precursor of every passive and absolute protest 
— perhaps the greatest and happiest living Italian poet — is a discussion that 
takes place on a much lower level than that of this uncertain and incomplete 
letter, which concerns more your lived poetry than your written poetry. In fact, 


it is the first to count, for those who, precisely because they are educated and as 


if taken from themselves by a long love for poetry, manage to glimpse what is 


worth outside of any value: the sanctity of nothingness. (LL, pp. 1393-1394) 


Pasolini was not as precocious as Rimbaud and his beginnings 
were far from that dazzling imperiousness, but he was certainly one 
of those poets who immediately hit upon the secret note of their 
inspiration upon their first release. 


It will be imbarlumid, such a fossil 
‘acres l’aghe, ‘na femine plene 


‘a ciamine tal ciamp. (PO I, p. 168) 


A non-existent language, forged for the first time to name a life 
that is born. 


You're joking, Dili, you're going to get them 
pluf, i cians a si skorglin 


pal plan verdut. 


You dance, ni, tai nustris cuarps 
la frés-cie rosade 
dal lost time. (PO I, p. 177) 


Eroticism is satisfied at the very moment of naming because its 
first sign is already regretted; loss and purchase are 
indistinguishable, in a closed circle of absolute and amniotic 
landscape. We are not far from Penna's sanctity-through-asceticism, 
but while in Penna death is taken for granted outside the text (and 
therefore the text can continue to present itself, proudly, as a 
paradise), here death strikes: 


I remember you, Narcissus, you see color 
from the evening, as much as champagne 
the sunin of death. (PO I, p. 168) 


With this, the frustration due to the world (albeit still muffled in a 
shell of damp indistinction) enters the text. 

After the Poems in Casarsa, the "sanctity of nothingness" 
continued to press on Pasolini's imagination, and in some moments 
it was able to present itself in a chemically pure state (or almost): for 
example in the "zen stories" of What are the clouds ? and of the Earth 
seen from the Moon ("being alive and being dead is the same thing"), 
where nothingness appears in its euphoric version - or again in the 
chain of dreams of the Arabian Nights, or in the idea (a little ' 
morantiana) of the world as a "big joke", which underlies the game 
of Petrolio and Calderon (life is a dream, that is, we were not really 
born, we only dreamed it). 

To enjoy the lightness of nothingness, one must therefore 
renounce possession: but this, in Pasolini's psychology, leads either 
to a catastrophe of desperation (as in the praise of being possessed, 
with its narrative consequences, in Petrolio) or to a paroxysm of 
horror as in the sadistic revenge of Salo. Every time Pasolini talks 
about "saints", about those who know how to love without 
compensation, without compensation, even if they are writers like 
Penna, or even literary figures like Aziza and AlyoSa Karamazov - 
every time he talks about saints, I was saying, it is to underline that 
we must act and not express ourselves. «Saint, and not literate» (PO 
II, p. 1278). As if direct contact with purity expelled one from the 
aesthetic order — Pasolini's literature, his most recognizable style and 
his most admirable rhetorical moves, all arise from the impure and 
from mediation; they are a range of options that reveal the case 
history of owning. 


In the Apennines, the first of Gramsci's Ashes, the poetic focus is 
concentrated on the "veline and massive eyelids of Ilaria" as Jacopo 
della Quercia sculpted them, delicate in death. The sleep of a dead 
teenager - we could still be in the vicinity of that elegiac tangle of 
guilty and projective autoeroticism that dominated the Poems in 
Casarsa. But here Ilaria's thin eyelids function as a membrane, under 
which popular life shakes. In another text of the Ashes, dedicated to 
Picasso, the canvas of paintings separates two equally elusive 


worlds: behind the canvas the dark swarming of the vital essence, in 
front of the canvas the ambiguous dispersion of present peace. These 
are two particularly marked cases of a constant imaginary structure 
in Pasolini's work; in the Italian poems of the early years, for 
example, and then again in the texts of Roma 1950 and the Spring 
Sonnet, the most recurrent situation is that of the (Leopardian) 
opposition between an interior in which the ego desires and despairs 
and an exterior in which life unfolds, with voices, songs, fascination 
with the sun or stars — the surface that separates is often a window. 
The formal structure gives substance to one of the most typical 
Pasolini ways of knowing: the ego, with its own intelligence and 
sensitivity, has been excluded from the innocent life of the world 
and can only perceive it as if it were projected on a screen. This is 
how the intellectual Pier Paolo, displaced, gets to know Friuli for the 
first time: him in a secluded place (often elevated) and the life that 
passes before him; or vice versa he in motion, on a bicycle or on a 
train, who sees the successive images of life pass by and vanish like 
slides in a projector. Every thing and person is closed and defended 
by its own surroundings, which is also class distance. Pasolini's 
pedagogical and political passion is an effort to break that 
diaphragm that divides him from common life, just as his first 
attempts at an "objective" novel were obsessed with the idea of 
"getting into the heads" of those impenetrable kids. Arriving in 
Rome, in a context burning with novelty, his impulse to know will 
be structured in the same way and for this he will be accused of 
"social voyeurism"; when with Accattone he will finally be able to do 
without the mediation of writing and directly capture (with the 
camera) the real faces of the underclass, the real walls of the 
Gordiani suburb, the figurative result will be a continuous quotation 
from Masaccio - or rather, from the slides in black and white of 
Masaccio's frescoes that Longhi projected in class in Bologna during 
one of his famous courses. 


Ilaria del Carretto's eyelids, Picasso's canvases, the cinema screen: 
not just any membranes but privileged places of artistic expression. 
The ego, exiled from the world, can attempt to reclaim it only by 


expressing it. Indeed, the linguistic convention and the literary norm 
are themselves conceived as a sort of membrane that must be forced 
or "pierced" to reach reality behind. Among _ twentieth-century 
poetics, the one to which Pasolini is instinctively closest is certainly 
expressionism: not therefore the word enjoyed in its absoluteness, 
the convention understood as a cipher which has reward and 
justification in itself, nor literature as a reflection of reality - even if 
Pasolini has sometimes paid homage to either hypothesis. For him, 
as for expressionism in general, art is the daughter of deprivation: 
between the royalty of metaphor and the serenity of mimesis, he 
chooses the "third way" of hyperbole - the word that twists to 
become more than itself herself and who tortures herself in her own 
impotence - in a frustration that manifests itself as exhibitionism, 
scandal, revolt. 

The name of Longhi did not fall into the discussion by chance: not 
only the art historian Longhi but also (perhaps above all) the writer 
Longhi. Longhi who sees the world as a series of paintings but then 
acts with words on those paintings, to break the shell and obtain an 
energy that reality didn't know it had. In that keyboard of 
expressionist notes which abounds in Pasolini's poetry up to 1962 
(we will see the reason for this chronological limit later), it is very 
easy to find Longhian echoes, so easy that it is not worth 
exemplifying them. I would save just one example, because it does 
not come from poetry but from prose, and from the most "narrative" 
prose that Pasolini tried to write, that is, from A Violent Life: "blue 
since they were black" (said of Scintillone's hair) does not make than 
to translate, lowering it towards the spoken word, the «blue by dint 
of being black» with which Longhi describes a Saint Benedict ("like 
an old magpie") painted by Carlo Braccesco. 


+ 


The relationship with convention and with the norm is 
psychologically one of antagonism and infringement, but never 
simply desecratory or hooligan aggression - Pasolini is much more 
interested in rededication than in desecrating. If reality must shine 


through the forms, it is better for the forms to be conventional; 
indeed, the more stylized they are, the more pretextual and 
provisional they will appear. On the other hand, reality will be all 
the more "divine" the more we resort to a codified liturgy to evoke it. 
Pasolini's style will therefore be refined to be barbaric, decadent to 
allude to the innocence of the origin; an excellent compromise 
formation is the idea of resurrecting "romance poetry", that is, of 
reaching the origin through cultured allusion. Pasolini quotes, 
imitates, remakes "in the manner of", sometimes bordering on 
plagiarism and parody - in short, he steals. The theft is for a good 
purpose, because it is an act of homage to reality - suddenly 
however, due to one of those reversals from innocence to guilt that 
are so characteristic in him, the direction of the gaze is reversed: no 
longer from the subject towards the elusive reality, but from the 
conscience towards the subject caught in the act of stealing. The texts 
then become charges against their author, who steals style as he 
steals sex - he, the Thief, the Marked. Until the new energy of vital 
optimism reconstructs a structure of precarious balance, in which the 
contrast between a seductive reality and a guilty subject softens in 
the simple brushing of an appearance that changes color and a 
subject that curiously catalogs or at all more questions. 


The poem-form was born precisely to sign this temporary 
armistice: the "bird's eye" view is the supporting structure and the 
almost imperceptible alternation between first and third person is 
the narrative key. note with the implication of devaluation but 
acutely Asor Rosa. The adjectival plethora goes in the same direction 
as the expressionist lexicon, to mimic the hand of the excluded who 
reaches out to grasp reality and instead tightens the void. The grid of 
hendecasyllables and triplets, in its neoclassical pascolism, 
accentuates the impression of a rigid formal structure under which 
life ferments without coinciding with it. All the more so since 
rigidity, as soon as it is established, is immediately contradicted by a 
crowding of internal rhymes, paronomasies, exceptions that crumble 
it; Caproni, with a beautiful image, summarizes by speaking of 
«tingling timbre full of subtle vibrations hidden under the apparent, 


cold fagade of the hendecasyllable (where the formal novelty teems 
wittily and alive with syllables that you don't quite know which 
tonic to drop on) ». Similarly, on the syntactic level, the large spirals 
of subordination seem to be at the service of argumentative 
complexity (the "discourse" advocated by the Pasolini-militant of 
«Officina»), but they end up wrapping themselves like creepers on a 
support, effectively canceling out any hierarchy and placing perhaps 
the certainty of the references. Gramsci's Ashes are one of the most 
deceptive and astonishing scores of Pasolini's entire work; the 
author's "reading suggestions" (the "scandal of contradicting 
himself", the underclass and the delays of the PCI...) are so exposed 
that the best critics have always remained dissatisfied - the secret 
must be elsewhere. The adjectives, perhaps we can start from the 
adjectives: which are too many, as Calvino immediately saw and as 
Pasolini frankly recognized: «there is a deaf struggle between me 
and them, which often ends with my surrender» (LL, p. 986 ). There 
are many and they are extremely mobile, just look at the variants: 
one can immediately be replaced by another, semantically very 
distant, to refer to the same noun. «In the overlapping of adjectives 
there is the manifestation of an elusive grasp» 


Blindly fragrant in the dry 
curves of Versilia, which on the sea 


tangled, blind, the clean stucco, 


the light inlays of his Easter 
entirely human campaign, 


exposes, gloomy on the Cinquale, 


unraveled under the torrid Apuan mountains, 
the glassy blues on the pink... Of rocks, 


landslides, upset, as if in panic 


of fragrance, in the Riviera, springs, 
steep, where the sun fights with the breeze 


to give supreme sweetness to the oils 


of the sea [...] (PO I, p. 823) 


The inversions, the vagueness of the prepositions, the 
postpositions of the verb, make it very difficult to understand what 
goes with what ("upset"” refers to "coasts" which is eighteen lines 
earlier); the effect is that of a shattered swarm, all on the surface. 
Added to this is a tic that may appear to be the result of sloppiness, 
that is, the repetition of the same noun or adjective within a short 
distance of the text, without the repetition being semantically 
enhanced but as if by oversight; for example, in the verses I just 
quoted, "fragrant" and "fragrance". Or elsewhere, even more 
massively: 


to the hottest / songs of Rome [...] 

cries of young men / warm, ironic [...] 

smells of hot rags [...] 

among the warm arable fields of Tuscany [...] 


the warm atmosphere turns yellow (PO I, pp. 777-780) 


and the example would be very long. The discursive "forward 
thrust" is canceled out by the dust of iterations, which like slightly 
hypnotic musical notes keep the air in suspension. Here lies, I 
believe, the secret of Ashes: the poems, which were intended to 
express the anguish of the elusiveness and impermeability of reality, 
are transformed into a flow that reproduces reality in its fabrics and 
structures, as the syntactic continuum reproduces the landscape 
continuum. But if the linguistic fabric is placed as an "analogon" of 
the real, and the linguistic fabric becomes pulverized, falls apart, 
then the real also falls apart and becomes pulverized. The oxymoron, 
which is the central figure of the text, is a zero-sum figure. The 
extraordinary tour de force that Pasolini achieved in Ashes (in 
surprising parallelism, as we will see, with Ragazzi di vita) is to 
combine the maximum of civil commitment with the maximum of 
mystical annihilation; the subject melts into the world and the world 
into the subject, in a wave of prenatal joy that compensates for the 
wear and tear of the distance from the people and in which ideology 


is like burning fuel. The story of the illusion of an intellectual and his 
disillusionment, from '51 to '56, is duplicated, subtly, with the story 
of a mystical expansion which in the end (in the Land of Work, due 
to the reality that regroups) tragically it turns into a “crisis of 
presence”. 


Raboni maintains that Pasolini's poetry will not last, because it is a 
poetry that is too focused on the news, «essentially non-polysemic 
and non-metaphorical poetry [...] vastly descriptive and directly 
“eloquent”»; even admitting that polysemy and metaphor are the 
only criteria of judgment for (lyrical?) poetry, we should perhaps 
remember that the "character" in literature (and therefore also in 
poetry) is a rhetorical figure that functions as a metaphor: it is that is, 
an imaginary structure with which my empirical structure (of me, 
the reader) interacts by recognizing a common semantic area, and by 
the equality of this common subset I am led to postulate a 
momentary coincidence of the entire two structures (identification). 
If this is true, it will have to be admitted that Pasolini's verses offer 
us one of the most powerful "characters" (the "character who says I") 
of Italian poetry of the last half century. Indeed (but I would like to 
return to this when speaking of Pasolini's narrative), throughout an 
important period of his production, that of the fifties and sixties, in 
Pasolini the roles of poetry and narrative are exchanged: the 
"problematic character" lies in the verses and the “musical vision” is 
in the prose. The same goes for the description: as any brief analysis 
of the Ashes testifies, the "direct" description of a landscape can be a 
metaphor of ecstatic sublimations or of unspeakable internal defeats: 
everything lies in avoiding dull metaphors, that is, descriptions that 
rely on stereotypes. It does not seem doubtful to me that Pasolini 
gave us some of the newest and truest "post-war" and then 
"neocapitalistic’ landscapes of our poetry, just think of the first 
section of A desperate vitality. 

But after all, perhaps, Raboni's premise should not be accepted: 
perhaps poetry is not necessarily based on "metasememes", perhaps 
it can also be based on devices that are more typical of oratory - 
repetitions, antitheses, antonomasies... Much of poetry by Pasolini is 


made to be read aloud, recited, but yes, declaimed; despite 
possessing an intimate grace that allows him to never be vulgar, 
Pasolini wrote many bad verses - but he also gave us, I believe, at 
least in Trasumanar, the lively and intense portrait of a poetry that 
desires to be bad, out of impulse suicidal and lucidity in the face of 
changes. 

«There is no page of Dostojewskij that does not run the risk of 
being ugly, unequal, gratuitous, wrong, excessive: and instead, 
precisely for this reason, it is always sincere and poetic» (SPS, p. 964) 
— it is the usual attempt , which we know well about him, to turn 
defects into strengths. The prince of polysemic poetry, Montale, 
becomes his explicit polemical idol, in Outis, in the vitriolic portrait 
of Bestia da stile, in this contrast to Ungaretti: «Ungaretti's naiveties 
have satisfied the inexhaustible need for banality of petty-bourgeois 
criticism Italian [...] [but on the other hand] Montale evaded with 
unparalleled elegance the mountains of rhetoric and naivety that 
Ungaretti persisted in wanting to climb. So the first came to order: 
the second never did" (SPS, p. 269). Pasolini's anti-montalism (worse, 
a-montalism) is above all contempt for "measure", reserve, decency; 
the sarcastic miracle lies in having been able to (or not having been 
able to avoid) extracting from excess and rhetoric, from the angry 
dissipation of talent, from the rude gesture of throwing one's own 
junk onto the plate (claiming a paradoxical "practical value" of 
poetry, as if the verses were nothing but the inert residue of a 
performance in which the author shredded himself on stage) - 
having been able to draw from all this, again (and I point to a text 
like L'orthodoxia, or almost all The new youth), still beauty. 


+ 


The comparative judgment between Ungaretti and Montale, so 
briefly shortened but so motivated by an overall vision, so full of 
idiosyncrasies and so spontaneously out of the chorus, can give the 
measure of how gifted Pasolini was as a critic. What a great critic he 
would have been if... The conditional is often the verbal form of 
evaluations on Pasolini, because it is difficult to escape the 


impression of but in the sense that the passion for literature is a 
symptom that psychologically characterizes the strongest character 
in his work , the character called Pier Paolo Pasolini. In the desperate 
attempt to grasp the elusive (i.e. reality), the hero-character seeks 
"helpers" - and these helpers, or accomplices, are the other writers. 
Each of them has grasped a piece of reality, with their own special 
traps, each has revealed a glimmer of the splendor with which a man 
can shine when expressing it he identifies with the totality. Pasolini's 
best criticism comes from gratitude. In all waste; but waste was 
precisely his strategy. His acuity as a literary critic is just another 
color for the self-portrait he is drawing. Not in the sense that his 
critical judgments must be read in the light of his poetics (Mengaldo 
has written convincing and decisive pages on this), There is not a 
single criticism of Passion and Ideology, many essays begin with the 
words: «one of the most beautiful post-war books", or similar 
expressions; it is not flattery, it is not (just) the caution of those who 
care about maintaining good relations in literary society. No. 
Zanzotto, Penna, Bertolucci, Gaddus, are first and foremost brothers 
- brothers who suffer with different nuances but for the same cause. 
Others, more distant in time or character (Pascoli, Comisso, 
Sbarbaro, Ungaretti) are sick uncles, mysterious and happy cousins, 
"masters in the shadow", patriarchs worthy of respect but with some 
secret vice that brings them closer (Ungaretti fauve”) — never fathers, 
what the hero-character wants to share is a passion, not a tradition. 

While as a narrator he struggles to create well-rounded 
characters, who have a personal language and unexpected reactions, 
in short to calibrate the relationship between coincidence and 
distance, as a critic he is often extraordinary at entering 
psychological dimensions different from his own and analyzing 
them in detail. almost specious; while making you feel the intimate 
need that brought him there. Stylistic criticism is particularly 
congenial to him because the click arises from an_ irrational 
consonance, from an instant of requited love. 


Gadda exaggerates, gives into a slight verbal outburst, and this is justified 


because in reality it is not the kitten, but Gaddino, or Gaddone, who is 


defenestrated [...] But all this is obvious. There is no proportion between such an 
explanation and the very short, brilliant text. It is too aesthetically solemn and 
inspired to lend itself to such easy psychic explanations... Its violence of 
improvisation and at the same time its broad dogmaticity passed off as current - 
the tone of free desperation and, at the same time, almost of imposition on 
reader of a cognitive act that took place in the long hours of a private 
meditation... Not for nothing, the aura of Manzoni's paternity resonates here 
stronger and more "vague", or, like a gentle rain from sideways, the memory of 
some last verse of the madrigals by the crazy Tasso... That Italian Shakespeare 
who didn't exist [...] Every outrage is death [...] Other than the linguistic 
pastiches of the Gadda vulgate! It is in these five simple words that the real 
mess lies. (SLA II, pp. 2401-2403) 


Pasolini is not a great theorist, the "theory of literature" interests 
him very little: his interventions on realism are laborious and 
voluntaristic attacks. He takes it out on Cassola and Bassani, but he 
is ready to change his mind as soon as he closely examines a text by 
Bassani or Cassola. In the face of the neo-avant-garde, no, the refusal 
is radical; but only because he suspects in them a mystification, a 
mockery of what is most sacred for him, that is, of spending oneself, 
of wasting oneself to express the brilliance of reality. (And if he 
attacks Arbasino it is because he recognizes in him a brother who, 
out of fear, has betrayed.) When he tackles wide-ranging critical 
works, it is not so much the history that interests him, but the 
typology - that is, it is not the real power relations , in the market of 
forms, but it is the dream of an organic form that grows and 
branches out until it unfolds in all possible variations. The desired 
Gramsci-Contini connection is in reality the utopia of a revolution 
guided by the reasons of beauty instead of those of strength. 

With his "mania for origins", Pasolini did not try to re-establish 
two things: theater direction and, indeed, literary criticism. After 
experimenting with directing Orgia in 1968 in Turin, he declared that 
he understood that to be a serious theater director he would have to 
commit his whole life to it. A surprising statement, if we think of the 
ease with which he improvised as a film director - but a logical 
statement, if we reflect that theater is a collective ritual. Having 


posed the problem seriously, as he had posed it in the Manifesto for 
a new theatre, reforming the theater would have meant creating a 
new type of actor and creating a new audience; it wasn't a problem 
of expression, it was a political problem. 

Likewise, imposing a vision of literature would have entailed 
nothing less than a revolution in society; Passion and ideology is a 
book that ends, like Ashes, with the confession of failure. In one of 
the preparatory indexes, the book was supposed to end with the 
essay The stylistic reaction, an essay in which Pasolini declares 
himself «defeated» and admits «“Officina” was useless» (SLA II, p. 
2292). Excluding that essay meant historicizing Passion and Ideology 
but also condemning it, making it the book of beautiful dreams of 
the fifties. 

From the 1960s onwards, Pasolini actually attempted to reinvent 
the "critical essay" genre, for example with the Reading in 
newspaper form of the "Gazzarra", or with the introduction "in the 
form of notes" to Yevtushenko's Dwarf Birches : essays that are 
deliberately presented in progress, unstructured but only sketched, 
in a "lively" style, as if they wanted to record the ideas in their 
nascent state - or as if Pasolini put his cards on the table and made 
explicit what was implicit, unmasking nature emotion of his 
criticism. But it is a defensive attitude, both because it arises from 
haste and because it is based on disappointment - in the same space 
of years, in the reviews published in «Tempo», the acumen crumbles 
into judgments dictated by humor and caprice. 

(It comes to mind that Pasolini had tried to re-establish another 
discipline, namely pedagogy, in the 1940s when he was a teacher: 
and that the disappointment of that time - faced with the project of 
remaking men! - was perhaps the matrix of all the disappointments 
that followed.) 


Elsa de’ Giorgi, who in her somewhat absent-minded way (and 
reciprocated with a lot of irony) was Pasolini's friend for at least 
fifteen years, recounts an interesting episode that happened on the 


set of The anecdote has a passably authentic sound and fits into the 
disagreements between Magnani and Pasolini, as Pasolini himself 
told us in the annexes to the screenplay; but here, in the words 
reported by de' Giorgi, Magnani's "wisdom" comes out more alive, 
with that beautiful final sentence in which the actor's work is 
compared to the stylistic training of the novelist. Pasolini could not 
bear to see his creativity clashing equally with another creativity at 
work: «I'm not interested in actors» (Mamma Roma — Magnani 
would have taken her aside and begged her to intercede with 
Pasolini: "Tell you, you have to tell me that actors don't know how to 
be like kids who enjoy doing what they know how to do. I become a 
bitch among them, do you understand? They screw me Those don't 
"do like", those are like that. He didn't understand that to become 
like them he has to find a style, like him when he writes down the 
bad words he hears from them."SPS, p . 1310). Unlike in theatre, in 
cinema Pasolini does not feel obliged to create a new generation of 
actors: he limits himself to taking non-actors and using them for his 
films (except for a particular category of characters, as we will see 
later). ). 

In his approach to cinema, Pasolini mixes euphoria and 
resignation. Euphoria for the power of the medium, for the political 
use that could be made of it: «you know what the great instruments 
of ideological diffusion — as they say — of the ruling class are: 
newspapers, radio, television and, finally, very powerful , the 
cinema. Now, cinema is the only one of these diffusion tools that is 
not completely in the hands of the State" (DI, p. 64); euphoria for the 
stimulating difficulties, for the intellectual challenge: «the cinema 
proposes processes of narrative syntax that have not been proposed 
in literature for a long time» (LL, p. 1196); euphoria because the 
expressive code of cinema is virgin territory, whose history is 
measured in decades and not centuries. Resignation because we 
cannot hope to change the functioning of a mass medium, because 
we cannot think, as for the theatre, of a new audience. At most the 
public can be scandalised, and cinema was certainly the most 
powerful vehicle in making Pasolini a "scandalous" artist. From the 
Ricotta trial to the one in Salo, the offense against religion and the 


outrage against modesty were the two recurring accusations even if, 
I would say, the average public was much more epaté by another 
characteristic of his films, that is from their darkness. After the brief 
dream of a "popular" cinema (let's say, up to the Gospel), Pasolini 
told increasingly closed parables, with a high intellectual and 
symbolic level. The obsession was not to be assimilated by petty- 
bourgeois entertainment, not to be eaten (the crucial period of the 
obsession goes from the crow being devoured in Birds and Birds to 
Julian being devoured by pigs in Pigsty); the sex exhibited on the 
screen was also intended to alarm the right-thinking people - only to 
realize towards the end that the right-thinking people rushed to see 
his nudes and that "sexual liberation" was an imperative of 
consumerism. (And then the consequent "relaunch", atrocious to the 
point of unbearability, of Salo.) 


But this is only the shell of Pasolini's relationship with cinema - 
thinking back to the theme of the "membrane", one cannot be 
surprised that Pasolini the poet often has a "cinematic eye" - as D'Elia 
says when describing a verse from Il cinema prolonged poetry and 
somehow exhausts it, fulfilling its expectations. The ideas of 
"piercing" and "capturing", which were the emotional and theoretical 
presupposition of Pasolini's verbal expressionism, seem to find a 
formidable prosthesis in the technical potential of cinema: the 
camera does not need to force adjectivation or risking neologisms to 
convey the brilliance of an object, because it shows you that object 
really shines in reality. With cinema, «the passion that had taken the 
form of a great love for literature and for life had stripped itself of 
the love for literature, becoming what it really was, that is, a passion 
for life» (Religion of my time: « two shots, divided by a comma, a 
full figure and a close-up". SPS, p. 1302). Such was the intoxication, 
in the early years, that Pasolini invented a theory on cinema as a 
language: refuting Metz, who recognized the cinematographic one 
only as a language and not as a language, because the Martinettian 
"double articulation" is absent in cinema , Pasolini, an ardent 
semiologist, states that double articulation exists and that the filmic 
equivalent of phonemes are cinemes, that is, the various real objects 


that make up a shot. On the basis of this discovery, he arrives at the 
definition of cinema as "the written language of reality" and of 
reality as "cinema in action". The theory is far-fetched and 
professionals in the sector were quick to point it out to him: but what 
mattered to him was the dazzling possibility he had glimpsed, that 
things could be a grammatical component of signs. If it was true 
then he, master of signs, would have been master of things. The 
diaphragm jumped: verbal expressionism ends in Pasolini's poetry 
around '62, that is, shortly after his first cinematographic directions. 


In that same '62 in which cinematographic terminology enters his 
descriptions in verses («an infinite tracking shot with Maria / who 
advances» — PO I, p. 1093), Pasolini begins to leave “blanks” in the 
verses themselves, marking them with the wording «[omissis]»: gaps 
in expression which are an admission of surrender but also a trust in 
the non-finite. What relationship is there between enthusiasm for 
cinema and trust in the unfinished? Just as in cinema the objects of 
life become part of the sign, so the author's anxiety sensed outside 
the texts can integrate the impotence of the words. From that 
moment on (from the middle of Poetry in the form of a rose up to the 
last texts of Trasumanar and New Youth) Pasolini's poetry will no 
longer be a tense bow that wants to hit the "poetic" target of things, 
but rather an anatomical table on which the naked body of the 
author is exposed, who has been wounded by the poetic nature of 
things and who exposes, pathetically and blackmailingly, the scars. 


The women who were feminists in the Seventies know this only 
too well, because the controversies with him were bitter: everything 
that is linked to coitus and generation is sacred for Pasolini, because 
for him the woman's body is, literally, something on which one 
cannot stop one's gaze. Sex between males is an attempt to 
secularize, or to domesticate (or, if you want, to "quote" in a 
degraded ritual) the unspeakable, terrible numen of heterosexual 
sex. The unspeakability of the feminine and the sacredness of nature 
("there is nothing natural in nature" says paraphrasing Eliade the 
Centaur from Medea) are two concepts that go together in Pasolini, 


without it being possible to determine which of the two is the 
sublimation of the other. The excluded is forced to consider sacred 
the Reality that excludes him, to justify and ennoble the exclusion; 
until it is no longer a question of exclusion but of veneration, of 
respect. The Signed One becomes officiant. Pasolini cannot stare at 
the Sacred for too long because he fears that, by changing over time, 
it will cease to be sacred and therefore show his own unbearable 
inadequacy in his face once again, unredeemed, historical. 

Sequence shots are almost completely missing in Pasolini's 
cinema: the sequence shot gives reality time to change in front of the 
camera. Panoramas, however, by discovering immobile details, 
"respect" reality because they do not approach it or investigate it. 
Pasolini's shots are frontal, the dialogues always conducted in "shot 
and reverse shot"; the characters do not enter or leave the screen; 
there is a lack of “fifth grade” characters. Pasolini, narrator and poet, 
in the 1940s and 1950s, sees reality passing before him, as we were 
saying: but now, having become a director, having lost the 
ideological certainties that allowed him to interpret that reality 
politically, he trembles in the face of Reality and adores it: « the 
world seems to be, for me, nothing more than a collection of fathers 
and mothers, towards whom I have a total transport, made of 
venerating respect, and of the need to violate this venerating respect 
through even violent and scandalous desecrations" (SLA I, p . 1544). 
Spying on reality through the lens is like spying on parents' coitus; 
beyond all the references that Pasolini makes to direct his critics (the 
Nouvelle vague, the "new cinema" of Pesaro, Dreyer, Chaplin, 
Mizoguchi... the brothers and grandparents, here too, against the 
fathers) it has always it seemed that the closest thing to Pasolini's 
cinema were Andy Warhol's films — boys making love on a bed and 
the drugged camera, indifferent due to excess of emotion, filming 
them. Andy Warhol, advocate of standardization ("I want everyone 
to think the same way") and consumerism, enthusiastic about parties 
and Liz Taylor; but also the Byzantine Catholic boy of the Ruthenian 
rite who looked at the icons in his church in Pittsburgh, who 
understood what emptiness is and devoured with his eyes the love 
made by others. 


What in Warhol goes in the direction of anesthesia, autism and 
glamour, in Pasolini goes in the direction of passion, self-harm and 
the sign of the cross. Cinema attracts him because it condenses all 
the levels of his psychic structure: primitive omnipotence (the 
dreamlike power of the image), voyeurism-sadism (bending reality 
to "pose"), exhibitionism-masochism: « I myself experience in slow 
motion (or beforehand, filming) the almost sexual effect of breaking 
the code, as an exhibitionism of something violated (a feeling that is 
also felt when writing verses, but which cinema multiplies infinitely: 
it is one thing to be martyred in the room and it is one thing to be 
martyred in the square)" (SLA I, p. 1608). There is a moment, in the 
Notes for a film about India, in which Pasolini, with a microphone in 
his hand, asks a very poor farmer, dressed only in a rag, what the 
name of his village is; the farmer responds and Pasolini, with a shy 
grateful voice, says to him: "thank you". If you think about the 
arrogance of television reporters... but that's not what I find moving 
in the episode - that "thank you" isn't just for the indication, it's as if 
he were saying "thank you because it allows me to look", to touch 
the beauty that is horror, the other, the intimate and the sublime. 
Among Pasolini's self-styled cinematographic disciples, there is not 
one who has absorbed the truly great thing about his cinema, that is, 
the inferiority complex towards life ("Sometimes I find it difficult to 
address a dog by first name"). . 

The plots (austere in the severe tragic architecture, which however 
in the first films is encrusted with "gimmicks" almost like an Italian 
comedy, and in the subsequent ones breaks down into symbolic 
winks and literary hide-and-seek) - the plots, I was saying, are 
nothing but pretexts to show the reality that is before and outside 
the story. This is why he chooses non-professional actors and 
accepts, or rather demands, that they act badly, and sometimes has 
them dubbed by other non-professionals - which is why he dares (or 
leaves) some ungrammaticals that invite the spectator to leave the 
illusion of the story to see that place , present, in the moment in 
which a director is making a film (the famous bus passing by in a 
shot of the Gospel) — which is why the cultured, musical and 
figurative allusions are so disarmingly obvious (Bach's Passion , the 


Piero di Arezzo, Las Meninas, Mozart's Requiem...); because acting, 
story, scenography must not monopolize the spectator's attention, on 
the contrary they must open windows, allow the eye to be suddenly 
attracted by a bent knee, by the casual entanglement of a dress, by 
the sick sun on a Lombard fence . What is really told is the gratitude 
of a man who attests to the presence, there and in that moment, of 
Reality. And that he is ready to pay for this chance with death 
(because Reality continues, while the film ends and kills the 
captured thing). Franco Citti doesn't have to "act well" in Oedipus 
Rex, because he doesn't have to look like Oedipus; the meaning of 
the work, in fact, lies in the comparison and overlap between two 
distinct images of the victim - the underclass one, personified by the 
"real" Franco Citti, and the mythical one filtered by Sophocles. In the 
vulgate of chatter and conferences, Pasolini is presented as a 
proponent of the "cinema of poetry": in the texts, Pasolini judges the 
"cinema of poetry" (i.e. the cinema built according to the language of 
poetry) negatively because he sees in it a "school international” of 
snobbish elitism - the cinema that interests him is instead 
constructed with the syntactic simplicity of prose, but a prose 
capable of testifying that poetry exists in Reality. 


Having posed the question in this way, one might think that for 
him the script is just a schematic grid, a temporary skeleton to be 
abandoned every time Reality asserts its rights. Pasolini actually 
improvises on the set, and he made his latest films with a "flying 
script". It is true that in "inspections" he is at his best, and that his 
ability to "find faces" leaves one admired; but like the triplets for the 
Ashes, the rigid scheme of a script (or a myth) serves to "create 
friction". The screenplay is detached from the film, like two 
geological layers that, sliding over each other, exchange energy but 
retain their different composition. What will explode in Teorema 
(two distinct works, a novel and a film, painted in parallel like a gold 
background and a fresco) is already latent in the other cases. This 
functional independence of the screenplay, determined by the nature 
of its cinema, favors the entirely Pasolini invention of the screenplay 
as an autonomous literary genre. 


If you take some poppies, left in the sunlight of a melancholy afternoon, when 
everything is silent ("because no woman ever sang - at three in the afternoon"), 
in the heat of a cemetery - if you take them and crush them, well, a juice comes 
out that dries immediately; well, water it down a little, on a white sheet of 
laundry, and tell a child to pass a wet finger over that liquid - in the center of 
the fingerprint a pale red will emerge, pale almost pink, but splendid due to the 
whiteness of the laundry that is there. under; and at the edges of the 
fingerprints a thread of violent and precious red, just barely faded, will gather; 
it will dry immediately, it will become opaque, like over a coat of lime... But 
precisely in that papery fading it will retain, dead, its bright redness. (RR IL, pp. 
851-852) 


The stylistic tour de force describes, in Ricotta's screenplay, the 
color of a cloth which appears in the film, seen from afar, for no 
more than fifteen seconds. It is a flashy but delayed case: it is not 
artistic prose that Pasolini will rely on to give aesthetic depth to the 
new screenplay genre - indeed, as we will see, the beauty of the 
genre will lie precisely in a "thrown away’ style, a lean style that he 
can afford to travel without much baggage of symmetries, and 
without overwhelming representative obligations, because he is 
projected towards a future realization. The reader knows that 
somewhere else there exists, created by the author himself, the 
image that he, the reader, would be required to evoke. He trusts 
him. A quick understanding is born. 

This writing "by flashes of understanding", presupposing 
collaboration and sympathy, gives him so much joy that he begins to 
think of screenplays without the film, or of poems in screenplay 
form. In 1974, when he published The Economic Side of Cinema, he 
confronted Pasolini with his "fathers" and triggered a morally 
unclear mechanism of subjection and sterile resentment. On the one 
hand he feels obliged to lend himself to the games of the press 
agents, because he doesn't think it's right to avoid his part in an 
enterprise that economically involves hundreds of workers - on the 
other he uses cinema to distance himself, more and more often, from 
the mediocre environment of the Italian bourgeoisie to which he also 
belongs. He makes films because this allows him to travel, to spend 


part of his life in the beloved countries of the Third World, where he 
can better pretend not to have any economic role (like, in his dream 
and par excellence, the poets): where he can pass for a kind of 
generous prince who loves to share his condition with the least of 
the disinherited. But (as can be seen above all from that terrible text, 
from that umpteenth abjuration which is The Savage Father), he is 
resigned to the fact that the film planned ten years earlier will no 
longer be made, and the extraordinary happiness of the text derives, 
it seems to me, precisely by its character as a "suggested work", not 
burdened by the responsibility of having to be completed. "Why 
create a work" says Pasolini in the role of a follower of Giotto in the 
Decameron, "when it is so beautiful to just dream about it?" If there 
is a heaviness in Pasolini's relationship with cinema, it is precisely in 
everything that concerns the making, that is, the economic apparatus 
that surrounds a film - we have already seen that the economic 
register is one of the falsest and most deaf in Pasolini's thematic 
system, and precisely because it is almost constantly removed 
(except at the most elementary levels, those of "hunger"). Elsa 
Morante, furious because Arco Film, the company producing the 
Gospel, has not paid some of his friends who had participated in the 
filming, he wrote to Pasolini in 1964: «It is clear that expecting such 
respect from those filthy assholes at Arco Film was utopian, not to 
say idiotic, since they only respect shit (i.e. precisely those few 
miserable lire that you mention). Then I would have liked you, with 
your authority, to at least make them put their noses in their shit, at 
least for a moment, and for them to at least be ashamed [...] The 
shadow that you say about our friendship, you know very well, is 
not the debt yours, which among other things does not exist, but "the 
adoration of the Pharisee Fathers" as I had already written to you in 
the poem". A postscript to the grace of the Eritreans) the fiction turns 
against him and presents him in the mirror with an identity of ( 
albeit involuntary) corruptor: not the banal corruption that consists 
in obtaining sex in exchange for money (of which Petrolio actually 
shows us the almost prayer aspect), but the more serious and more 
subtle one of those who deceive, with the hope of cinema, of young 


people who abandon their country and who then in Italy can only be 
left, albeit reluctantly, to their fate. 


+ 


«I choose the actors, so to speak, of a popular character, or at least 
innocent, among non-professional actors, while I choose the 
bourgeois, those who are conscious, etc. among professional actors." 
Why this asymmetry? The empirical explanations that Pasolini tries 
to give are not convincing: «the idea of casting a Milanese 
industrialist in a film is practically unfeasible», «evidently I cannot 
ask an engineer [...] to come and do himself» — let alone if, especially 
in recent years, the fame of the director and the charm of the screen 
would not have been enough to seduce more than one industrialist, 
not to mention engineers (and then he had even asked Mario Monti 
if he wanted to take on a role in Birds and birds). A confession of 
physical intolerability seems more convincing: «I can't stand there 
representing a Milanese industrialist, maybe think about it for a year 
and then shoot: I'd get bored, I hate it [...] I can't make a realistic film 
in this sense because - because I can't do it, physically." 

“Realistic”, that's the problem. For Pasolini, the bourgeoisie is not 
a social class: «by bourgeoisie I don't mean so much a class as a real 
disease. A very contagious disease" (SPS, p. 1097) - consequently, the 
hatred for the bourgeoisie is very weakly motivated by ethical and 
economic reasons: "my hatred for the bourgeoisie cannot be 
documented nor open to discussion. It's just there" (SPS, p. 1298). 
The bourgeoisie is therefore an abstraction, a kind of contrasting 
substance onto which to project one's individuality. “Realism” is 
above all for Pasolini the adoption of a free indirect form, that is, of a 
style capable of entering the head and heart of Another, mimicking 
his thoughts and emotional reactions - but what is abstract is, 
artistically, devoid of word. The initial project of the Divine Mimesis 
(building a "summa" of contemporary society, as Dante, master of 
free indirection, had done in his time) fails when Pasolini realizes 
that he will never be able to invent the free indirection of a 
bourgeois. His admiration for those who succeed is as sincere as it is 


horrified; for Bassani, for example, who manages to create bourgeois 
heroes, «despite the obvious contradiction in terms» (SPS, p. 1144); 
or for that pre-moral sorcerer that is Fellini: «having managed to see 
purity and vitalism even in the petty-bourgeois masses [...] seems to 
me to be an incredible thing [...] you really need to possess an 
inexhaustible mine of love [...] undifferentiated and indifferent love » 
(SLA II, 2279). 

The bourgeoisie has been the decisive class of the last two 
centuries: not being able to see it from the inside can be a serious 
limitation for an artist. Here we have proof that Pasolini's work 
converges entirely towards autobiography - his work cannot 
describe the bourgeoisie from the inside because he himself is 
bourgeois. Indeed petty-bourgeois, precisely that shade of 
bourgeoisie that he hates most: the entire effort of his life (and of his 
style) is to get himself out of this infamous intermediate state, 
upwards or downwards . In the summer of '69 he goes with Callas to 
a party in a villa in Cap-Ferrat and exchanges a few words with 
President Johnson's wife, the guest of honor - returning to the hotel 
he starts reading a magazine of young Italians and rejects the smell 
that emanates from those pages: «the words of those boys “smelled” 
(unfortunately this is the exact word) of the lower middle class: you 
could literally feel the poor or barely decent economic situation in 
them; the houses with a hint of cooking and the twentieth century 
furniture [...] The touchstone on which all this is highlighted, in a 
kind of exaltation, is Mrs. Johnson [...] How I bless my traditional 
and unorthodox love for the people [... ] through which I lived and 
live outside the hell to which by birth, wealth and culture I was 
destined!» (SPS, p. 1241-42). 

Subproletarian eroticism therefore saves him from his own class 
extraction. As Luigi Baldacci rightly noted in a review, when 
Pasolini finds himself describing the bourgeois body of the divine 
boy he censors himself: the legs like "pillars", the "womb" - as if he 
were afraid of touching it or worse, of being attracted to it. The erotic 
reciprocation, desiring and being desired, from bourgeois to 
bourgeois, would mean accepting an equality much more 
devastating than diversity. When Ninetto announces to him that he 


is engaged and wants to get married, beyond the pain of 
abandonment there is, if possible, an even more cruel one, that of 
realizing the desire for the lower middle class that was harbored in 
Ninetto: «I mock you for the "petty-bourgeois" poverty / that your 
love designates for you and makes you rediscover: / the dinners at 
"5 the Sundays spent / at the cinema, or the great resource of 
leaving / for Terminillo, in taken groups / from the necessary 
enthusiasm". Theorem, 

Exclusion having become the differential trait in which the 
"recognition" of the ego consists (or, if you like, the scheme that 
guarantees the "sacredness" of nature), then admitting one's own 
internal bourgeoisie would mean crumbling, losing the categories of 
perception and judgement. When, towards the end of the Sixties, he 
had the impression that the "contagion" of the bourgeoisie had 
spread to the entire universe, the desperation with which he would 
react would be that of someone who felt internally invaded, gripped 
by the suspicion that what he considered to be a personality it is not 
instead a compulsion to repeat: «this book written twice, lived and 
relived, body within a body [...] by planting this second plant what I 
most wanted was for it to be identical to the first; and what 
tormented me most was that it could not be different" (PO IL, pp. 
399-402). 


Pasolini accuses himself of excessive love: «I loved too much» (PO 
I, 447); «a love that is too great» (PO I, p. 460); «too anxious love» 
(PO I, p. 969) — loves even when it would be logical to hate: «I seem / 
to feel hatred, and instead I write / verses full of punctual love» (PO 
I, p. 1101); «but why force myself to hate, I / who am almost grateful 
to the world for my evil, my / being different - and therefore hated - / 
yet I don't know what to love, faithful and heartfelt? (PO I, p. 831). 
The excluded continues to love those who exclude him: indeed, 
paradoxically, the very violence of exclusion has provided him with 
a privileged identity as a victim, for which he can only be grateful: 
«the desperate conclusion / of being the outcast of a gathering / of 
others, all men, without distinction, / all normal, of whom this life is" 
(PO I, p. 1116); «I must render a sea of good to men / for every drop 


of evil that I do by existing» (TE, p. 772). But the masochistic shield 
cracks every now and then and hatred shines through, hatred for 
everyone: "I don't want to be a man" (PO I, p. 625); «there is nothing 
left / [...] / of this human world that I love» (PO I, p. 985); «now you 
are nothing, nothingness, pure error» (PO I, p. 491). It is no 
coincidence that in his landscapes, which also know how to be 
extraordinary when they represent the swarm of small lives, a sense 
of rest opens up, of a happy holiday from love, when every human 
presence disappears: «in Cordovado there was only the sun" (RR I, p. 
1392); «in Rome there was only the sun» (RR I, p. 536) «there was 
only sun and zella, zella and sun» (RR I, p. 825). 

Masochism and sadism, we were saying, are secondary 
formations; at the beginning there is the desire to possess and 
annihilate all humanity at the same time. An absurd and 
unsustainable desire. The political choice is also a way to escape 
from this unsustainability: instead of loving and hating the whole 
world at the same time, Pasolini decides to hate the bourgeois and 
love the humble. «I do not attach any pejorative meaning to the 
word “populist’» (SPS, p. 1295) — behind the usual technique of 
neutralizing, by accepting, the criticisms of opponents, there is a 
profound awareness here of the a priori impulse that underlies the 
“choice of the poor ”: «there has never been a happy poor man. But 
no envy is more acute than that felt for a poor man who seems 
happy" (RR IL, p. 169). «The world of the other class, which was 
almost the world of another life» (RR IL, p. 1435) — the peasant and 
the underclass (later, the underprivileged of the Third World) are, 
symbolically, the messengers of a elsewhere heavenly: the role of 
Angelo, constantly attributed to Ninetto in films, is the revealing 
symptom, the seal. The formal energy that is released from Ragazzi 
di vita derives mainly, I believe, from an ongoing overdetermination 
between political-social indignation (the scandalous discovery of the 
suburbs) and the ecstasy of a familiarity with the angels - instead of 
transcoloring the one in the other in a Verlainian satisfaction (as in 
the Nightingale) here heaven and hell coincide through a sudden 
vital leap of the imagination. In recent years, the "getting dirty" of 
sub-proletarian eroticism will be closely linked to the developments 


of neo-capitalist globalism: "now we can say that it no longer exists 
elsewhere [...] we are all here" (SPS, p. 1201). 


This profound thematic knot, indisputable as such, becomes 
annoying for those who deal with Pasolini not as a poet and writer, 
but as an intellectual who wants to discuss politics. Fortini despairs 
and reproaches his friend for using the ideological-political theme as 
"barre d'appui" for his exercises in good style. With more gratuitous, 
but not off-target malice, Angelo Guglielmi speaks of "ideological 
embezzlement", to be understood literally as "distraction and 
aesthetic purposes deprived of a common heritage of shared 
ideology". Mind you, Pasolini's sincerity is not in question. You don't 
talk about a character like Stracci, nor do you describe Pietralata in 
that way, if the love is not sincere. And very sincere, without any 
doubt, was the desire to get out of oneself: "trying to know as much 
as I can all this about the non-self that is so dear to me" (LL, p. 826). 
Even his strictly theoretical efforts, with that little baggage of 
Marxism ("always feeling, for economic questions, a profound 
boredom - at least equal to respect" writes one of his highly 
autobiographical characters - RR I, p. 518), even his theoretical 
efforts are genuine: paid for personally, with the intelligence always 
alert. What is in question is the ability to attribute a "primacy" to 
ideas: the Pasolini-ideologist retains value for us only insofar as he is 
part of the Pasolini-character (that "ideology slowed down as in a 
nightmare” of which Giansiro speaks FerrataCeneri), and now 
asking ourselves about the coherence of his thought is more or less 
like taking seriously the philosophical tirades of Pirandello's 
characters. 

Which, again, does not mean that Pasolini was not capable of 
particularly acute points of view. On the contrary; precisely the 
passion with which he lived politics and the sexual urgency with 
which sociology lived, combined with the "distance" of the non- 
professional and the obstinacy of not being silent, made him, as we 
know, one of the few Italian intellectuals capable to name what was 
plain for all to see: the murderous advance of mass mediocrity, the 
imperialism of the economy, the disappearance of grace among the 


excluded, the detachment of the working aristocracy from the "new 
poor", the suffocating conformism of a left that has become "in 
government": 


But I know that what more than anything else makes you anxious and almost 
distressed regarding my phenomenon, is the fact that I pose problems regarding 
transnational consumer development to a regional communist council. Which in 
solving those problems accepts them. And by accepting those problems - in 
practice, which is always a still unspoken theory - it also accepts the universe 
that poses them: that is, the universe of the second and definitive bourgeois 
revolution [...] At the moment in which they are, together, a city developed and 
a communist city, not only are they a city where there is no alternative, but they 
are a city where there is actually no otherness. That is, I prefigure the possible 
Italy of historical compromise: in which in the best of cases, that is, in the case of 
an effective communist administrative power, the population would be entirely 
petty-bourgeois, the workers having been anthropologically eliminated by the 
bourgeoisie... (SPS, p. 583) 


This is what Bologna speaks in the Lutheran Letters. But the 
Lutheran Letters are precisely a literary text in their own right; and 
that Pasolini's political-sociological reasoning worked as the "words 
of a literary character" is confirmed by the legend of his "prophecies" 
(Pasolini would have anticipated the massacre at the Bologna 
station, predicted his own death, prefigured Clean Hands...) — while 
what makes those arguments fascinating is precisely their 
recklessness, their throwing themselves into the fray: in '74, speaking 
of the tiring but sure progress of communism in the Soviet Union, 
Pasolini stated: «in twenty years in the USSR it will be worth live". 


There is a passage in Petrolio in which the protagonist Carlo, 
returning from the East, learns of Feltrinelli's death; he judges it to 
be the death of a madman, of a bourgeois who wanted to play the 
terrorist - a marginal episode of the "civil war" within the 
bourgeoisie. Pasolini hastily dismisses the episode and immediately 


adds: «But I want to come to the flowers» (RR IL, p. 1439) — followed 
by a detailed and happy description of daisies and lilacs (from the 
Wisteria to the “fioretti’” of the Divine Mimesis, Pasolini has always 
been a great descriptor of flowers). 

In the Pasolini manuscript collection at the Gabinetto Vieusseux 
there is an unpublished drama, probably from 1948, entitled Poetry 
or Joy; very interesting biographically, because with a slight 
transposition Pasolini stages those arguments between his father and 
mother which daily ruined his family life. To a friend who invites 
him to intervene, to do something to mediate, "it's about the life of a 
family", the protagonist Paolo replies: "Nonsense, the family doesn't 
have its own life [...] but let's free ourselves from these relationships 
[...] ] the choice has already been made: the flowers" — followed by a 
detailed sensual description of lilies and irises (TE, 130-132). The 
overlap of the two texts, written twenty-five years apart, suggests 
that, in Pasolini's thematic system, the "problems of the bourgeoisie" 
occupy the same imaginary space as the "problems of parents". 


Just as the external world is simplified in the opposition 
poor/bourgeois, so the internal world of affective ghosts is stylized in 
a mother/father opposition: the mother to be loved and the father to 
be hated; "this father-hater" Contini calls him. The symbolic father, 
much more than the empirical father - or rather, after having also 
hated the empirical father for a long time, towards the end of the 
Sixties (the father had died in '58) Pasolini rehabilitates his memory: 
he realizes that underneath his hatred harbored a repressed love 
(even sexual), and that beyond the reasons for the clash (the violent 
and authoritarian character of the father, his loyalty to fascism, the 
quarrels with the mother) the father was unhappy. He evokes the 
image of a boy from a noble family, instinctive and passionate, 
incapable of disciplining his crude expectations with culture, 
betrayed in what he believed to be his own idea and madly in love 
with his wife who reciprocates him very lukewarmly; the aggressive 
and paranoid silence in which he withdraws is the silence of a 
defeated man. 


Even the mother is always remembered as a girl, or little girl, or 
an old girl who has returned to being a little girl: "how little my 
mother is, little like a schoolgirl, diligent, scared, but determined to 
do her duty to the end" (RR I, pp. 1548-1549). Thus the mother at the 
Campo dei Fiori market, among the Roman sellers in which "it 
seems a man is hidden" - "the man they have inside grows, lends 
him her character, her voice, and little by little also her his face, his 
wrinkles, the nostrils of his nose, his hair." On the one hand the 
mother-child, on the other adult, violent, virilized women - 
throughout Pasolini's work the image avoided seems to be that of 
the protective, florid, fertile mother. Motherhood is a tragic feeling, 
because children always die young 

Pasolini cannot identify sexually with his father, and therefore 
cannot desire women; but he (as he verifies by writing the poems to 
Callas) cannot even identify with the female desire of a "generating", 
founding man - of another father, in short. His desire oscillates 
between the body of his boy father and the son who has not yet 
separated from his mother. Very young bodies shaped by the 
"maternal undershirt", a whole world without women (or where the 
woman is a fearful shadow) but protected by the mother - Petrolio's 
Salvatore Dulcimascolo, a powerfully masculine body of a mother 
who consoles and protects, dilated and become country (the 
marvelous beauty of creation, which the “paternal” history 
threatens); an immense body, around which one can walk for a 
lifetime, certain of never arriving. 

As Petrolio himself testifies, in the primitive background of 
Pasolini's imagination there is an infinite emboitement of male and 
female, just as at the origin of the "theatrical frenzy" of '66-67 there 
was the need to reveal a combination of incest and of violence of all 
kinds, of which the Oedipal triangle is but a summary epitome. The 
solution “love the poor/hate the rich, love the mother/hate the 
father” can also be read as the need to transform what would 
otherwise be an indiscriminate state of continuous emotional swing 
into passions. What dominates, however, is a desire for 
intransitivity, an impossibility of recognizing oneself in procreation 


as the transmission of codes and subordination to an order that goes 
beyond personal pleasure. 


«I would never make a character talk for a long time in a direction 
other than the machine, I have to make him talk inside, so to speak. 
So in none of my films will you see a scene where the car is placed 
sideways and the characters waste time chatting to each other" (SPS, 
p. 1370). Pasolini "looks into the camera" even when it comes to the 
absolute: it is always a face to face, a direct challenge, a repudiation 
of the interlocutory satisfactions that make life tolerable (he calls 
them "pretexts"), a never settling for anything less than of joy, 
without ever admitting alternatives to desire. Despite being capable 
of self-irony, his work is almost totally devoid of humorous 
detachment - he says because humor is a bourgeois skill, in reality 
because humor implies the irrelevance of the ego (or rather, it 
implies an ego that he renounced omnipotence because he obtained 
his satisfactions in an orderly hierarchy of powers: «heroes never 
have a sense of humor, unlike people in authority» — SPS, p. 1443). 

Showing someone who "wastes time” chatting means relying on a 
uniform flow that is the same for everyone. Time is almost never 
told in Pasolini's work, his boys do not age - when a maturation 
must be represented, for example of Riccetto or Tommasino, they are 
made to disappear from the text with a stratagem (say, prison) and it 
makes itself reappear already changed. In helps the narrator's ego to 
hold fast to its own protagonism. Pasolini's "imaginary time” is 
crushed between the present of emotion and the timelessness of the 
parable. Theorem, which is all based on a "before" and a "then", the 
transition from one to the other is instantaneous , mythical, 
miraculous. The progression of love in Medea's soul, which is the 
heart of Apollonio Rodio's story, is abolished by Pasolini who 
replaces it with a mechanical and symbolic "falling to the ground". It 
is precisely the well-rounded characters, the individualities of others 
followed in their psychological evolution, that put us before the 
relativism of personality and the dominance of extra-personal 
structures; while presenting the camera with a «crowd of Chinese» 
(thus the “boys of life” according to Calvino) 


Just as he cannot bear to be "ground" by Time ("I am not capable 
of admitting that I am not the same age as a young man" - LL, p. 
1032), so Pasolini cannot bear to be defined by social contexts which 
encompass him and which do not controls: class, wealth, family. I 
have always been struck by a review of Tanizaki's Thin Snow, where 
in order to "get away" from the bourgeois world represented in the 
novel ("similar characters not only don't attract me and don't interest 
me, but actually repel me") he doesn't hesitate to pull himself away 
from my dearest loved ones: «I stubbornly ignore the fact that 
basically my mother and my niece, with whom I spend my days and 
with whom my entire family life takes place, belong to the race of 
the Makioka sisters» (SLA II, p . 2008). Pasolini uses his sexual 
diversity to abstain from the group, the two in the morning meetings 
to purify himself of daytime life: he wants to be alien, stateless, heir 
only to his own obsessions. 


His relationship with the Institutions has always been ambivalent: 
instinctive hatred for the Law and for the Authority, including his 
own ("if I have obtained any authority, badly [...] Iam here to call it 
into question completely [...] a young man who opens his eyes today 
to the light cannot fail to see me included in this sort of paternal 
Authority that dominates him. Well, I don't want to admit it" - SPS, 
p- 1094) - but no temptation to anarchy. «Institutions are moving» 
(PO IL, p. 25): not only because those adorable beings who are the 
humble rely on them and are led by them; but also because 
discipline is the other side of transgression, without which 
transgression itself would have no meaning. The Party is a father, it 
is in the Ashes and in real life (see the letters to Salinari and Alicata); 
the dream of a revolutionary rule, which forces a bourgeois 
intellectual to renounce his most tenacious pleasures, fascinates him 
(albeit with the mediation of that brother, and not father, who is 
Gramsci) - fascinates him and resists both the facts of 'Hungary than 
to the tanks on Prague. But if he reflects on Jan Palach, while stating 
that his sacrifice did not benefit communism and therefore was not 
appropriate, he concludes that the boy could not have done 


otherwise, because «if he had made these calculations he would not 
have been free to express himself» (SPS, p. 1181). 

What matters is always, for Pasolini, the individual gesture of 
liberation; the revolution must bleed at every moment, the heroes for 
him can never be Mao or Fidel Castro — every victorious 
revolutionary is a potential normalizer. The excluded, when they 
stop being excluded, become boring men like the others: «once their 
state is founded» he says speaking of the Jews, «they are no longer 
different, they are no longer a minority, they are not marginalized; 
they are the majority, they are the normal ones. And this gave me a 
little disappointment, I don't know exactly how to explain it" (SPS, p. 
1331). Even in literature, he hates the neo-avant-garde because if 
transgression becomes fashionable he ceases to be in the line of fire: 
«where everything has become transgression there is no longer any 
danger; the moment of the fight, the one in which one dies, is at the 
front” (SLA I, p. 1609). 

The American left enchants him because it has the grace of a 
budding rebellion, but the young European bourgeois in '68 seem to 
him to be the enfants gatés of freedom; the bourgeois revolution has 
already been made and they, innocently fighting against their fathers 
(as biology dictates), become unconscious accomplices of the 
totalitarian involution that follows every revolution (and which in 
this case is called consumerism). Pasolini interprets '68 in the light of 
his own theatrical texts of '66, especially Affabulazione, in terms of 
the reversal of father-son relationships and the paradoxical exchange 
(Jarry-style) between infringement and law. Only obedient kids, like 
the police officer who killed himself out of shame at having let a 
prisoner in his custody escape, know what heroism is because they 
oppose, by dying, a disobedience that has become the norm. . Master 
who does not want to be a father, eternal son who sees in other 
children a paternal trace that disgusts him, nailed by a stupid 
controversy to the role of those who are on the side of police 
repression, in reality Pasolini is in a no man's land, in that terrain 
vague between hope and conservation in which Erri De Luca saw 
him: «he was the only one who could hold the void between us and 


the circus. Let no one say that he filled it, because no one could. But 
he was there, alone, which was the only way to be." 


+ 


Pasolini never had much interest in claiming the "rights" of 
homosexuals, and this is not surprising: «the most adorable people 
are those who don't know they have rights; people who, despite 
knowing they have rights, do not demand them or even renounce 
them are also adorable" (SPS, pp. 706-707). The courage that he never 
lacked was that of not attenuating the thoughts and feelings that 
passed through him, even when they could become harmful to 
himself and to others: «I too have, within me, a moment, overcome 
in conscience, but remained in me in the fatal mechanics of an 
education, in which I have a racist aversion towards homosexuality. 
It seems to me, at least for an infinitesimal of a second, that 
homosexuality designates, in another, a character of human and civil 
inferiority" (DI, p. 510). Rejecting the conformism of "health" and 
"correct speech" at all costs, Pasolini was one of the few Italian 
homosexuals who knew how to reason as a homosexual without 
cloaking himself in "objective" authority and without lapsing into 
clique jargon: 


It is not so much the homosexual they have always condemned, but rather the 
writer on whom homosexuality has not taken hold as a means of pressure, of 
blackmail so that he returns to the ranks. In reality the scandal arose not only 
from the fact that I did not keep quiet about my homophily, but also from the 
fact that I didn't keep quiet about anything. What brought me hatred and 
insults was the right to speak that I took, and which I have never refused to any 
journalist... Ultimately, in my case, silence or relative self-censorship would 


have kept my accusers at a distance. (SPS, p. 1533) 


While we are about to address the painful discussion of the short 
circuit that has welded the "Pasolini phenomenon" and the media 
into a deadly double bind, it is best not to forget this proud refusal to 
give in to the blackmail of discretion and confidentiality; we must 


know how to give up the virtues that we cannot afford. In the name 
of a goal - and his goal (in advance of certain reflections on "frontier 
literature") was to affirm a writing that called into question sclerotic 
expectations and that in every point was tinged with the corporeality 
of those who writes. 

As risky a choice as ever, as can be seen: demanding that life be 
weighed together with the work, just when everyone pointed to the 
abnormality of his life as his weak point, and reproached him for 
contaminating his formal "themes" with ambiguity of biography. 
Why, for example, does Pasolini admire (and admit) innocence only 
below a certain income level? The question is legitimate, but 
incomplete: not only are the poor innocent but also the artists, and 
the literati in general - or rather, the literati who are his friends: 


while running Giorgio has the face of Carlo Levi, 
auspicious deity, doing a bicycle kick, 

Giannetto has the hilarity of Moravia, the Moro 

putting it off, it's Vigorelli when he gets angry or hugs, 
and Coen, and Alicata, and Elsa Morante, and the editors 
of Paese Sera or Avanti, and Libero Bigiaretti, 

they play with me, among the little trees of the Trullo, 


some on defense, some on attack... (PO I, p. 1151) 


A parallelism is established between intellectuals and the 
underclass, as a function of a possible anti-bourgeois alliance. 
Having to say what success means to him (the "good side" of 
success), Pasolini recalls a postcard sent to him by Contini and the 
oral review of Ragazzi di vita given to him by a boy from the 
common people one evening in 1955. This is not pure coquetry: he 
really thinks that poetry is accessible only to innocence or to those 
who, having crossed all awareness, have reached a second degree 
innocence. 

Pasolini cannot accept the idea of an "average reader", not because 
he does not know (rationally) that this is largely his real reader, but 
because (emotionally) the presence of such a reader repels him into 
the intolerability of exclusion: «at least three thousand people, with 


their seaside colors, imposed by a graceful fashion, there is no doubt. 
Among these and of these is my average reader, my recipient. I felt 
guilty like few times in my life; I found myself intent on emptying 
the sea: a distracted, ferocious, even stupid, and also graceful sea, 
but, in any case, fully entitled to be what it is. And therefore to 
exclude from himself everything that does not resemble him, 
according to the law of an immeasurable force" (The same goes for 
the "extended family" of intellectual friendships; Pasolini does not 
want to know that his friends are bourgeois, just as he does not want 
to discriminate against them on the basis of a prejudicial political 
affiliation. The passionate, polemical Pasolini, the scandalous and 
"against" Pasolini, the Pasolini who never holds back when it comes 
to making enemies, is strangely ecumenical with literati: from 
Anceschi to Banti, from Spagnoletti to Falqui, from Solmi to Manzini 
to Betocchi... The love for literature counts more than the position 
towards society. Pasolini is perfectly inserted in the world of writers 
but acts as if he were outside it, because what binds him to them it 
seems to him to be something transsocial. A writer as radically 
autobiographical as him did not leave us a portrait of the society he 
frequented every day: he left us at most a few single declarations of 
love, a few satirical stings and a general, generic protest of horror. 
«Why did Pasolini give us the world of the Borgate instead of that of 
his literary or cinematographic or philological friends?» — so Fortini, 
who can only see_ "self-deception" in the epigraph, from 
Mandel'stam, a premise to truth, if you think about the weight of the 
film industry, or Pasolini's ability to promote himself; false, if we 
reflect that Pasolini never used power to alleviate his own degree of 
suffering by armoring himself with approval. In this truly childish 
way, the boy Poet he has always dreamed of being.SPS, p. 1236). The 
bourgeoisie is no longer a fact of culture but of nature: it cannot be 
fought but only removed. Just as he doesn't want to know that he is 
a bourgeois, so he doesn't want to admit that he loves bourgeois 
people: we have already seen the bizarre health belt that he has 
created for himself in the family, and that the family has created 
around him, exempting him from the smallest tasks, and miseries, of 
practical life: «I would die rather than go into a shop and ask for 


Omo, or L'Oreal» (DI, p. 385); «I was working in a private villa, 
where naturally I couldn't make myself food» (SPS, p. 991). Petrolio: 
«I have had nothing but childish ties with the world of power». «But 
if in the last decade of his life» he comments, «he had, if not bonds, 
relationships no less adult than those of a D'Annunzio or a 
Montale!»; 

During a controversy on the crucial issue, this, in the network of 
mutual reproaches between Fortini and Pasolini: it will be the latter, 
in '69, who accuses the other of not having the courage to consider 
himself a poet ("he must look for excuses, he must try a sort of 
continuous Gospel, Piergiorgio Bellocchio (after having consulted 
with Fortini) accuses him of considering himself «a Poet, and not 
instead, as Mr. Pasolini is, the author of poems that we 
admire».captatio benevolentiae, pathetic, among his _ rigid 
companions of struggle” — SPS, p. 1192). But beyond the neurotic 
entanglement between the two, the clash with the young people of 
«Quaderni Piacentini» puts us at the center of the problem; those 
young people intuit, albeit translating it into the language of moral 
indignation, Pasolini's fundamental aesthetic project (not entirely 
evident to himself): «it seems dangerous and erroneous to attribute 
to one's own person what is, when it is, of one's works [...] believe 
that everything you do is illuminated by the reflected light of the 
meanings and values that have manifested themselves in the poem"; 
they unmask her marketing strategies ("much of the critical 
discourse regarding her does not have as its object her poetry but her 
practical attitudes - for example, not her film, but having made that 
film") and naively find « it is disconcerting that [...] he continues to 
talk about "persecution" while enjoying almost unanimity of 
support." For his part, Pasolini assimilates them to «an editor of the 
“Borghese”» and to «Mrs. Bellonci», because they all belong to the 
same short-sighted and reductive culture: «even then she tended, as 
a provincial and moralist (I'm not saying this in derogatory sense, 
but objective) to mythologize my figure into a "character" [...] The 
petty bourgeois, at whatever level they operate, and to whatever 
ideology they belong to, judge my private life and my psychological 
figure only as petty bourgeois" ( LL, 1289). 


In 1964, writing to Alicata precisely about the Gospel, Pasolini 
complained that «l'Unita», siding in favor of Antonioni, had 
effectively precluded him from any chance of obtaining the Golden 
Lion in Venice; he calls this behavior a "lynching" and adds: 


I wanted to tell you that, although it is all too clear that the Gospel was a sincere 
work - which has ancient roots in my psychological constitution as a non- 
believer - it was also a work that gave me the possibility of doing what I want in 
the future . You know well the conditions I was in. Please reread my poem "The 
Persecution" and many other passages of "Poetry in the form of a rose" (where I 
also had to keep quiet about certain things out of modesty and prudence: and 
they were in practice the most terrible). I was reduced to an outcast, to whom 
anyone could do anything. Prey to the most atrocious mockery, exposed to all 
possible inferences. In short, it was "disgraceful to hold out your hand" [...] With 
the Gospel, things changed suddenly, from an outcast I suddenly returned to 
positions of at least respect. (LL, p. 1286) 


Relying on a weak concept of "sincerity" (intended banally as 
"non-hypocrisy"), Pasolini tends to accredit his need for success as a 
necessity induced by persecution, the amulet words "moralistic" and 
"petit bourgeois" convince him of being a victim of the bourgeoisie, 
to the point of having been forced, reluctantly, to become a 
"character": "this is what success is", he reflects, almost identifying 
himself with Brigitte Bardot's attempted suicide, "a life mystified by 
others which returns mystified to you, and ends up truly 
transforming you [...] the personality is split in two" (SPS, p. 911). 
Just as the instinctive vital expansion (his infantile desire for close- 
ups) is mortified by him and passed off as a condemnation imposed 
from outside, so a psychological split long before any public outing 
is reified and reduced to a lament on the wickedness of media 
system. Pasolini does not recognize himself, what others applaud is 
not him, which is why success confirms exclusion. 


Already in '55 the newspapers spoke of a "phenomenon", of a 
"case" of Pasolini, "the star of our literature"; before the great 
scandals of cinema, a moment of fibrillation is recorded with the 


"small scandal" of the presentation in verse of - whichever logically 
precedes, the ruthless voyeurism of a nascent entertainment society 
or his exhibitionism. Oreste Del Buono summarizes by speaking of a 
«clamor that perhaps he himself once sought, but which he now 
denounces as a persecution». Pasolini believes that only desire is 
pure; he unconsciously demands to be persecuted because 
punishment guarantees desire - therefore only being punished, in 
the final analysis, guarantees purity. Non-existent knight at the 
Strega prize in ‘60 (Calvino jokingly calculated how many votes one 
had taken away from him presentation of the genre) — even critics 
who are not prejudiced against him, such as Citati or Piccioni, begin 
to wonder what is behind his figure of "innocent cynic", behind his 
"mixture of barricade and loungeman" 


+ 


There is proof: a conference on Pasolini attracts the interest of non- 
experts more than any conference on any other Italian writer; his 
unpublished works, frantically contested, are promoted to the rank 
of relic; we go to visit his tomb, or the place of his death, as if on a 
pilgrimage. Violent death means a lot, but it is not enough: Primo 
Levi also died a violent death. The crime, the shedding of blood: but 
this is precisely a fundamental anthropological character for the 
creation of a myth of sanctity. What is the reason for the anomalous 
popularity of the Pasolini "character"? There are many explanations. 
The fact that he was also a director, of course; but so are Bevilacqua 
or Soldati or Patroni Griffi. We miss the figure of the Antagonist in 
him, Franco Brevini tried to argue, the exaltation of his image is the 
bad conscience of a society in which opposition has ceased. The last 
(or only) capable of fighting with his bare hands (without being 
misanthropic or elitist) against the advance of mass culture; or 
perhaps, more ambiguously, the crystallization of the Pasolini myth 
is the result of a "compromise formation" implemented precisely by 
mass culture. The best-known Pasolini, the "corsair" of recent years, 
ends up being reassuring for the middle classes, because he 
proclaims that the world can also be understood using widespread 


and almost instinctive categories, and that it is legitimate (indeed it 
must) to discuss everything without specialization. In politics, he 
gives the example of how one can collaborate in the common sense 
of reformism, with the gratification of also feeling heroic and 
heretical. His passionate approximations are extraordinary 
disclosures; Pasolini first surprises, then slowly accustoms his 
readers to the fact that he corrects himself live, that he exhibits his 
emotional comings and goings in public: and this is one of the 
structural ways in which mass culture works. The compromise 
formation would therefore consist in this: mass culture would have 
taken possession of the image of its own tormentor, making him a 
pop icon. 

Is everything clear then, everything logical? I think not. 
Something more disturbing and morbid, "vicious" in the sense of a 
vicious circle, links the author's neurosis to the neurosis of society. 
Pasolini has been socially someone to blame since at least '49, from 
the time of the complaint for corruption of minors. Not only because 
he is a sexual pervert, but because he is a pervert who holds rallies, 
who puts himself in sight - then, after the success of Ragazzi di vita, 
because he is a pervert who is lucky, who triggers envy. By teaching 
him a lesson, many irregulars are taught to stay in their place; for the 
left it is the unreliable, the companion with the vice that soils the 
commitment; for the right, it is the very symbol of the mud that is 
burying Italy, the poisoner of healthy youth. Social hostility 
materializes in a series of trials, Pasolini is forced to pace his life 
inside and outside the courtroom. The more Pasolini makes the 
news, the more the psychosis grows. When a young petrol station 
attendant accuses him of having attempted to rob him by pointing a 
revolver with gold bullets at him (poor boy perhaps terrified by 
some Pasolini-esque chatter of a sexual nature: "I have a pistol 
loaded / with gold balls", the Romagna song that Pasolini often 
quotes) — when, after this episode, the news spreads that Comisso is 
about to rent a villa in Circeo to Pasolini, Comisso receives dozens of 
letters and telegrams begging him not to do so, and «L 'Espresso» 
deals with the matter. 


Society, therefore, smells blood. But Pasolini, and here the vicious 
circle begins, cultivates within himself a vocation as a persecuted 
person: 


Then in my fantasies the desire to imitate Jesus in his sacrifice for other men, to 
be condemned and killed even though completely innocent, expressly 
appeared. I saw myself hanging on the cross, nailed. My hips were briefly 
wrapped in that light flap, and an immense crowd was looking at me. 

That public martyrdom of mine ended up becoming a voluptuous image: and 
little by little I was nailed with my body completely naked. High above the 
heads of those present - filled with veneration, with their eyes fixed on me - I 
felt myself panting in front of an immense, blue sky. With my arms open, my 


hands and feet nailed, I was perfectly defenseless, lost. (RR I, p. 136) 


The awareness of being "completely innocent" becomes 
complicated and turns into "a voluptuous image" - offering oneself 
naked means provoking a guilty desire with which one immediately 
identifies. Involved in a sadomasochistic role-play ("sinful innocence 
is a precious material" - TE, p. 265, the protagonist of Orgia will say, 
and again: "the pleasure of being humiliated has no bottom / 
especially when one considers oneself innocent" — TE, p. 251), 
innocence is not opposed to guilt but integrates with it; just as 
Pasolini feels guilty of his homosexuality, and therefore innocent of 
his guilt, so he feels guilty of his innocence. Christ is nothing but the 
other side of the crooks who nail him: the victim corrupts the 
executioners and deserves punishment for his own desire to be 
punished. Once the abnormality has been established as the 
hypostasis of "involuntary guilt", it is almost reassuring to elaborate 
it in a representative scheme - to imagine the abnormal who 
sacrifices himself, as in a ritual, to allow the "normals" their happy 
unawareness: 


Ah, my peers, 
with a mysterious foot, 


drunk on ritual wine! 


eal 


I love the Tree Gods, and Christ, by his blood, 

just like you, 

Indeed, I relive the condemnation for you, 
because I bleed, from the cock and from the heart, 
while you belong to the species 

of those who are under the cross. (TE, pp. 763-765) 


When Zola finds himself defending - the calm acceptance of his 
bourgeois being makes him completely impervious to vicious circles: 
life and work are two clearly separate entities, his is a scientific 
experiment and time and truth will prove him right ; for this reason 
he continues on his way and does not stoop to denials: «I don't 
démens aucun conte, je travaille, je m'en remets au temps et a la 
good foi publique». L'Assommoir makes accusations very similar to 
those that will weigh on Ragazzi di vita, anticipates most of 
Pasolini's rhetorical moves: the obscenity of the language derives 
from the desire "to do a purely philological work"; the work asks to 
be seen in its entirety, carefully, «avant de porter les jugements tout 
faits, grotesques et odieux, qui circulent sur ma personne». But he 
adds something that Pasolini could never add: «si I' on savait 
commbien le buveur de sang, le fiery romance, est un digne 
bourgeois... vivant sagement dans son coin di lui!» 

Pasolini, on the other hand, works hard to deny and rectify: he 
responds to every inference, personalizes any disagreement. What 
have I done to you, why are you mad at me? It seems impossible to 
him that the world does not understand - anyone who witnessed it, 
even just once, knows that a public debate with Pasolini inevitably 
transformed into a psychodrama, with emotional intensity on both 
sides, which left one dissatisfied and a little ' stunned. His 
proclaimed estrangement from the bourgeoisie is an infinitely 
protracted divorce, to be acted out before the eyes of the bourgeoisie; 
he wants to be elsewhere, but he wants them to see him while he is 
elsewhere. «I don't frequent him» he will say in In the infinitesimal 
moment in which the blade penetrates, the cry of indignation and 
surprise turns into an offertory: like someone who feels unjustly 
accused of a crime he has committed.Petroleum on the subject of the 


environment of Parioli and Vigna Clara, «it's true. But I can't 
financially separate myself from it. I didn't experience it. I lost it. 
Willingly; with joy, with liberating satisfaction, with unspeakable 
relief, but I have lost it" (RR IL, p. 1457). The method is not that of a 
definitive break with the father, becoming an incomprehensible 
Other for the father, but rather that of making the father pay for the 
pain of a break that continues to take place: «I will not return / from 
the outskirts of Rome or the World, / according to the fate of the 
Prodigal Son, / on which you would be ready to bet, / vulgar 
bourgeois and exquisite bourgeois, / or rather, I will return, if so it is 
human, / but going further and further away" (PO I, p. 1313) . The 
surenchere technique, we were saying: magnifying the offense to 
make it unforgettable and to bond closely with the offender. 
«Accused of little, he confessed everything» says Schwartz after 
speaking with dozens of people who knew him, «as if they had 
wounded him slightly and he took the weapon from their hands to 
stick it all the way in». 

Already in '58 Cesare Garboli recognized in him "that kind of 
fanaticism that clinically marks the nature of heroes, and especially 
martyrs"; we must not forget that at the basis of his pedagogical 
vocation there is a desire for omnipotence: the teacher would like to 
be a Master, to combine all that is good and all that is true to save the 
world. But when he really tries to be a professor, he has to admit that 
the ideal is polluted by carnal desires; the priest with missionary 
impulses is a poor pervert whom the boys themselves, within a 
moment, could look at with disgust. Pasolini's adventurous and 
risky eros merely reiterates, ritualising it, a paradoxical posture 
towards the world: asking for happiness from someone who 
considers you a god and who at the same time despises you. 

The idea of becoming a saint: Pasolini often plays with it, jokes 
about it, makes fun of it - he will ask the Curia, he says, to be made a 
saint, given the patience with which he tolerates the indiscretions of 
the media; he becomes convinced that Morante would like him to be 
a saint and opposes her with his own voracious vitality (efficiency, 
appetite, Ninetto" — PO II, p. 358); he envies and admires, as we have 
seen, those who truly come close to sanctity, through asceticism or 


charity. When he tries to modernize the psychology of Saint Paul for 
cinematographic needs, it comes naturally to him to model it on his 
own, having fun sketching a self-portrait through a third party: «"He 
has a real thirst for death." “A thanatophilia, well clinically 
ascertainable.” “To which another mania must be related: that of 
seeing everything in terms of the relationship between mother and 
son, between father and son.”» (PC I, 1937) — or again «”From this 
comes the fact that he considers himself indispensable.” “His mother 
will have accustomed him to this, given that she was certainly an 
eternally rewarded model child.” “It's an all too clear case of 
narcissism.” [...] “Who knows what this priest wants to punish 
himself for, with his thirst for death.”» (PC I, 1938). He makes fun of 
the critics, also, of course, who with these ethical-religious- 
sociological categories claim to liquidate his ideas and his talent; yet, 
from the beginning to the end of his writing projects, from '44 to '74, 
it is as if he was unable to free himself from the cumbersome ghost 
of the "saint malgré lui": "the Saint is Stracci". The saint is 
Bestemmia, who becomes so by dint of degradation - or he is 
Ciappelletto, in a free interpretation from Boccaccio, that is, a 
gloomy sinner who by abjectly simulating holiness performs an 
absolutely generous and gratuitous action, thus demonstrating that 
he is truly holy. 


Pasolini adapted Brecht's words to himself: «many of those who are 
persecuted lose the faculty of recognizing their own defects» (SPS, p. 
1242) — a strange form of immodesty, however, his: just as he seems 
to rely on infallibility of a grace that illuminates even the most hasty 
births, right then and precisely in those texts he confesses to having 
done everything wrong, he takes back his old certainties, attacking 
his own past as a writer. 

Something more and something less than literature: the contempt 
verified every evening, combined with the intimate and never 
abolished certainty of omnipotence, produce the mirage of the 
unheard prophet, of the voice crying in the desert. Hastiness is also 


obedience to a duty to testify. Be a spokesperson, but of what? Not 
of beauty, not exactly or not only - of what is extra-human (he called 
it "sacred") shines through in the human through beauty. For this it 
is worth giving your life. Fidelity to expression is therefore not 
fidelity to form: it is fidelity to what in life surpasses life, but without 
spiritualism, rather squeezing the body to the point of shame and 
beyond. Even if the temptation of aestheticism is always present in 
him (and sometimes he gives in, especially when he lingers on the 
primitive exquisiteness of Third World cultures), Pasolini is exactly 
the opposite of an aesthete: he does not rest in the satisfaction of a 
life “brought to the level of art”, indeed it humiliates and tortures art 
that is unable to live up to life. Of the "sacredness" of life. He doesn't 
love a boy because he looks like a painting, rather he destroys 
paintings because they don't know how to look like a boy. This 
subjective "throwing blood" on the page, he believes gives him rights 
- naively, as mediocre writers do. One of the things that is endearing 
about him (and it is a particular case of the renunciation of 
authority) is precisely this continuous putting himself on a par (with 
his talent and his recognized charisma) of any beginner; a work that 
fails is not just a product that reasons of expediency advise against 
putting on the market - it is a failure in the relationship with Adults, 
it is the verification of impotence, it is the condemnation of non- 
existence. And yet, or rather therefore, he does not stick to the safe 
shores of the form that he knows he can dominate, he is attracted by 
challenges. In October 1960 he presented some scenes of - and yet in 
1965 Pasolini would still stage that drama, formless and 
embarrassing as it is, simply changing the title, titling it Accattone a 
Fellini and Fellini's opinion was negative - the pain that it follows 
that he is so wild that some friends fear he might “do something 
foolish”; It was precisely in that period that he picked up an old 
drama of his (Historical Interior), thinking of staging it. Calvino 
happens to read it and the note he sends him is without appeal 
("immediately collect all copies of the manuscript that are around 
and make sure that those who have read it do not talk about it, as I 
undertake to do") 46! and writing in the program «I would ask the 


ill-disposed reader [...] not to take advantage of a side discovered 
nineteen years ago». 


The years between '61 and '64 are years of profound crisis, crucial 
years for the evolution of Pasolini's poetics: as we have seen, stylistic 
expressionism in the verses ends, and with it the trust in an idea of 
poetry as a verbal spasm aimed at capturing life beyond the 
membrane that defends it. At the same time, the heroic season of 
"civil poetry" ends which had, ultimately, been the pleasure of 
making one's sensual and nihilistic anxieties rub against the 
apparently compact base of an expanding ideology. The temporary 
idyll with the PCI and the brief flirtation with Nenni on the 
threshold of the centre-left demonstrate, in reality, precisely the fall 
of hope: we rely on reformism as a pragmatic solution, precisely 
because the new magma that opens up (with the victory definitive of 
the bourgeoisie) can no longer be interpreted or described. The third 
book of the planned trilogy of "Roman novels" does not proceed, 
because the underclass world is ceasing to present itself as an 
elsewhere; Pasolini feels invaded by "anger", which is impotence that 
has become aridity. Critics accuse him of repeating himself, now 
prey to «a victimism that is both pathetic and proud, indecent and 
romantic, modernly onomatopoeic like the precise voice of any of 
the little birds evoked by Pascoli». Pasolini will respond, with false 
lightness and ostentatious humor, in Uccellacci e Uccellini, but in the 
meantime he knows that he is "in a state of confusion", as he 
confesses to the "damned idiot" who interviews him in A desperate 
vitality - he knows that deep down he has the unpleasant young 
Asor Rosa is right when, concluding the most demanding analysis 
that the new generation has dedicated to his work, he writes 
«Pasolini is on the ropes». 

In the preface to Writers and People, Asor Rosa argued the need 
for a transition from literary criticism to the criticism of literature - in 
his egocentric and desperate, extremist but mild way, that is 
precisely the path that, without knowing it completely and perhaps 
at the beginning without evaluating the consequences, around '65 
Pasolini is taking a road of no return. It all starts from his reasoning 


on that hybrid genre that is the film screenplay: Heretical 
Empiricism should be considered, I believe, not so much a book of 
essays on cinema but rather a "survival manual" of Pasolini's writing 
- the book that Pasolini served to implicitly set the terms of one's 
latest "expressive project". The key concept (which as usual he 
distorts to his own purposes) comes from stylistic criticism and is the 
concept of "figural integration": when you read a sentence in a 
screenplay, you instinctively "integrate" it with the image that it 
phrase can generate in the film. The screenplay is therefore a form 
that tends towards another form, or rather a desire for form that 
alludes to a fullness placed outside itself; but, Pasolini insists, what 
is valid in the word/image relationship for the screenplay can be 
universalized in a horizon of "pansemiology" - in this horizon it can 
be assumed that any sign, verbal or iconic, can be "figuratively 
integrated" by the example experience of the one who traces it: «in 
the framework of a paroxystically invoked pansemiology, the 
language of one's action or simply of one's scandalous presence can 
count (SLA I, p. 454). Poetry cannot re-present itself - in this year 
zero - unless it places itself in a sort of pansemiological framework, 
whose living figural (corporeal, existential) integration is underway" 
(SLA II, p. 1452). The author's life itself would then become, from a 
semiotic point of view, an integral part of the sign. 


The written (or visual) sign is therefore only a "partial sign", or 
rather the part of a sign, and is all the more effective the more it is 
"disarticulable" and available to the integration that comes from 
being and action of the author. It is here that the non-finite strategy 
we talked about makes sense and which, to be evaluated, must be 
seen in all its varied extension. On the one hand (and this is the 
simplest case) there is the decision to present the outlines, the "notes 
for" as a completed work: the third Roman book will not be the 
announced novel (Il Rio della Grana), but will be the collection 
entitled Ali with blue eyes - a collection of "materials" on Rome, a 
heterogeneous congeries that oscillates between the anthropological 
essay and the lineup for a producer, and which ends with a tribute 
in verse to the boy (Ninetto Davoli) who entered, lovingly, in his 


empirical life as an author. While the materials of the first part of the 
book had indeed been accumulated with a view to future 
completion, the last story, dated '65 and entitled Rital e raton, 
explicitly presents itself as the outline of a story that will never be 
told. Far from being a purely editorial solution, the "collection of 
sketches" is therefore a real literary genre in itself, which exploits the 
potential of collaboration with the reader, once the latter has 
accepted that particular status of the text. The author can, for 
example, refuse to be omniscient, leaving the reader the option 
between different circumstantial clarifications: here the reader 
imagines this, or that. (It will be the stylistic solution adopted in 
Teorema: «it could be spring, or the beginning of autumn [...] Peter 
leaves the door of the high school, or perhaps he has already left 
[...]» — RR IL pp. 895-897. ) 

By keeping a column of correspondence with readers in the 
newspapers, Pasolini had already had the opportunity to notice the 
effect of intimacy that is created by presenting texts that have not yet 
received the final formal cleaning, and perhaps have some crosses 
where the author is not managed to find the right expression. A 
positive effect of seduction obtained from negative data such as 
haste and inability. He tries to do the same with the critical essays 
"en poete", i.e. essays where the author's poetic biography (Ninetto 
discovering the snow...) comes in to validate and justify the ideas, 
and in some way to mask the specialist lack. Ditto for literary 
reviews published in the form of "notes for a review", in which the 
emotion of quick reading should make up for the lack of 
systematicity. 

The extraliterary image of the uncertain, hunted, defenseless 
author intervenes to give semantic depth to the text written also in 
that genre invented, I would say, by Pasolini which is the interview 
with captions (see the one with Duflot). On a visual level, the sacred 
tremor in the face of reality translates into fever at the time of 
inspections, into exciting doubts about the faces to choose, the angles 
to favor, and produces that genre which is the film made as "notes 
for a film to be made ”: this is how the film in five episodes on the 
Third World was supposed to be and this is how (formally very 


complete in their desired incompleteness) the Notes for an African 
Orestiad. The poems of the latest collections are "commissioned 
poems", poems with gaps, poems to be consumed and thrown away, 
but above all poems where the variants are published in parallel - 
according to the model of collections of folkloric poetry, or of that 
"unpresentable book" which is Ungaretti's Life of a Man: the poet, 
instead of offering himself at his best to his readers (modestly 
concealing his trials and failures) decides that what is valuable about 
him is precisely the anxiety with which he has accumulated 
attempts, revealing himself as a naive barbarian doomed to defeat. 

There is almost no text, among Pasolini's latest, that does not 
include the "biographical depth" of the author among the formal 
elements of the writing: the verses of the New Youth, for example, 
are literally illegible without the comparison with the texts of twenty 
‘years before which I am the timely retraction. «The reconstruction of 
this book is entrusted to the reader» is said in the introductory note 
to the Corsair Writings, and the reader is explicitly invited to 
integrate the essays present in the book with the verses of the New 
Youth (almost prefiguring a hypertext). But certainly the two most 
sensational cases are La Divina Mimesis and Petrolio: the first is a 
book in layers, where the most recent notes (including those that 
speak of the structure of the text itself) are simply combined and 
added to the oldest, without aiming for a coherent organization, 
indeed increasing the dose of magmaticity with the addition of a 
critical excerptum and a "photographic poem" entitled Yellowed 
Iconography - the second a novel which must have appeared as the 
critical edition of an unfinished novel. In Petrolio above all, from 
what we can reconstruct, the new Pasolini poetics would have fully 
established itself: stylistic refinement would have been used 
instrumentally to create some parts that Pasolini wanted to call 
"mysteries", while for the rest the writing would have been crudely 
informative and referential, often in the state of a brute "ladder", 
integrated by the most varied documents, to underline its nature as 
an "approximate sign" (the idea of using some naked photos of 
himself for the book, as he had announced to the photographer who 
he snapped, is extremely significant in this sense). 


Already in '68 Pasolini had reflected that committing himself does 
not mean naming the big names of the commitment, writing about 
black students Czechoslovakia Vietnam, but «reliving, by historical 
analogy, their life as an example» (I believe that this political slogan 
must be interpreted in strong sense, which for a writer means in a 
formal-semiotic sense: throwing one's body into the fight, that is, 
designing a new type of expression, of which the written page is 
only a part and in which the SLA I, p. 1454) . And two years earlier 
he had declared: «here is the new motto of a commitment, real, and 
not boringly moralistic: throwing one's body into the fight» (SLA I, 
p. 1439). The person of the author is a component of the signifier. 
Making literature nothing more than the "written trace of a living 
work". 

But why, one wonders, did Pasolini not make such a subversive 
idea of literature explicit, writing a theoretical text, a manifesto, 
something? Because when he died he was still developing it, but also 
out of a deeper feeling, it seems to me: because explaining it in a 
theory would have meant making it the last of the -isms of 
modernity, a post-Dadaism or similar; instead his intuition was that 
the games in society were changing, that while traditional literature 
(including anti-literature) was at its end, the "strategies of 
expression" were at their exciting beginning and it was no longer a 
question of "poetics" , but of the social responsibility of the artist 
caught up in a maelstrom of representative flows of growing 
violence. 


A few months after Pasolini's assassination, Volponi recalls the 
culminating moment in heartbreaking words and imagines him 
«alone in the center of that clearing, while the circle of everyone 
closed in around him»; given that the presence of several 
accomplices at the moment of the murder is also evident from the 
trial documents, nothing authorizes us to reconstruct the scene in 
that way - the image of the circle closing around the victim is a 
mythical image of ritual sacrifice. It is striking that many of Pasolini's 


closest friends experienced his death according to __ this 
anthropological-religious nuance: from Zanzotto who speaks of a 
«cult that is necessarily owed to those who paid more than everyone 
else», to Roversi who asks himself if «we are directly helped by 
Pasolini" after he died, up to Franco Citti who, remembering a 
phrase that Pasolini had said to him ("you and I will never die") 
surprisingly translates it into "he wanted to say that we were two 
people already born dead. Predestined. There is, in my opinion, this 
"dark" line. After all, what did Christ do? 

In a famous book, René Girard establishes what he calls the 
"stereotypes of persecution", that is, the typological elements that 
must contribute to the formation of the scapegoat mechanism. These 
elements are: 1) society's perception of a crisis situation, which can 
be generalized into a danger of "cultural indifferentiation"; 2) the 
identification of a predestined victim, through the selection of 
"victim traits", among which physical or behavioral abnormality is of 
great importance, and in which the possession of "extreme qualities, 
success and ‘failure, of the power of seduction and the power of 
being unpleasant’; 3) stereotyped accusations aimed at the victim, 
among which the very relevant one of "moral or physical poisoning 
of the community”. 

If you think about the relationship between Pasolini and society as 
it has taken shape since the mid-1960s, the adherence to this 
typology is impressive; even more impressive is the fact that in 
Pasolini's thematic system the figure of the "scapegoat" is downright 
obsessive. From Meni dei Turcs tal Fritl to Julian di Porcile, the 
ghost of the boy who, by dying, takes upon himself the guilt of the 
community, freeing the community itself from the risk of 
dissolution, is a constant in Pasolini's work. And the boys are always 
marked by additional "victim traits": from Accattone's epileptic 
seizures to the Eligio del Sogno of a thing that "sings like a black 
man", up to the absolute rebel played by Clementi in the first 
episode of Porcile, who “has killed his father, ate human flesh, and is 
trembling with joy." It is as if the scheme of the scapegoat (a victim 
who is sacrificed so that after that death society can reunite in its 
indifferent innocence) were the profound matrix of very different 


superficial motivations: from the anti-bourgeois denunciation of the 
deaths of Accattone, Ettore or Stracci , to the meditation on the role 
of intellectuals in the deaths of the raven or of Medea, to the fidelity 
to the evangelical text in the death of Christ, up to the Freudian 
model in the blinding of Oedipus. 

No wonder, therefore, that (after having encountered such an 
anthropological scheme in Eliade's books) Pasolini also applied it to 
himself and went so far as to title his scapegoat's outburst against 
Carlo Casalegno (SPS, p. 523 ). If it is true that, psychologically, the 
double bind in which Pasolini is entangled is that he cannot bear to 
be excluded, but he cannot bear not being excluded either, then the 
only practicable solution is to be a "functional excluded", that is, for 
the indeed a scapegoat. 


In summary: there is an expressive strategy implemented by 
Pasolini in his last ten years, which consists in considering the 
author's life as a formal element that modifies (and intensifies) the 
meaning of the work ("using our bodies / as figures!» — The 
difference, however, is substantial: Pasolini's “theatre” is as large as 
the entire society and for his strategy to succeed society must be 
informed about the body and life of the author — this involves a 
dangerous game with the media ("his dark game with public 
opinion" - TE, p. 276); it is a strategy that recalls that of actors, both 
in the sense of what theater scholars call "pre-expressive level" (i.e. 
that set of techniques that the actor uses to accumulate energy, 
independently and before any text recited on stage), both in the 
sense of that "continuous drama" that great actors recite in front of 
their audiences and which goes beyond individual texts of the 
repertoire (one did not go to see Casa paterna performed by Duse, 
but Duse who acted a drama of which Casa paterna was only an 
episode).PO I, p. 1141). A game that Pasolini could not play coldly 
and which immediately takes a sadomasochistic turn: if the poetics 
of the unfinished arises from a feeling of failure, the unfinished work 
is also the one that offers the most grounds for criticism's attacks 
("do printed today" he writes in the preface to the Divina Mimesis, 
"these pages as a "document", but also to spite my enemies: in fact, 


by offering them one more reason to despise me, I offer them one 
more reason to go to Hell" — RR IL, p. 1071) — the request for 
collaboration from the reader becomes complicity with the 
ageressor: the "text that teaches" is transformed into a text that 
shows the torn body. 

Not even society could play its own game coldly, Pasolini was, so 
to speak, too beautiful a victim to let escape: by identifying with him 
one could enjoy the transgression to the end, until death, but by 
giving him death one could reassure oneself in the idea that 
transgression doesn't pay - the normal could confirm themselves in 
their normality, the mediocre in their mediocrity. And over his 
corpse a beautiful performance of cultural recomposition could be 
staged, right and left united in the veneration of his memory. By 
demanding that life enter into his work with full formal rights, 
Pasolini triggered the vicious circle: to save the work he condemned 
himself - he himself became, in reality, what his characters were in 
the thematic network of the texts. Which does not mean that Pasolini 
planned his own death or "committed suicide by proxy"; indeed, the 
feeling one gets is that death has caught him in the midst of a search 
full of the future. (His intuition of "composite signs", for example, 
half structured by fiction and half linked to the real person, is having 
dazzling and disconcerting applications in the television medium; 
disconcerting if you think about what semiotic energy effects they 
manage to obtain" characters” — this is the revealing name that 
designates them -— who do not have even a tenth of the stylistic 
strength and intellectual honesty that Pasolini had.) What would 
have happened, if his rejection of aesthetic “convention”, combined 
with his great talent for aesthetic conventions, had succeeded in 
disrupting the well-organized unreality of the media? What paths 
would have opened up? Between death and life, in Pasolini life 
always tended to prevail: «there is nothing more vital than 
“fulfilment” in spite of history». While he was filming Salo (whose 
terribleness is measured precisely by its completeness, by its being 
relentlessly acted), in those same days he was planning another film, 
organizing a football match against Bertolucci's crew, accumulating 
notes for the formidable novel-length , he dreamed of locking 


himself in the Chia tower and starting to compose music. «There are 
some happy old men: I will be one of them.» (SPS, p. 1224). 
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2. 
The work left alone — 2003 


I must have been very tired, at the time, from the six years of 
continuous visits to the Pasolini Collection which is preserved in the 
Gabinetto Vieusseux in Florence; every time I came away with an 
indefinable mixture of admiration and dismay. It seemed like 
emerging from a very intricate forest of indices, of projects that 
overlapped and overtook each other; as if Pasolini's restlessness was 
expressed in a need to recombine what has already been written in 
an increasingly ambitious kaleidoscope - a form of bulimia 
presupposing the thought (destined to be perpetually disappointed) 
that everything can be poeticised. That literature as knowledge is 
inseparable from literature as a vital act. When I left the Fund and 
walked free along Via Maggio, I had in my eyes a famous sequence 
from Genet's Chant d'amour, his only film: there we see a hand 
trying to grasp a branch of a flowering peach tree, and every time 
the branch it moves away making itself elusive. It's the sign of 
homosexuals, I thought. 

The amount of anxiety that I felt when passing from one binder to 
another made me feel guilty for my inertia and my resignation; I 
defended myself with a childish reaction, the irritation of the nerdy 
normalist at Pasolini's carelessness and sloppiness in citations and 
bibliographic checks. But there was also a more ingenious and 
perhaps truer defense: I told myself that, while the poet cannot allow 
himself time to settle, the novelist (and even more so the 
autobiographical novelist) needs that time like the air he breathes. : 
Pasolini always responded with a hot punch, which is why he was 
always there to self-correct and recant. You cannot be Proust and 
Rimbaud together. At least this was my justification in light, the 
presentable one; the unspeakable and shameful one was that by 


staying silent (as I always did and Pasolini never did) you gain 
freedom of movement. I left the Fund wondering every time if I 
shouldn't publish some other unpublished work, perhaps imperfect 
or decidedly ugly but significant of that desperate chase. I had 
almost twenty thousand pages around me, and he had died at fifty- 
three: if he were still alive today, like his contemporary Raffaele La 
Capria, perhaps he would have reached forty thousand (it is true 
that La Capria lived a less demanding life). 

But there was a point, a critical point, that I wanted to fix: 
Pasolini's extraordinary intuition in recent years to "uncover the 
laboratory" by making his latest works (The new youth, the Corsair 
Writings, the Lutheran Letters which, convinced, if he had edited 
them they would have incorporated a part of Descriptions of 
descriptions, Oil and the appendix to Bestia da stile), making them, I 
was saying, the fragments of a single gigantic macrotext, an 
abnormal transgeneric poem. Davide-Pasolini dies without ever 
having stopped fighting against reality-Goliath. Rereading it, I was 
finally struck and gave me a shiver by a sentence I had written about 
Pasolini's profound desire to "sacrifice a boy to stay young”. It is 
roughly the underground theme of my future, latest novel. The 
anguish of the flu continues. 


So the ten volumes are here, cataphracted in their dark blue 
epidermis; with their illusion of finiteness, their hoped-for 
impeccability. But Pasolini was, and is, the writer of imperfection. 
How many times, while editing the texts, have I become irritated by 
his inconceivable carelessness. He continues to quote from memory, 
getting the quotes from Dante and Virgil wrong, when he is in a 
hurry, naturally, the rush of a career built under the banner of I- 
have-no-time; out of contempt, also, for stone-ass erudition, out of 
impatience and hatred of the academy (with its underlying 
inferiority complex). Pasolini's artisanal patience and respect for the 
reader never took the path of specialism; indeed, specialism and 
fussiness have always seemed to him to be disguises of resignation 
and renunciation. Comedy and the Georgics three meters from the 


table where he works; he confuses the Brancacci Chapel with the 
Scrovegni Chapel, Cherubini with Boccherini, Esau with Elijah, the 
mosaics of San Vitale with those of Galla Placidia. And this not only 
in the manuscripts, in the first rough drafts, but in published texts of 
which he presumably corrected the proofs. He calls poor Mme de 
Séevigné Mme de Sévigny, he calls the Czech writer Mnacko 
Mnonko, he defines an "African poet" as a Guadalupenian poet 
whom he himself prefaced a few years earlier; he continues to 
believe, throughout his life, that “allocution” means “locution’”. 

The quackery of which one feels like accusing him is more than 
anything else intellectual bulimia: he quotes passages that he finds in 
quotation marks in a magazine and makes people believe he has 
read the book from which they come; he talks about Poundian 
Eliotism, of course, with these fragments I shored up my ruins etc. - 
but also, I would say, I play the parts of an internal theater. The 
good boy from the first stall, a bit of a nerd, was ashamed and 
disguised himself as a rebellious maniac, a cursed man, a petty thief; 
but every now and then he shows up again from under the mask, 
ordering the trickster to read everything, to know everything, to 
never have peace. Marcuse's Eros and civilization when he only 
knows a chapter anthologized by Fortini; he drops a phrase from 
Valéry into the verses as if it were an old acquaintance, while he has 
just encountered it in Jakobson (and what's more he gets the French 
wrong); he confidently exhibits texts that he has only overheard, he 
throws in the allusion to a very rare psychedelic magazine just 
because he leafed through an issue while travelling. Costella 
(especially in the early years) his works of epigraphs and precious 
exergues, suggestive of a culture that he does not have; he 
disseminates references to linguistics, anthropology, sociology stolen 
from specialist publications. He does not declare his sources, not 
even in a note, often beyond the limits of plagiarism: the only trace 
of an "imitation" from Langston Hughes remains the title, Spiritual; 
of the Norman O. Brown plundered in Beast of Style (and plundered 
precisely because it was a book composed of other quotations) no 
trace remains for the common reader. 


When consulting the few remaining books in Pasolini's library, 
one is struck by a detail that confirms the impression of cultural ease 
(or rather, brazen imprudence); many volumes, of those that he cites 
and uses often, are thickly annotated and fiercely underlined in the 
first pages - then there is a diagonal folding of the upper corner, of 
What are called "ears", and beyond that the book is absolutely 
untouched. In Lévi-Strauss's Savage Thought (The Assayer, third 
edition, 1968), for example, the underlining stops on p. 47; in 
L'écriture et l'expérience deslimites by Sollers (Seuil, 1968) they stop 
at p. 18; of Bally's General Linguistics (Il Saggiatore, 1963) only 
Segre's preface is underlined; of Jakobson's Essays on General 
Linguistics (Feltrinelli, 1966) underlines only MHeilmann's 
introduction and, very much (we will see why), the last essay, the 
one entitled Linguistics and Poetics; even in a General Catalog of the 
Assayer (1958-1965), preceded by a semi-journalistic investigation on 
structuralism and criticism, he torments with vertical bars, asterisks 
and exclamation points an innocent passage by Starobinski, thus 
promoted as a manifesto of Pasolini's new poetics: «The The 
aspiration for totality will push us to coordinate the results of these 
different readings, to treat them as the elements of a great structure 
which would be the global meaning, the exhaustive meaning." 

Any writer takes his good where he finds it, it will be said; but not 
in everyone there is such a voluptuousness for omnivorous and 
random reading, such a need to immediately and make the most of 
what happens - as if he felt obliged to measure himself against every 
new thing. He can't take a "study vacation", he can't stop to digest. 


To give these observations a more complete meaning, let's try to 
start again from an apparently very distant point: from the Indices, 
or "Index projects", which are so frequent among his papers. The 
aspect that stands out most immediately is Pasolini's tendency to 
think big. Emblematic and precocious is a "plan of works" preserved 
in a folder headed «Old notebooks and drawings (1942-46)»: it 
includes none other than one in which two other collaborative 
anthologies appear: Theogony, a Cosmogony, a Paraphrase of the 
Mass and an Essay on the thought of the infinite. Nor does the trend 


diminish as the years go by, when the confused enthusiasm of youth 
should give way to more concrete reflections on feasibility - when 
there is now an author's profile to defend and contracts with 
publishers to honour. In October 1952, while his Dialect Poetry of the 
Twentieth Century, written with Mario dell'Arco, was about to be 
published, Pasolini drew up a "work plan": Southern Naturalists and 
Northern Dialect Romantics - but then, as if taken from a craving for 
autonomy, he lists eight to do all by himself: 1) Baroque dialect 
poems; 2) The dialect romantics; 3) The macaroni; 4) Pastures; 5) 
Scatological poetry; 6) Popular poetry; 7) Philosophical poetry; 8) 
Poetic guide to Italy. Eleven non-fiction works follow in the plan: 
some close to those that will be published in Passion and ideology, 
others of broader ambition (and never realized) such as one on the 
sociology of literature, The Italian "readers", another entitled The 
moralists, one The country provincials, one Two sentimental 
educations (Pezzani and Sbarbaro) etc. 

On 1 December 1965, on a page of imagine «a book made entirely 
of stories that flow from one another, one inside the other, like that 
Russian toy made of many dolls one inside the other [...] so I could 
write stories in all styles, in all techniques, at all social levels; with 
various linguistic funds"; one of the titles conceived for the book is 
Ideas of works, Io re. A week later, in another sheet, he plans to 
«publish a linguistics series for a publisher», and the series should be 
composed of «about 150 or 200» volumes. 

Probably dated to the end of '68 or the beginning of '69 (in the 
period in which Pasolini took the theater terribly seriously and was 
thinking of a "Centre of Theatrical Studies" directed by him), we find 
the projects of nine others collected in a folder dramas, in addition to 
the six that we know of and that he actually made. Two of the nine 
(Story of the man who wanted to buy a slave and Intellectuals, story 
of a man with two daughters with opposite vocations) will become 
Notes of Oil; the third, The habit of pillorying, is structured around a 
«central scene, infinitely long, made up of dialogues between a man 
(or woman) in the pillory and the people». The fourth, Chronicle and 
Tragedy, which declares itself «dreamed on the night between 3 and 
4 September 1966», is a very intricate story of intersecting incest, 


concluded by the consideration that «there are stories for which no 
explanation can be given, in any way - and this is the only reason 
why they are told"; the fifth, Stasimi, is the non-content but formal 
project of «a collective tragedy» in which, instead of the stasimi 
being abolished and the spoken episodes kept, only the stasimi are 
preserved while the spoken episodes are abolished or reduced to 
pure mimic actions. The sixth, Coup d'état, is the outline of a 
political drama about Tambroni and De Lorenzo; the seventh, 
Monument, is the outline (not without some relation to Bestia da 
stile) of a tragedy about Lenin: 


Personages: 

Lenin of 1905, 1917 etc. 

Lenin del 1968. 

Lenin's story «under the trees»: that is, of his youth in the countryside, to the 
episodes in Switzerland (under the oak trees etc.); in Finland, and especially 
with the farmers in '21, '22. So Lenin's story especially focused on the problem 
of the peasants. Transformation in the minds of Lenin's "revolutionary" 
peasants into a myth, the ancient God of Rain etc. 

Lenin's interlocutor will be the Lenin of 1968: that is, a form of prophecy that 
Lenin has in moments of pause, during the fight, under the trees (prehistoric 
peasant myth, basis of the "cult of personality", etc.). 

The «Monument» is the unfinished monument left by Lenin, and violated by 


Stalin etc. etc. 


Of the eighth and ninth (Grace and authority and Body - My 
conformism) nothing remains other than the title written on a white 
case. 

This last method is quite frequent among Pasolini's papers: in the 
«Scartafaccio Autumn-Winter '49-50» there are two folded white 
sheets, with two titles of novels “to be made”: The Post of Death and 
That Dirty One of a Linguist . In the «Brown Leather Folder» the title 
Racconto maternal is written in clean type on a folded white sheet, 
with a subtitle that should refer to three subordinate stories or 
chapters (A day in the 1300s — Marozia — A Pope). This practice of 
"obliging oneself" to the works to be done by preparing a case for 


them, a tangible sign of the project, is linked to another frequent 
practice which is that of setting up, for the works already written, a 
sort of careful dummy, complete with well-designed cover with 
publisher's logo; Pasolini thinks in volumes, also in the material 
sense, of the three-dimensional and quantitative volume occupied by 
the work. 

As soon as he identifies a trend, as soon as he guesses a form, he 
immediately wants to make a volume out of it: he writes three 
Gadda-style fables and thinks of a volume of fables, publishes some 
beautiful diary pages in the newspapers and proposes to Garzanti a 
"particular volume of fiction", composed note of diary passages; he is 
good at comics for the storyboard of when he believes he has clear 
ideas on the semiology of cinema, he relaunches with the idea of a 
«powerful volume» on the semiology of reality etc. Earth seen from 
the Moon and as usual Garzanti confesses that he wants « slowly, 
put together a big book of comics"; 

Being the author of a volume gives authority, but Pasolini is 
someone who rejects authority, or at least says he rejects it; rather 
than relying on success in an intensive sense, he relies on the weight, 
or pensum, of an extensive reiteration. More than a desire for 
authority, it seems like a sense of duty; the promise, made to who 
knows who, to follow all the paths to the end, to exhaust one's 
resources to the last drop as if there were a debt to pay. (Perhaps it is 
no coincidence, if the first two "empty novels" I spoke about belong 
to the months immediately following the complaint for corruption of 
a minor and obscene acts in a public place, that is, at the moment of 
maximum disruption, or loss of an image of itself; the hastily 
designed works are bricks to plug the dam.) 


In his fluvial and uninterrupted production of verses, Pasolini 
thinks in collections. Even before the Poesie a Casarsa, he had 
planned a collection entitled Elegies, which in turn merged into one 
that was to be called The Borders; he writes a text entitled Lacrima 
and immediately heads a folder with the words Lacrima e altri idilli. 
The expected collection of Dialogues will be an offshoot of the 
Nightingale, but one of them will fertilize the Le cose project. The 


Ballad for Stalin's Mother and the Intellectual Ballad for Titov, 
released on disparate occasions, actually belonged to a file of 
Intellectual Ballads, some actually written and others simply 
sketched, Book of Crosses, which ended up being simply a section 
(small) of Poetry in the form of a rose, had been designed as a 
separate collection, and some texts that we currently know in a 
"regular" metrical form had been calligrammed in the form of a 
cross; all the poems composed between '64 and '65, published 
sparsely in the magazine, come from a collection (mentioned in The 
Last Expressionist Poet and in an intermediate edition of Disperata 
Vitalita) which should have been titled (palinodically, with respect 
to the “end of Marxism” preached in Poetry in the form of a rose) 
Marxist poems. 

Sometimes even the indices prefigure "collections of collections"; 
in the folder headed «Scartafaccio 1949», for example, there is the 
index of an experimental and multilingual volume of verses, entitled 
Dream of a European: it is designed in four sections, of which the 
first, Europa, was to be written in Italian (made, it is presumably the 
one released in Dal diario in '54); the second, Coeur idiot, was 
supposed to be in French (with a Rimbaudi flavour, it was never 
made); the third, Hosas, in macaronic Spanish, was published 
posthumously with the title Hosas de lenguas romanos; the fourth, 
Protesta, was foreseen in Friulian and Venetian, and perhaps 
consisted of the tercets with rhyming words (or lyrical tercets) of 
Dov'e la mia patria. As with a stone thrown into water, the circles 
widen and tend to occupy an increasingly larger surface area; 
instead of focusing on the poetic text as an absolute organism, which 
with its own concentration absorbs and implodes all the 
surrounding experience (this is typically the technique of 
Montalian's Occasions and Storm), the idea is rather that of an 
emotional map that , in order to be increasingly detailed, tends to 
coincide with the territory. 


It is enough to work a little on Pasolini's typescripts and on the 
indexes to be stunned by the mobility of the texts, by the ease with 
which they transmigrate from one structure to another, forming 


ageregates that are always different and generally more complex 
than the initial project. Let's give an example, for everyone. 
Immediately after learning of his brother's death, in 1945, Pasolini 
wrote some verses for him, titling them complete with prologues, 
choruses, testimonies in verse from the good bourgeois of Udine, a 
sentence, Eros' monologue and the grand final dance. The last 
chapter, in the programmed index, includes four sections: the first is 
in an index of different origin, Choirs in the death of Guido; it is the 
beginning of his civil poetry. In the following years his "going 
towards the people" led him to write poems of a strong epic and 
combative nature, in which various high-Italian dialects were mixed; 
in 1949, the two most important results in this sense were Germani 
Bruno's Cantari and L'italiano e ladro. But in September '49 the 
scandal of Ramuscello and homosexuality exploded, and Pasolini 
immediately planned to transcribe the event in a "dramatic oratorio" 
entitled The scandal - Profane representation (later The young 
professor); Hell and proletarian paradise which included the death 
of his brother in a broader plan of civil commitment. As if he wanted 
to say: the perverted little professor is also the one who knows how 
to take the side of the poor. In a slightly later index, the imagined 
work has changed structure, it is titled L'italiano e ladro and 
includes three sections; the first is the slightly reduced dramatic 
oratorio, which is now called Le iene; the second is the eponymous 
poem, The Italian is a thief; the third is Germani Bruno's Cantari 
with another title, Il grande scrilloggio, and two added episodes in 
which the communist militants discuss the scandalous fact (one of 
the new titles reads It suits that pig...). The project falls through, 
Pasolini moves to Rome and the year 1950 is another indication: this 
time the imagined work is titled Hell and Proletarian Paradise. The 
Italian is a Thief; the second, entitled The Passion of '45, resumes the 
choruses for the death of his brother; the third, with the title Cantari 
alto-italiani, includes the Cantari of Germani Bruno; the fourth is 
Sonata no. 1 said by Biondomoro. This last section is written entirely 
in Rome in the early months of 1950, it is a prosimetro with many 
echoes of Belli. In a folder preserved in the Pavia Fund with the 
heading «Cartaccia Romana», this Biondomoro is included in an 


index alongside I] Ferrobedo (first incunabulum of Ragazzi di vita) 
and a text entitled Le notti calda, which in turn includes some stories 
written in Rome, other stories (about the lives of boys) written in 
Friuli, and even the Excerpta marina, a residue of old "Conradian" 
exotic interests transformed in Rome with the addition of Proustian 
childhood memories that investigate homosexual trauma ;The hot 
nights included various stories but also a collection of Roman poems 
(what we know as Roma: Canzoniere 1950) and an unspecified 
Canzoniere d'amore a Rimbaud (perhaps the Canzoniere per T.). 
Biondomoro will then end up in that even more composite volume 
(stories and film screenplays) which will be Ali with blue eyes. 

From this example alone we can see how Pasolini, by mixing up 
the texts in his indexes, also mixed up the genre brands: lyrical, 
theater and narrative were combined in works of a mixed character, 
often very daring for those years. In his sketches, in the planning of 
the working table, Pasolini anticipates the poetic innovation that will 
be typical of his last period: that is, the idea of "transtextual works", 
which were indeed published separately but which must be read 
together, as if they belonged to a single Index (thus, for example, The 
New Youth, the Corsair Writings and the final Appendix of Bestia da 
Stile). Seen from another perspective, one could say that in recent 
years Pasolini has done nothing other than uncover the laboratory, 
exhibit to the sight and judgment of the public those abortive 
ambitions which, if they usually remain secret, are not only out of 
aesthetic modesty (to spare the readers ugliness), but also for a 
psychic and political respectability (hiding from the public the "dirty 
laundry" of unspeakable impulses and the sociopathy that is 
normally inherent in literature). 


In the Gabinetto Vieusseux box headed «Materials of Casarsa 1» 
there is a text which due to its length (especially if commensurate 
with the almost absolute formal failure) we decided not to publish in 
the complete works; it is entitled The Nocturnal Errors, it consists of 
31 sheets of A4 format written recto-verso, plus a 32nd written only 
recto, for a total of 63 pages. It is dedicated "to my brother" and it is 
clear from the text that the brother is not yet involved in the partisan 


struggle; from internal stylistic elements, I would say that the most 
probable dating is between '41 and '42. It seems useful to me to give 
a brief description of it here, for various reasons: both to provide an 
example of the type of youthful material that we have excluded (and 
which represents the greatest gap in our "completeness"), and to 
document Pasolini's initial push to go beyond the genres, both to 
introduce the discussion I will make shortly, on the delusion of 
omnipotence. 

The text begins with a lyrical prose in which the Self (once named 
as Pier Paolo) contrasts with the vital innocence of the younger 
brother; the brother belongs to action and the day, he to tormented 
desire and the night; the tone is decadent neoclassicism: 


O thickets of the Apennines, high paths exposed to pain as to the horn of the 
dim moon, o you, frequent pastures of stars, this is I who wander, this is my 
petasus that I have gently lowered on my curly head, this is the hand that I lean 
on the tall curved stick; and this is my body which, stripped naked, shines like a 
sword in the tumult of the night. 


This is followed, in a clear cut, by some stanzas of verse in which 
the tone becomes romantic-popular, with the inclusion of children's 
Friulian nursery rhymes: 


«Nico frico pistignella 
your tail, me the lamb" 
ial 

«Margherita dal Pollan 
Do you love Sebastian?" 
"Sebastian della Pursita 


Do you love Margherita?" 


Then, again changing tone, after some short Leopardian-Hermetic 
diaristic poems, five conversations (in prose) are inserted between 
the Self and Life, in which Life asks the Self to choose between itself 
and the word. The Ego responds by reiterating its torn and heroic 
nature: 


Like everyone, I know myself as much as possible, down to the very edges; yet I 
am my own darkest terror. I mean the future self, which I do not know; which is 
more mysterious than mystery. Who will be famous, or a vicious and dirty old 


man; who will be a leader of men, or a suicide... 
but Life challenges him, declaring itself impregnable: 


I tell you seriously: don't entertain hopes of possessing me. When you believe 
you have found me, then you will see the void between us deeper. While you 
sweat and toil in your room, I am in the square, under the trees, outside [...] 
When you walk the streets alone or in company, perhaps I will be in your study 


leafing through your books... 


To confirm this elusiveness, another prosimeter that follows 
exhausts itself on momentary emotions, girls on bicycles, boys' shirts 
stained with grapes; the anchoring, again and always, can only be in 
the ego and its sex - Gide, and an unlikely masturbatory Ungaretti: 


This poem is not 

I am here, young man in pinafore, 
fiery summer virile fruit: 

I love my pants. 

fea 


I now want to take the member in my hands: shake it like a branch. 


A memory emerges that is already about to become ritual (and 
will be taken up again in an editorial of the Dream of a Thing): that 
of the first homosexual initiation in a urinal (proustianly brought to 
mind by the buzz of a wasp) suddenly the ego seems too narrow, 
Novalis' night breaks in, collective, exotic and violent. In the panic 
effort to escape from the ego the text borders on surrealism: 


Orgy of equine man maggots 
with tiaras on their heads and robes 


red-Saturn. 
Leal 


Phoebus-Sunset whistles 
l’ouverture dell’Egmont. 
[...] 

O hermaphrodite-calf sun, 
the bat hit you 

and plane leads. 


Soft melts in the sky red feces. 


In the last line of a programmatic sonnet, it even reaches the point 
of nonsense and automatic writing: 


Friata fairy tale fries the oats. 


But egotistical anxiety prevails, visionary euphoria is discharged 
in a venial and ironic curse, Rimbaud slipping into Laforgue: 


Night armpit hair, 
stars, I piss under your light. 


It is my secret relic of tears. 


In a subsequent dialogue between the Ego and Eupalinos (a trace 
of the fresh reading of Valéry's Eupalinos), the Ego confesses itself 
exhausted by the pursuit of Life and would like to be, like the 
architect, capable of building abstract, impassive geometries of 
stone. Two prose poems follow Valéry's style, entitled respectively 
Endymion or On Contemplation and Actaeon or Memory of the 
Day. 

The conclusion of the text is entrusted to a dramatic dialogue, II 
diurno e notte podesta. Starting from a Boccaccio story that the Ego 
assures was told to him by an aunt "while we were having dinner" (a 
fascist mayor dies in his lover's bed, and in order to save the honor 
of both, the latter drags him out of the house by his feet). house, up 
to the dunghill), the theatrical episode develops in a nocturnal 
meeting between the Ego and the mayor who splits: on one side the 
empirical mayor, protagonist of a squalid, ridiculous affair, on the 


other the symbolic Podesta, capable of living life in all its intensity, 
unleashing the envy of the ego: 


If I happen to see a dog lying at the feet of his masters, male and restless 
smelling the evening air and the buzz of happy people, I feel acute envy for that 
dog and for his cheerful restlessness and his adaptation to moment by moment 
as circumstances change, so that it is not known whether he will give life to him 
or he to life. And so with every living being that passes near me. I feel like the 


excluded. 


The empirical mayor has the last word: Life, which appears so 
desirable to the excluded, experienced from within is in fact 
miserable, and the Ego can console itself with its own exclusion 
because, looking at Life from outside, it can express its form , that is, 
the essence. 


I realize that, by summarizing it, I have perhaps made the text 
more coherent than it is; reading it, the formal non-mastery appears 
very clear. Not a sign but a symptom of the conflict between 
literature and life - and the habit remains, until the diaries of '61 
which he would have liked to collect under the title The Nocturnal 
Errors give the impression of a frantic chase. Incoherent to excess, 
the young Pasolini continually changes register, exploits the entire 
range of his recent readings (those we have noted, but also Dante 
and Pascoli and Pirandello and Bo), with the aim of establishing 
himself as a writer of rank; which means, for him, embracing all 
possible reality (therefore showing himself to be the opposite of an 
excluded person) but also revealing, with disarmed (and subtly 
accusatory) naivety his own inadequacy for the task. Instead of 
belonging, as he logically would have it, to two clearly distinct 
"classes of experience", for Pasolini literature and life seem to be on 
the same level right from the start. The gesture and the reflection on 
the gesture (or the expression of the gesture) become confused; 
literature as a cognitive structure overlaps with literature as a vital 
act of the one who writes it. (Since 1945, in a philosophical glossary 
which remains among his papers, Pasolini underlines the term 


"vitalism" with several strokes of the pen.) We delude ourselves into 
transforming the expression into possession, simply by applying 
talent to every indiscriminate point of reality; the selection of data is 
replaced by contact, by adherence (or by the infinite summation of 
approaches), encyclopedism can be a declination of vitalism. Among 
the papers of the first years, diary pages in prose with very precise 
but casual dates are frequent: «diary of 3 and 4 September 1944», 
«diary of 28 June 1946», «over a night of my youth» The enormity of 
my life. Not to mention the flood of diaries in verse: one has the 
impression that Pasolini inoculates poeticity like a virus, provokes 
lyricism to confirm his vocation. A native poet of a hundred, he 
proposes himself as a poet of a thousand, or ten thousand. Even its 
metric is marked by the same stigmata: twentieth-century and free 
until it was born as a source of obsession, it is forced to climb onto 
elaborate and a priori schemes when it wants to inflate itself to 
poeticize all of reality - only to then despair and fall back into a 
spiteful and resentful magmaticity. 


In one of the many "work plans", dated 1941, after having listed a 
series of essays (On Death, On Virtue, etc.), he plans two works of 
uncertain status. The first, in Italian, should be entitled Dei sensi, or 
Sensi, and would be divided into two sections: 


1) Of the senses (sensations, poetry, life, philology, diary) 
2) Diary (I, IL, IIL, IV, V, etc.) 


the second, partially in Friulian, should be titled Sensasions, also 
in two sections: 


1) Sensations (I, II, II, etc.) 
2) Elegy (1, 2, 3, etc.) 


The substantial overlapping of the contents and the tendency 
towards infinity of the numbering illustrate well the expressive 
voluntarism, in which seeking counts more than finding. This is why 
he never throws away anything he writes: in the outline, or in the 


note, there is an anxiety for meaning that the finished work does not 
exhaust and which can always fertilize future writings. But always, 
when a logical class becomes an element of itself, paradoxes and 
vicious circles arise; considering literature, which reflects on life, an 
act of life (and vice versa, considering life, which does not aim at 
expression, an element of literature to be placed in parallel with 
«poetry, philology and diary»), Pasolini manages not to to know 
more whether as a writer it is part of life or not, whether it is inferior 
or superior to it. He feels superior to something that excludes him, 
and therefore places him in a state of inferiority. In '62 (or '63) he 
plans a novel entitled and writes a note that should serve as a 
preface: A ridiculous decade 


The story, the pile of stories that I will tell — in Italian — is not for Italians. If I 
could I would write it in English, and I would certainly do well. But I need to 
write it immediately and, to practice English, it would take me at least four or 
five years. However, I am writing in an English-speaking territory, the 
protectorate of Zanzibar: an ideal place to observe that small nation, beneath 


Europe, free from a sad breast, called Italy. 


Beyond the Luciferian presumption of learning enough English in 
four or five years to be able to write a novel in that language, it is the 
whole mechanism of Pasolini's "traveling" that is unmasked here: 
travel is for him a compromise training, invented to temporarily 
resolve the vicious circle I'm talking about — being outside of Italy 
while you are inside it, involved in its news ("I need to write it 
immediately"). Traveling is a way to accumulate experience, and 
therefore produce poetry, but vice versa poetry is an excuse, or a 
pretext, to travel. In an experimental poem entitled dating back to 
1964-65, Pasolini writes:F, 


In short, nothing is more poetic 

of the life of a poet 

and the most poetic object of poetry 
the poem is therefore in conclusion. 


Especially if the poet doesn't care about anything 


and it is the old king who does the inspections. (PO II, p. 907) 


Holding poetry means being able to consider the world as a set, 
defending oneself from the anguish that one usually feels when 
thinking about the inexhaustible power of reality. 

If expressing is a way of travelling, the different forms of 
expression are simply different means of transport: none of which 
must prove so necessary as to exclude the others, or to truly lead the 
author to a point of no return. In the first draft of I could continue for 
a long time. There is no form that imposes itself, excludes and 
jealously; what matters is to show the author in movement, while 
expressing himself denies life but at the same time exalts life by 
denying and relativizing the expression (keeping it provisional). All 
of Pasolini's work is based on autobiography, but the actual 
autobiographical texts are sporadic, ironic and marginal. Precisely 
because he squeezes every minute of his life, Pasolini transforms it 
into something made of paper but not definitively; the “Pier Paolo 
character” cannot be someone else, detached from the life of Mr. 
Pasolini — who is therefore dissatisfied with his paper life and must 
go back to squeezing it out. His hunger to write life (and to live 
writing) is in reality an escape from autobiography and from the 
"times to understand" that autobiography demands. Tetro 
enthusiasm (the last section of New Youth), are thought of as poems 
two texts that we now know respectively as a scene from Beast of 
Style and a review of Yevtushenko; Teorema (film and novel) started 
out as a theatrical text; Lied, or Cecilia, was a film subject which later 
becomes part of the Dream of a Thing; Switzerland and Yugoslavia 
is a segment of The Dream of a Thing that is recycled as a «film 
subject»; a short story from the 1950s entitled Spiritual is 
transfigured into Friulian verse and reappears as poetry in Meglio 
youth. 


The vast majority of Pasolini's works result from an almost 
constant process of composition: the first draft is the most ambitious, 
and at the same time the most magmatic - the one in which "thinking 
big" and adhering extensively to life are affirmed full. The examples 


are truly countless and we have carefully documented them in the 
notes to our volumes: just think of Sogno di una cosa, the 
investigative film Comizi d'amore, Divina Mimesis, Ragazzi di vita 
itself or (to move on to less well-known texts ) to the fate of 
Romanzo del mare and Liitaliano e ladro. The Poesie a Casarsa 
themselves, usually presented by critics as an instinctive precocious 
flower, are (if one looks closely at their genetic process) the outcome 
of a work of reduction, starting from an ambitious multilingual 
project of lyric-idyll or of classical-modern elegy; the "Friulian for 
poetry" serves magnificently, in that case, as a selective tool: the 
same verses that in Italian (in letters to friends) seemed epigonic and 
corrivious, translated into Friulian begin to fly, dig the void around 
themselves, in short acquire independence and raison d’étre. 

The final drafts of Pasolini's works, those destined for publication 
or in any case "in good form", are generally the product of an upbeat; 
the interesting thing is that this artisanal right of the writer continues 
to be perceived as a renunciation, and involves a good dose of regret. 
The very arrangement of the materials, in the folders prepared by 
the author, is significant in this regard: first comes the definitive, 
more streamlined and clean drafting; the previous editions follow, 
all preserved, in reverse chronological order and in increasing order 
of volume. As if the form finally achieved "floated" on the magma 
from which it was born, without however completely severing the 
umbilical cord because it is to that magma that it ultimately owes its 
pathos. 

In he declares: «I wanted to do something seething and magmatic, 
something poetic came out like the Diary of «The Italian is a Thief» 
the finished product is compared to feces: it is an «objectified 
excrement», the excrement of what writer devours. Speaking of the 
cuts he made, Pasolini concludes: «On the whole I gave up a lot of 
the prose - and very reluctantly, since in this sense it is yet another 
failure in favor of the poetic» (PO IL, p. 874). Interviewed in '75 about 
Divina Mimesis, Gramsci's Ashes, even if in prose”. The sentence is 
ambiguous. Imbued with coquetry, as if he were saying "no matter 
what I write, I cannot stop myself from being a poet"; but 
undeniably in that "something poetic" there is also an inflection of 


disappointment. Poetry replaces the primitive project of adhering to 
the breadth of reality; indeed it betrays that project, renouncing to 
express life in the name of something that is both more miserable 
and greater, that is, beauty. 

Pasolini is often at war with form and beauty: he is when he 
abandons tonal metric for the atonal one in Poetry in the form of a 
rose, he is so when he gets tired of good narrative education in the 
schemes of Petrolio, he is so when he lets the light "shoots" against 
the camera or when he accepts the grainy and dialectal voices of the 
underclass for the dubbing of his tragic heroes. He does it in the 
name of a "second beauty", I agree, which he imagines mixed with 
dissonances and stylistic mixtures; However, it is also true that if life 
and literature, instead of being placed at different logical levels and 
therefore incommensurable, are forced to confront each other on the 
same level, then literature inevitably seems like a net that does not 
capture enough, or that captures less than what it leaves out — 
beauty as such ends up appearing as a flaw in life. 


The regret is more evident, in the material folders, when the 
fragment that is "saved" is particularly small. The extreme case is 
certainly represented by a collection of verses entitled which already 
present themselves as an anthological choice, with the individual 
pieces numbered non-consecutively. But the enormity of the 
numbering itself (in Roman numerals, there is a text an extract which 
includes no more than ten; of the ambitious The Atlas (a collection 
which dates back, I would say, to '46 or '47, and which belongs to the 
same phase as the first adventurous-exotic prose, such as The King 
of the Japanese); the two witnesses we have (CLXXXIX and even one 
DCCIV) make us suspect that it is a trick, that the complete series 
was never written; the doubt turns into certainty when we find 
ourselves faced, for the last compositions, with absolutely 
imaginative numbers such as XXILCI, CCVD or CCILIVCI (which 
shows, among other things, how much Pasolini knew how to joke 
about his own outrageous projects). Of the entire collection, only one 
composition was saved at the end, not even an entire one, placed 
(with the title Improvviso) in the section The crying of the 


nightingale's rose. Of the poem L’italiano é ladro, which at a certain 
point in its process consisted of around sixty lasses, or episodes, 
Pasolini published Bestemia in «Nuova Corrente», on which he 
worked for at least five years and of which around eighty remained 
of pages, publishes a very short piece on «Cinema and film», with 
the following warning: 


It is a fragment of a "poem in the form of a screenplay" or a "screenplay in the 
form of a poem": read it as an excursus, as one reads a parade of heroes or a 


praise of the prince in classical poems. 


In short, he extracts what can be enclosed in an acronym, what 
can be ascribed to a genre: he is the one who has always used genres 
to rape them. From the large number of texts (confused between 
guilt, engagement and pure joy) that his brother's death had made 
him write, he selects those that may be suitable for an Anthology of 
the Resistance; from the idea of a research film (daringly entitled 
Nature and counter-nature), in which all the meanings of the word 
"sex" should be exhausted, he then actually goes on to shoot an 
investigation film on the sexual opinions of Italians, on the model of 
"cinéma -vérité”. 

Given that Pasolini often works like a bricoleur, it is not difficult 
for him to reconcile two apparently divergent procedures: that 
(which was mentioned a few pages ago) of organizing increasingly 
complex structures and indices, and that (seen now) of extracting 
passages from them simple and homogeneous, at the limits of 
manner. A good example would be the Nightingale of the Catholic 
Church. For ten years, from '43 to '53, the index of this collection 
becomes more complicated without interruption and the collection 
swells: from the decadent idea of the beginning, of recounting the 
traditional naivety of the liturgy with twentieth-century sensiblerie, 
we move on to the idea of a "biography of the soul", with the 
incorporation of ever larger diary sections - until the scandal of '49 
and the attempt at a Roman appendix which should go further, 
invoking the embrace of a pagan vitality. However, when, in 1958, 
Longanesi published the volume for him, what prevailed was the 


opposition with the recently published Ceneri di Gramsci, so that 
the magmatic and "heavy" diary sections were eliminated from the 
collection, as well as the Roman appendix, to focus on the drawing 
of intimate texts of youth, of a private sin contrasted with public 
commitment. 

Here, the renunciation of the magma often takes place in the 
name of the recovery of a hypothetical youthful freshness: when 
Pasolini finally publishes in '62 what he saved from the enormous 
novel machine which was entitled that he had fun "making an 
imitation of myself in At that time’; when in 1960 he resumed the 
theatrical text of The Best Youth (and which would now be called 
The Dream of a Thing), he declared to a journalist, Chaplain, he 
spoke in a note of his own «philological effort» to arrive at a 
«camouflage of the style of the 46"; The Italian is a Thief published in 
'55 pretends to be that aggressive and extroverted thing, all the 
energy of red flags and chauvinist attitude, which it had been at the 
beginning of '49, before the theme of the mother and the theme of 
the intellectual arrived to complicate the picture. The juvenile 
fragment recovered is actually, in these cases, a patient second- 
degree restoration, a true forgery of the author. 

Simplicity looks to the past because complication fails in the 
present; it is precisely in the attempt to reproduce the multiple 
thicknesses of everyday existence (presence, mystery, boredom, 
emptiness, sex, power, symbol) that magma reveals its nature of 
desperate approximation. The gap between the intention and the 
result leads Pasolini to put his hands forward a thousand times, to 
explain, to limit, to justify; the "prefatory madness" certainly does 
not begin with Petrolio (where it is explicitly denounced) - nor in '65 
with Ali with blue eyes, even if the accumulation of seven 
introductions, some in verse and others in prose, is striking in the 
index: there is almost no piece of paper, in the 1940s and 1950s, 
however slender and temporary, that is not accompanied by its 
warning, or introductory note, or "newspaper". 

In short, the papers confirm what was already clear in the 
published Pasolini: the texts are a rubber band stretched between 
two series of opposites - between megalomania and grace, between 


magma and aesthetic success, between teaching and flying, between 
system and indiscipline. On the one hand there is the programmatic 
Pasolini, the one who would like to "bring the world to an end" (who 
blows wherever he wants and relies on the imaginative apologists of 
talent. A temporary compromise between these two irreconcilable 
faces is precisely the practice of the unfinished. Again once, it is as if 
the laboratory were placed in the square ("the laboratory / is 
therefore the most poetic place in the world" he writes in Giving End 
to the World is the first title of Italie magique) and being the master 
of everything; on the other hand, c ‘Pasolini is capricious and light- 
hearted ("lightness" is the last name of what I called carelessness or 
carelessness), "ineducable by definition", F.); as if, in the folder that 
collects the materials, one were moving back from the definitive 
version to the dirtier and richer previous ones, simultaneously 
exhibiting the desire for adherence and the desire for form. 
Michelangelo already knew this: if the procedure is upbeat, then 
showing it in action does not take anything away from the suggested 
beauty, on the contrary it increases it by giving the sense of the effort 
necessary to achieve it. 

But even before Pasolini explicitly adopted the non-finite, even in 
the early 1950s, let's say in a text like The Speakers, the choice of 
what to consider beautiful and what not (in a basically infinite 
network of description/interpretation) appears to be entrusted to a 
love declaration; that is, not (not only) to a rhetorical instinct but to 
an act, to a decision that belongs to life. Poetry then involves the 
entire destiny of the poet: the vocation is something that must be 
paid for, paid for by living. It's not enough to know how to write, 
you have to be special people. 


Among the papers of the «Materiali di Casarsa 3» there is a sheet, 
dated 8 April 1947, in which Pasolini jots down the index of his own 
with the words In his mature years, he will often think of his own 
poems as an experience on which it's worth writing another poem 
(the list would be long, but just remember titles like Complete 
Works; it includes six volumes of poems, two novels and four plays. 
It's a performance not for everyone, planning your complete works 


at twenty-five years. There was in him, from the beginning, a 
ferocious desire to be an author; he prepared, in various notebooks 
(as he would later do in various folders), works of very different 
tenor, according to the best Italian tradition of the polygraph; he cut 
out from newspapers (and keeps them) all the announcements of 
literary prizes - he participated in many, still in Rome in the 1950s, 
with the usual system of expanding, for the prize, already written 
works obtaining more complex and mixed genre structures. It 
prefigures a career that still he does not have: at the end of one of the 
umpteenth collections of Italian verses, in the «Materiali di Casarsa 
1», he puts a note, dated 28 April 1944, in which he writes: «I take 
leave of these poems, for which I have worked for almost twenty 
years [ ...]». He registers a file dated 27 October 1945Poesiis 
refusalis; he already behaves like a professional, and has not yet 
finished university. Almost every text is followed by a note, a 
comment ("I wrote this poem on the way back from a camping trip 
[...]); in letters to friends he gives instructions for the use of his 
poems, reading instructions ("read it aloud"; "I point out that the 
poem on the back, before being truly read, must be examined and its 
meaning must be grasped meaning"). Writing the popular song, 
Rereading the review of the «World saved by children», About my 
intentions of light-heartedness, Appendix to the Enigma of Pius xii, 
Materials for the Introduction etc.). 

You die more literate than this; yet behind this "obsession with 
being an author" there is an anti-literary motivation, there is the idea 
of the insufficiency of literature. In a note, dated "last February 
1948", he writes: 


Sudden, excruciating idea (while I read a book on Proust and give a Latin lesson 
to two boys): my disposition towards poetry, my poetic happiness is in the 
moments in which, thinking of poetry, I think of it as another substance, to 
another place, infinitely more <...> but real and concrete like this substance and 


this place. 


Poetry is not a technique (more or less inspired) but a homeland - 
the poet, or rather the Poet, is not simply a man endowed with a 


particular linguistic and expressive talent; he is a man 
anthropologically different from others, with special rights and 
special duties. He lives on this earth but (as Rimbaud will explain to 
him in the Divine Mimesis) he has a dual citizenship, and his every 
act (not just every text of his) must be poetic. 


The first right enjoyed by the Poet is the right to cultural 
amateurism; the second is the right to ambiguity; the third is the 
right not to have a social figure, not to worry about money, to feel 
like a king when dressed in rags. The fourth is the right to steal: steal 
from other people's books, protected by the angel of falsetto - but 
also "steal the lives" of others to feed their own texts. Pasolini has 
always been attracted by the "brute document", and the drive is not 
so much historical-analytical nor solely stylistic (the aesthetics of 
collage), but rather erotic-sadistic: it is from desirable and desired 
boys that he asks for these documents, not from others. To 
Archimede Bortolus (a boy from Friuli who emigrated to 
Switzerland) he suggests that he write his emigration experience in a 
notebook and the text will end up, freshly retouched, on the naive 
tombstone full of spelling errors that appears in The Dream of a 
Thing; when, in Contempt of the Province, he needs a letter from the 
character Armido, it is Archimedes himself who commissions a real 
letter; Earth seen from the Moon is written by Ninetto Davoli with 
his own tender, uncertain calligraphy. They are real thefts of love, 
similar to the impulse that pushes him, in Roman novels, to capture 
"on the tape recorder" the ramblings and linguistic inventions of the 
boys - or to the tremor with which he holds the camera by hand 
during inspections in the Third World, or while he spies on Gentile- 
Giasone undressing, or while he interviews the Bologna footballers 
about sex (in Comizi d'amore). 


Pasolini's poetry (the one that counts, the "voice" that asserts itself 
as unforgettable) was born with the image of a dead child: Once he 
arrives in Rome, even the shocking Roman novelty will be summed 
up in the image of a « burning Roman boy." His entire narrative is 
punctuated, especially in the endings, by the death of a boy: thus El 


nini muart appears in a letter from August '41, the only text in 
Friulian in a group of Italian poems - the novelty of that dead child is 
linked double thread with the original freshness of the dialect: 
Pasolini is so sure of it that he begs his friend Luciano Serra to try to 
translate it into Reggio Emilia.Ragazzi di vita, like this A violent life, 
like this The dream of a thing (and Accattone, and Mamma Rome 
and so on); only in the primitive version of the Dream, when it was 
still called The Best Youth, it was instead Don Paolo who died to 
prevent the death of a boy (or rather, to be precise; who died in place 
of a boy). In Atti impuri, the protagonist Paolo is obsessed by the 
idea that his sin could cause the death of the young Tonuti. Sliding 
as usual from obsessive metaphors to life, the empirical Pasolini 
bravely jokes, in the theatre, about his own figure of Ogre; but he is 
seriously worried that his desire for boys could transform him, 
intimately, into Goethe's King of the Elves - in a poem entitled Der 
Erlkonig he talks about the "blue frenzy", and how this frenzy leads 
him to persecute him to death a boy: 


In his father's arms he reaches him... 
He loves her too much and envies her... he doesn't love her anymore. 
Stubborn, he wants to kill his god! (PO I, p. 551) 


In a note commenting on a structural modification of the text that 
had just occurred to him, Pasolini wrote: Italian is a thief, 


[...] in these words I felt a useless joy overflowing, a true luxury of inspiration; I 
almost seemed to recognize in it the richness of nature which, if it needs an 
insect, brings ten thousand into the world, indifferently allowing them all to die, 
as long as that one lives. So, with this doing things in a big way, as if life was 
finally giving me some breathing room, I thought of that "useless" little note but 
so rich, in my eyes, with prospects of freedom. It made me experience moments 
of prosperity. The idea, not without cruelty - but dripping with fertility, 
ambivalence, sensuality - of having Dino die and having his mother take over as 
protagonist, as "I", without the poetic current in its choral flow suffering shocks 


or alterations, it was intoxicating to me, it put me in a state of grace. 


Here the imaginary relationship between the killing of a boy and 
fertility, creative happiness is explicitly posed. But then one cannot 
help but think of the very fruitful and happy season (between '65 
and '67) in which Pasolini had Ninetto's body "at his disposal" - the 
season in which (like Davoli himself, moved, attests) «my body was 
a continuation of that of Pier Paolo». (It is among other things the 
moment, from Uccellacci's crow to Porcile, of anthropological 
readings and cannibalistic fixation.) One cannot help but think how 
in recent years, at the height of desperation and the threat of sterility, 
they return to the references to boys who die "out of obedience", 
such as the PS guard Vincenzo Rizzi or Salvo D'Acquisto, become 
thicker - and to the endless sacrificial orgy of Salo, and to the request 
made to the young fascist in the finale of Bestia da stile, to take 
himself upon himself shoulders the load of experience so that the I, 
the eternal Pier Paolo, can still live life and youth. 

One would be tempted to say that a fifth right of the Poet is to 
sacrifice a boy to stay young. The flip side of the coin, of course, is 
the Christic and expiatory ghost, of the Poet who takes on all the sin 
of the world; but you don't understand Pasolini if you don't accept 
that balancing this last image is that of the Poet who goes ahead 
anyway, fulfilling himself in spite of history and morality and 
shrugging off all responsibility: «the blue is not to blame / d 'to be 
blue’. It is once again on the level of life, of creative life, that the two 
opposing characteristics of the work are projected and come true: 
programmatic voluntarism and cynical lightness. (A lightning-fast 
emblem of the conjunction could be the short sequence of a video in 
which the mother Susanna, smiling heroically and tidying up her 
son's room and the work table for the thousandth time, says «Pier 
Paolo wanted it near the bed, so if any inspiration comes to him he 
can write it down immediately.") 


The Poet, I was saying, has special rights, but also special duties: 
the first duty is not to die. When Pasolini published the first canto of 
the Divina Mimesis in «Mondo» in 1974, he titled it Condemned to 
live. In the screenplay for Porno-Teo-Kolossal, which he was writing 
in those same months, he tells of a French poet who convinces, with 


his desperate articles in the newspapers, the entire population to 
carry out collective suicide - but, after everyone has committed 
suicide, only he, the poet, who remains in a depopulated Paris, 
drinks whiskey in a club in Saint-Germain; Pasolini's comment is: 
«life was stronger than anything else». 

The second duty is to speak: the Poet cannot afford the freedom of 
silence - indeed, as Pasolini says of himself in a text that treats him as 
a bad teacher, Pasolini addresses him a letter: Trasumanar e 
organising, «I am afraid of freedom that would come from 
remaining silent." He never has time, but he always finds time to 
intervene and say what he thinks, what he thinks is right. When the 
public prosecutor Pedote, in the indictment of a trial against Franco 
Citti, 


[...] I'm making a film, I'm writing verses: I don't have time to prepare 
arguments, I don't have time to consume myself in useless controversies [...] 
however the question is too vast and important: a writer is accused in a 
courtroom of co-responsibility in the crimes of young people seen as champions 
of a generation. I can't help but defend myself. Once upon a time, I would have 
challenged Mr. Pedote to a duel for his disparaging allusions to my works: and 
it would have been useless, because Pedote is not an I, he is an us. I challenge 
him to a debate, that's all. If he feels he can support and explore the arguments - 
which he supported as a Public Prosecutor - as a citizen and a man of culture, I 
am willing to counter him publicly. It is a satisfaction, civil, it seems to me, 
worthy of respectable men, which I have the right to ask for outside the 
courtroom and he should have the duty to grant me. I don't want the trial 


against Franco Citti to end as a fascist victory. 


When he finds himself in Sana'a (the capital of Yemen) on a 
Sunday morning, having finished the Alibech episode on Saturday 
and having to leave on Monday, instead of resting humanely, as 
anyone would have done, he decides to address a filmed appeal to 
the UNESCO, to save the city from destructive modernization: 


I had some film left over from shooting the film. Theoretically I shouldn't have 


had the energy to even start making this documentary; nor physical strength, 


which is the minimum requirement. Instead, energy and physical strength were 
enough for me, or at least I made them enough. I wanted too much to turn over 


this document. 


Instead of "letting the texts speak", as pride, laziness and good 
manners would like, he defends them fiercely when they come out 
in public, he replies to the reviewers: after a negative article by Paolo 
Milano, he titles with an introductory hat in which well seven 
adjectives exorcise the cliché of the writer's silence: At the typewriter 
for «Teorema» a draft response, 


Who knows why there is, in fact, an iron law on fair play between writer and 
critic, which requires the writer to be silent, absent, turned elsewhere, non- 
existent, remote, hermitic and silent as a fish in the face of "unfavorable" 
reviews of the critical, who instead is present, attentive, well-existing, looming 
and full of gab. Not at all: this fair play rule doesn't seem right to me. It is 
hypocritical, first of all, and then it refers to that "dignity of the double- 
breasted" which includes in a paternal embrace all our dear bourgeoisie, from 
«Espresso» to De Lorenzo. I published a book, Teorema, and the first review 
that came out was unfavorable: it seems much more dignified to defend one of 
my works than not to defend it. Critics, after all, are not posterity. I have no 


respect for posterity, let alone critics. 


Among his papers there are dozens of unsent "open letters", in 
addition to those (already numerous) that he actually sent to the 
newspapers. Not only the enemies, or the malevolent, accuse him of 
sticking his beak everywhere; even those who deep down love him 
urge him to remain silent - Fortini, for example, and Calvino, who 
certainly thinks of him when he invents his "biting one's tongue” 
theory. It seems to everyone that he should stop and think, given 
that one cannot always understand everything immediately, and one 
then risks regretting what he said. 

Perhaps Moravia came closest to the truth, at the time of the 
uproar over the poem about the students of Valle Giulia; in a 
"showcase of opinions” organized by "Espresso", he confesses that 
his ideas on the student movement are not very distant from those of 


Pasolini, but adds that he did not write them because "a novelist 
should never immediately say that that he feels. A poet, yes." This is 
the crux, one of the profound cores of Pasolini's "not being a 
novelist" - a novelist must make characters collide with each other, 
and must grant each one a little right and a little wrong: he needs to 
be silent inside of himself, of no longer being right or wrong. Or 
dead wrong, but without counterarguing or recalcitranting. May 
drawing prevail over boxing. Pasolini, the times when he tries to 
make drawing prevail, in fiction or in cinema, he does it as if he were 
writing a thesis essay - what he wants is to be right. The Poet is 
obliged to express his emotions at all times in his work; but these 
emotions, translating onto the level of life, become acts, opinions, 
which nail the Poet to a perpetual war. 

The main split in Pasolini is not, as is often said, that between 
rationality and passion: it is rather that between two unconscious 
parts of himself. One part pushes him to destroy any society, to 
establish himself as the only individual on earth; the other pushes 
him to feel like a citizen of the polis, to feel absolutely pre-rational 
pain and anger in the face of collective injustice. If he felt antisocial 
impulses and consciously censored them, he could keep quiet about 
them -— so instead he is forced to ask to participate in everyone's 
lives, maintaining his own psychology of not belonging. Not being 
able to make his own actions a general rule never led him to silence; 
indeed, for him amorality becomes a condition of commitment. This 
is what he continues to repeat (and every time he is surprised that 
they don't understand it) during controversies: the opinions he holds 
are colored by what he is (they are "acts" of the Poet) but this does 
not mean that their value must be debased. cognitive value. He tries 
to "turn his destructive impulses to the good", translating them into 
hatred for his father, hatred for the rich, hatred for the consumerist 
heterosexual couple, etc.; but the truth makes him go beyond the 
point of equilibrium achieved every time, still and always tearing 
him between the two unreasonable extremes, of the universal 
legislator and of the anarchist. Either executioner or victim - either 
possess (the world) or be possessed by it, Pasolini energetically 
underlines (double bar in the margin and asterisk) the following 


passage: tertium non datur. The Sadian libertines, as anarchic 
masters and unconscious self-persecutors, could in fact be a model of 
him - if it weren't for one thing he can't give up: love. On his own 
copy of Blanchot's Lautréamont and Sade, 


[...] apathy, indifference, stoicism, the solitude of one's self: this is the tone to 
which [the libertine] must necessarily raise his soul [...] now, a single 
movement of virtue, revaluing the universe of man and God, is enough to ruin 


all its strength. 


Pasolini knows that he could never exercise the indifference 
preached by libertines on children (even if he tries to convince 
himself that children are changing their nature) - the libertine has 
renounced God, while he (that is his weakness) would like to 
destroy the world but to save him, and vice versa. Libertines despise 
servants, while he could (and perhaps would) be a servant. Saint and 
servant: his only true spiritual brother in those years is not a poet but 
a priest, Don Milani, with whom he has extraordinary psychological 
affinities. As a Poet, he has always felt free from the constraints of 
mediocrity: he entrusted his daily ménage to his women, he 
experienced only the apexes of sex (already predisposed to a 
symbolic transcription) - he confirmed his non-belonging in 
continuous travels, in non-existent desires it allowed discounts. His 
motto was "win or die", every work he did was a challenge, that's 
why he loved cinema. Either servant or superman; he excluded from 
his imaginary system that one could be masters and losers, limited 
masters. The declared hatred for the bourgeoisie was in reality a 
removal of man: of the man who pulls the cart, resigned landowner, 
compromising condominium owner. It is not for nothing that he was 
one of the first to fear that the bourgeoisie could spread throughout 
the world and come to identify with the human tout court. 


Pointing to the extremes, it is obvious that that self-contradictory 
whole that is Pasolini's work-life continually oscillates between 
omnipotence and impotence, between fullness and emptiness, 
between euphoria and nihilistic desperation. (Exactly how, in the 


eyes of the reader-judge, he offers himself the opposite risks of 
overestimation and underestimation.) In the Haikai of remorse he 
writes: 


Children are atrocious sights 

of deaths; where is their innocence? 
where are their seductions? 

Their eyes are full of ash. (PO I, p. 557) 


We are in '49, twenty-five years earlier, yet the tones already seem 
to be those of the Abjuration from the Trilogy of Life; and we are, 
note, in June '49, that is, before and not after the public accusation 
and the pillory: exhaustion and satiety are, if anything, the cause of 
the scandal and not their consequence. Even earlier, in 1946-47, a text 
like No, i dis di no dates back: 


Hadn't the children farted? They ended up in their father's clothes and stench 
[...] Candy, herring, yellow paper, biscuits, olives, mints, bleach [...] Smell of 
dead children in their grandfather's man's body of farts and sin. Come down, 


Angelo, kill us all. 


Or let's think about the unleashing, between '60 and ‘61, of the 
theme of aridity and anger; Pasolini's entire career is marked by a 
cyclothymic rhythm, now of illusory coincidence with collective 
vitality, now of blackening and crisis. But there is a date that 
represents a threshold of no return, a crest beyond which nothing is 
as before: the same constants, if they reappear, reappear with an 
unusual acceleration and with a shiver of drift. This date is '65, or 
perhaps better the period between '64 and '66. Until that moment, in 
Pasolini's system (despite all the crises, or perhaps thanks to them) 
the relationship between the Poet and the world had maintained a 
good difference in potential: the Poet expressed reality, the humble 
lived it in purity - there was a complementarity between Poet and 
humble people which was based on the recognition of their 
respective identities and the identification of a common enemy. In 
'65, reading Fortini's anthology entitled Pasolini, he definitively 


confirmed himself in a series of convictions that had already passed 
through him in the previous two years: the old forms of repression 
are disappearing, neo-capitalism no longer knows national barriers, 
it no longer exists the master-individual (the nineteenth-century 
“master of the ironworks”). In the meantime he _ reads 
anthropologists (C. Leslie's anthology, Prophecies and reality of our 
century, Man and myth in primitive societies) - the good-natured 
figure of Pope Roncalli has greatly impressed him: he begins to think 
that religious intimacy and institutions are not the opposite poles 
that he had believed up until then, but rather that the most common 
case (the banal history of men) is a zero-sum mixture of mysticism 
and cultural rules, a gray area. 

'65 is Dante's centenary, and for him Dante also means Contini; 
what he gets from Dante is the idea that there is no great literature 
without the obsessive use of free indirection. At the same time, the 
vogue of "workers' literature" (inaugurated in '64 by an issue of the 
«Menabo», but he is referring above all to two of his friends, Volponi 
of the World Machine and Roversi of the Registration of Events) 
shows him that, enter the heads of the humble, what you find has 
nothing to do with the reassuring "sanity" of the communist myth, 
but rather that it is possible to imagine a linguistic short circuit 
between the neurosis of the man of letters and that of the worker. 
(The same thing happens if you enter the head of a bourgeois 
woman, Antonioni did it in Red Desert.) The most recent desire of 
the humble is the desire for integration (in Birds and Birds the 
Rwandan Chimpanzee dreams of going to work in a mine in Lille, 
earn some money and open a hairdressing salon). 

The Italian language is changing, dialects are disappearing and an 
average, technologically based Italian is being born; the future 
promises to be a terrain vague, dazzled by an inter-class whiteness. 
Reflecting on the Sociology of Goldmann's novel and on the concept 
of homology, Pasolini writes: 


[...] if there is a homological character in the structures of cinema in relation to 
those of society, this society is configured, then, in an amorphous and general 


way, like the entire civil humanity - including the "developing" countries . 


If reality is becoming a "lukewarm" de-hierarchized magma, then 
the best means to represent it is the camera: cinema (unlike films) 
reproduces reality without interpreting it, it is the "written language 
of action". But this means, conversely, that reality is a language. In 
1966 Jakobson's Essays on General Linguistics were published in 
Italy, and there Pasolini discovered the concept of "pansemiology"; 
the world is hermeneutics; in 1965 he enthusiastically reread 
Quixote, a book entirely based on the "double register" of two 
different representations of reality, that of the paranoid and that of 
the "future petty-bourgeois" Sancho. The Spanish baroque and its 
double level of reality will lead Pasolini, the following year, to 
Calderon de la Barca (and on the first page of Foucault's Words and 
Things a reproduction of Velazquez's Meninas will link the double 
level of reality to the being “inside and outside of the artist's own 
work”). 

When in '65-66 Pasolini resumes the old project of Bestemmia, it 
will no longer be about the saint due to his misery and sins that he 
had planned at the beginning, but about a poor man to whom God 
appears, telling him that he is free not to convert , and Bestemmia 
concludes the poem with these lines: 


I'm uncertain. Before dying, or causing to die, 
Maybe I won't even pray. I'm uncertain, uncertain... 


No one will ever be able to write the word End to our history. (PO II, p. 1107) 


Before the second trip to India, he listened to Morante's rapt 
reports on Simone Weil and Indian philosophy; she closes The Earth 
seen from the Moon with the Indian maxim «being alive or being 
dead is the same thing». An interview with Barthes has just been 
translated in «Cinema and film», in which he talks about the 
«suspended canon» now necessary for every serious work, given 
that meaning has given way to (unlimited) sense: to metaphor, 
figure of choice, metonymy which spreads by contagion has been 
replaced. One of the poems that Pasolini intends to include in the 
new collection Poesie marxiste is entitled Those cursed metaphors. 


Another of the "Marxist poems", the inaugural one, is entitled F. 
and is dedicated to Pussy; in a vertigo of reductionism, Pasolini 
admits that his estrangement from women separates him forever 
from the (male) workers, and that vice versa precisely in the sign of 
love for Pussy the workers align themselves with the bosses; until 
the collapse of every ideology: 


In You [unite] the red flag (of Lenin and Stalin), 

the swastika, the pennant, the starry flag 

American — Trotsky's colorless flag — 

the village flags of the priests — the Cross tout court [...] (PO II, p. 898) 


'66 is the year of the theatre, and all of Pasolini's theater is "with 
suspended fees"; in Jakobson he discovered the phatic function of 
language and took inspiration from it to condemn the "phatic 
theatre", or theater of chatter - but his theater of Word plays words 
against each other until reaching an undecidability of the meaning. 
In the same months he wrote a short film about Saint Paul (but the 
theatrical imprinting is clear, so much so that he calls it an "episodic 
tragedy"), in which judgment is suspended: it is not known whether 
Saint Paul is a repressed neurotic who ruined the Church or a church 
founder who knew how to "turn his neurosis to the good". 

In short, what was it that Pasolini saw in those two years, amidst 
the somersaults of his own intelligence? He saw reality disappear, 
swallowed up by the bourgeoisie; and he understood that in that 
lack of reality ("unreality"” is the word that his friend Morante lends 
him) there is no longer a safe shore for the Poet. There is no longer a 
mission for him (to express reality, in fact) but only a profession 
(shared with many) of combining signs: the only possible dignity, to 
differentiate himself, is to pay in person, having the signs engraved 
on himself. Don't limit yourself to deprecating, like beautiful souls: 
accept the most humiliating truths, the most infantile traumas. And, 
once again, reversing impotence into omnipotence: if you can no 
longer write poetry, then you must continue to be poets with your 
body and with your actions. Knowing full well, obviously, that this 


is equivalent to putting a raft into the sea that has the same nature as 
the water that supports it (magma, the unfinished...). 


In the Pasolini Fund at Vieusseux the type of containers that 
collect the papers also changes. Until the early Sixties, the folders 
that Pasolini prepared for his own scrapbooks were very tidy, all the 
same, made of hard brown cardboard and closed with elastic; the 
variations are meticulous and meticulously preserved. Starting from 
the mid-1960s, one gets the impression that care for materials 
diminishes; the order in which the editorials are preserved is no 
longer so clear; the variants are generally macrovariants, the 
threshold that divides the publishable from the non-publishable 
becomes less clear. The folders themselves have a more improvised 
appearance, made of simple cardboard and all different from each 
other; often the verses are mixed with articles for newspapers and 
other commissioned pieces; as if the outside had invaded the 
laboratory, as if the relationship with the media had shattered a 
happy unity, a good awareness of oneself as Creator. 


From that moment he also puts his own kingdom, that is, the 
work table, into play: he stays away more and more, has less and 
less time to read. With the students, from '66 to '68, he feels more like 
a son than a father; Callas, falling in love with him at the end of 1969, 
solicits an impossible paternity from him. His psychological 
categories are upset, and so are the sociological ones: through Callas 
he comes into contact with the jet-set, very different from the lower 
middle class that it was so easy to hate. But in all these years he has 
been supported by enviable health, linked to the security of his love 
for Ninetto. In an unpublished and unfinished poem, entitled 
Pasolini, he contrasts his young friend with the French philosopher: 
Ninetto is the counterexample that is enough to refute Sartre's theory 
of "bad faith" as a universally human fact. As long as Ninetto exists, 
he also resists faith in the Third World and in the possibility of a 
revolt - perhaps no longer Marxist but radical, or anarchist. Fascism 
remains as a myth of what we must fight against, in the belief of the 


"uninterrupted presence of Nazism as the only true bourgeois 
ideology". Ninetto against Sartre, 

In '72, however, Ninetto married a lower-middle-class girl ("a dull 
girl / is called your wife, a black / fascist-style house is your nest, / 
traffic that stuns in a miserable / and presumptuous street on the 
outskirts / it is your peace” — PO II, p. 1231); every counterexample 
disappears, and the desire to resist integration disappears. Already 
in a poem written around 1970, entitled Introduction, Pasolini had 
tried to put himself in the shoes of someone who no longer has 
values to defend: 


Ah, what freedom in a man 

that he is no longer a "bearer of values" at all! 

but only and exclusively "initiator of new values"! 

(for which, of course, he has no interest or love). 

[...] 

It is by dehumanizing myself that I will be free, not rebellious 
and I will whistle. (PO IL, pp. 341-2) 


In the first line of the poem there is a note that says «the I who 
speaks is not the author» — Introduction is perhaps to be understood 
as an introduction in verse to a work never created, one of the many 
planned and impossible novels, having as the protagonist and I 
narrate a bourgeois. But certainly the impression is that the risk that 
Pasolini is running, faced with the crumbling of his imaginary 
system, is that of losing the ego. Of dehumanization, precisely. An 
instinctive movement, in the face of this risk, is the recovery of his 
deepest core - as if he had to return to the adolescent fears of losing 
himself, and to that certainty of being a Poet that had saved him 
then. From December '72 is a poem entitled Heuristics, in which he 
plans to return to a hermetic-surrealist trobar clus, to a poetics in 
which the words choose for him: 


Head boy in the Primordial Region 
it no longer rearranges the primordial vegetation 


of words chosen involuntarily; 


the disappearance of order restores 
the predominance of literature, 
only good ground for a Heuristic 
truly wild. (PO II, p. 1235) 


In Chia there is the newly purchased tower, in which to dream of 
relying again on the metaphors and dowsing consolation of the 
word ("I cannot help but be hermetic" he writes in Mercato, also 
from December 1972); or compose music, another way to escape the 
tyranny of semantic clarity. In these last (or rather, penultimate) 
verses by Pasolini there is a strong temptation to take up a karst (and 
never truly emerged) strand of his production, that is, the surrealist 
strand. In the Fish Garden, which is probably from 1970, there is 
mention of Caedmon, an Anglo-Saxon poet of the 7th century: the 
venerable Bede tells of him that he could not sing, so much so that, 
when the lyre approached him at a banquet, he preferred get up and 
leave the room. But one night an angel of the Lord appeared to him 
and ordered him to sing in a dream, and Caedmon sang a wonderful 
song. Turning to him, Pasolini tells him: 


Ah Caedmon, Caedmon 

what does religion have to do with it? 

At the bottom against the blue blade of the sky 

there was a patch of small hake trees 

and below, like pumpkin plants, climbers, 

the grey-green plants of the mullet [...] 

ah Caedmon, Caedmon, 

the song exploded in your chest, 

it doesn't matter what you sing about. (PO IL, pp. 385-386) 


Singing while you sleep, for the pure free pleasure of singing: for 
a special gift of grace, which is not necessarily divine grace. Castalia, 
from '73-74, is the true transcription of a dream. 

But the Chia tower cannot be the ivory turris of the hermetics (nor 
of hermetic surrealism): first of all because it is not in 
communication with any absolute, and then because it does not 


aspire to any impermeability. Indeed, its owner is desperately 
searching for new knowledge, which abolishes or overturns the old 
categories, and to do this poetry is a stumbling block: 


Something was born out of nothing 

of indelible, poetry 

he established its characteristics. 
Maybe I could change something 

if nothing else by destroying it: 

but poetry prevents me from doing so. 
Damn poetry! (PO I, p. 1236) 


The Chia tower is ambiguous: it is also evidence (if you look at the 
surrounding landscape and the humble people who live there) that 
consumerism has reached there. The neo-hermetic temptation ends 
with the terrible palinody of the New Youth: the ancient trobar clus 
unmasked and mocked by the disappearance of any "lyrical space" 
(if not playful and illusory). 

The commitment resumes, the enormous polemical performance 
in the «Corriere», the poems that seem like prose and are confused 
with the essays: the old fascism is overcome and even appears 
worthy of regret — the children of the people, once so loved, are they 
are discovered for what they were from the beginning: "imbeciles 
forced to be adorable, squalid criminals forced to be nice scoundrels, 
inept cowards forced to be saintly innocent”. Youth, unnaturally 
prolonged for so long, suddenly gives way to an acknowledgment of 
old age: Pasolini declares himself tired of playing the old games, the 
words «adaptation» and «survival» (“maneuver to rearrange my 
life"). The controversy against consumerism could be the task of a 
lifetime, the beginning of a counter-pedagogy (Gennariello's 
pedagogical treatise was not foreseen in fourteen paragraphs, as it 
appeared in the Lutherans, but in forty-two); Pasolini, however, 
would not be Pasolini if he did not feel that this task was a prison, 
and if he did not ask poetry for liberation. 

The mistake of '72 was to go back to considering poetry a "genre": 
now the idea is that of a "transgeneric poetry", understood as an 


abnormal macrotext that includes verses, essays, narrative, theater 
under its own formal law. . If we look at Petrolio, at its precise and 
contradictory chronological indications, at the irrational and random 
use of narrative mechanisms, we could legitimately classify it as a 
"poem in novel form"; the truth of the Corsair Writings and the 
Lutheran Letters is valid as a poetic "gesture" that can only respond 
to a cognitive impasse and which has its main rhetorical figure in 
paradox (it is not for nothing that the Lutheran Letters close with 
three pseudosonnets built on the paradox, and other inserts in verse 
are foreseen in the papers, such as the Epigrams devoid of any good 
taste). 

If everything is poetry, then everything enjoys the amoral rights 
of poetry: the Devil, who disappeared in the 1940s, returns in 1974 to 
visit Pasolini's work. In the corrections to Saint Paul, the most 
significant variant is precisely the introduction of the Demon, who 
helps the saint to found the Church; in the screenplay entitled 
L'histoire du soldat, the Head of Television (the one he teaches 
Ninetto to read) turns out to be the Devil. The alliance with the 
executioners, aS we have seen, goes so far as to suggest an 
unconscious identification with the four Lords of Salo. The Devil 
founds the Church and controls television - institutions are based on 
information and entertainment. The new consumerist power bases 
its appeal on an inextricable mix of fictional messages and 
empiricism, of life and form: the new consumerist power, therefore, 
"works like the Poet". Like the Poet he claims the right to sacrifice 
young people, and like the Poet his ultimate objective is emptiness, 
anesthesia. The imagined omnipotence of the West is nothing other 
than the poetic delirium of omnipotence, projected and become an 
enemy. 

So what should the Poet do if he notices this chilling relationship? 
Pasolini's last response, in this direction, is in the "project for a 
hymn" which constitutes the end of the Appendix of Pasolini wrote: 
Beast of style; the drama, it will be remembered, has a poet as its 
protagonist, and the final hymn should resolve the dilemma of 
commitment or non-commitment on the part of the poets. Pasolini's 
"project for a hymn" is placed under the banner of Norman O. 


Brown and Ezra Pound. Brown's’ two-faced esotericism is 
underlined, readable both in the light of a "sublime right" and in 
view of an impossible revolutionary utopia; Pound is present with 
his caged animal delirium, with the infinite dissemination of his 
fragments; with the reactionary defense of the peasant world and its 
pathetic exaltation of the Duce. Reviewing the Cantos in December 
1973, 


Pound could never explicitly become the prerogative of the Right: his very high 
culture, even if, in an American sense, somewhat elementary (when he landed 
in Europe in the first years of the century, he considered himself a "barbarian") 
preserved him from a shameless exploitation: the fascist snake was unable to 


swallow this disproportionate Easter lamb. (SLA II, p. 1964) 


In the absence of a lyrical space, in the absence of distinctive 
criteria between writing and life, between opposition and power, the 
Poet has no choice but to let himself be devoured - disseminating 
poisons homeopathically and entrusting any residual identification 
(and resistance) to excess. 


The two digressions just made (about what happened to Pasolini's 
work in '65-67 and '72-74 respectively) confirm, I hope, a statement 
that I have had to insinuate several times in the notes to the texts of 
the various volumes: that is, having grouped Pasolini's works "by 
genre’ obeys a pure practical need, of commerce and readability, 
while what really matters are the transversal cuts, the reflection of 
poetry on non-fiction, of poetry on theatre, of narrative on cinema, of 
cinema on poetry, etc. 

But the ten volumes rigidify the truth of the work also in a more 
subtle and peculiar sense: when he died, in 1975, Pasolini was 
restructuring his past as an author, just as he was being thrown 
further and further away from it. He went back to it, changed its 
meaning: this is what he did in New Youth with the ancient Friulian 
verses, this is what he was doing in Petrolio (and implicitly in Salo) 
with the Roman novels and with the myth of the "boys of life"; in this 
sense he corrected Saint Paul and presented fragments of the Divine 


Mimesis to the public, so (if he had handed over the collection of all 
the poems to a publisher) it would have been for Bestemmia. Not 
only that: one has the impression that the last "transtextual" Pasolini 
reconnects backwards with the megalomanias of youth, and 
essentially considers that very area of production, let's say from 
Ashes to the Gospel, to be a mistake (or a betrayal of himself). , in 
which more traditionally his texts had had characteristics of 
autonomy and formal success. 

There is a contrast in him, much stronger I would say than in the 
average writer, between talent and the need for expression; his talent 
led him towards mannerism and falsetto - but when this talent was 
better able to materialize in works with memorable and recognizable 
signatures, well, the need for expression pushed him to deny success 
and mannerism, returning to ambition (logically impossible) of a 
writing that was as vast and elusive as life. Instead of being a 
heritage on which to base a wise and well-managed old age, 
successful works were for him nothing more than the reproach of a 
fossilized, wrong life; I cannot give any other reading of the Poet of 
the Ashes, or of the yellowed Iconography that concludes the '75 
edition of the Divine Mimesis, or of the photos (which he has taken 
by Dino Pedriali) in which, naked and crouched on the ground, he 
now draws mechanically the profile of Roberto Longhi. 


I have deliberately cited many rough drafts or sketches that do 
not appear in our ten volumes; both to give an idea of the large 
quantity of adolescent, shapeless things that we have excluded, and 
to account for a more private feeling, perhaps mine alone, which I 
would like to call the "Vieusseux effect" (a purely antonomastic 
name, to indicate the ideal and multiple place in which Pasolini's 
papers are preserved). The feeling is that of finding myself 
surrounded by a work with my mouth open, sick with anxiety and 
dissatisfaction. All the papers remain orphaned when their author 
dies - but in Pasolini's archives there is something more: there is the 
perception of a work that by its very nature has always been forced 
to consider itself mobile, inadequate. Which has never loosened its 
ties with its author, which has never reached the point of expressing 


itself outside or against him; a work lost because it was left alone 
when he still didn't really know what it was supposed to be. The 
indisputable talent turns into an aggravating circumstance, the grit 
of rejection weighs more than the joy of flying. 


Not accepting any form of specialization, and not being able to 
detach himself from the world, Pasolini is forced to chase the 
changing world: few of his texts have won the comparison with 
history - few stand up if we eliminate much of the context, as must 
be done with the classics. The symbiosis of his writing and life 
fueled, for about twenty years, the belief in his "prophetism": he said 
words about life (history) that had the absoluteness and depth of 
poetry. History has turned a page, Pasolini's prophetism is receding; 
that consumerism that he considered invincible is proving to be 
more fragile than expected; homologation is taking place with more 
interesting and less "poetic" forms of crossbreeding. Pasolini saw 
and misrepresented at the same time, as often happens with visions 
from afar. 

Are these ten volumes nothing but the residue of a frustration, or 
of a failed ambition? What is at stake here is the very idea of 
literature today. If it were true that the privilege in which we live has 
made forms unbearable, if it were true that every self-satisfied 
writing serves to legitimize the noise, endowing it with an "illusion 
of quality"; if it were true that literature as such is now nothing more 
than a genre within more complicated expressive channels - if it 
were all true, in these ten volumes there would be the voice of the 
writer who, in Italy, has warned for first the mutation and that 
instead of passively undergoing it he tried to take charge of it, to the 
point of self-destruction. In August '73, commenting on Davide 
Lajolo's "extravagant and surprising idea" of asking twenty-four 
parliamentarians what they thought of The Betrothed, Pasolini 
concluded (and the syntactic clumsiness is already a moving 
indication of effort, of pain) : 


It is true that the new type of power presents itself as cynical, compared to the 


ideologies and religions that have prevailed up to now: but those who still 


concretely represent it are tolerated by it, and delegated to fight old battles, to 
carry out old repressions , to the detriment of adversaries as old as them: 
because literature is also an old value that the new power no longer knows what 
to do with. (SLA II, p. 1866). 


The work remained alone 

In Pier Paolo Pasolini, All poems, edited and with a written text 
by Walter Siti, introductory essay by Ferdinando Bandini, 2 vols., 
Mondadori, “i Meridiani”, Milan 2003, pp. 1897-1946. 
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16. It goes without saying that what remains of Petrolio is precisely a first draft. 
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(quoted in RR II, p. 1985). 

18. In the folders headed «Scartafaccio 1944-1948» and «Usignolo 1943»; the same 
phenomenon of abnormal and joking numbers occurs in the Spring Sonnet and in other 
cases. 
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of «Cinema e film». 

20. Interview given to Adolfo Chiesa in «Paese Sera» on 6 April 1962 (quoted in RR II, p. 
1939). 

21. The expression is found in a note for an introduction to Passion and ideology, now in 
SLA, p. 2919. 

22. In the same folder «Materials of Casarsa 1». 

23. Letter to Luciano Serra dated September 1941, LL, p. 400; letter to Serra himself dated 
July 1941, LL, p. 390. 
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27. Cf. From the Diary of «L'italiano e ladro», PO IIL, p. 869. 

28. Madrigals to God, in the penultimate section of the Nightingale (PO I, p. 486). 

29. The video is The Confessions of a Poet, by Fernando Di Giammatteo, produced in 1967 
by Radiotelevisione della Svizzera italiana. 

30. In May 1962, Citti was accused of drunkenness, obscene acts and insulting the police; for 
news about this process, see PC, p. 3056 — the letter is in the «Brown leather folder» at the 
Vieusseux Fund. 

31. For the news surrounding the shooting of the Walls of Sana'a, which occurred on 18 
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33. Daedalus 1974; the Pasolini example is currently located at the Pier Paolo Pasolini Study 
Center - Archive of the Cineteca di Bologna. 

34. I give the Italian translation directly, which is by Pasolini; for the Friulian text, see PO I, 
pp. 375-377. 

35. Laterza, Bari 1965; for the importance that this anthology had on Pasolini's political 
ideas, cf. TE, p. 1159. 

36. The end of the avant-garde, in Heretical Empiricism; the quoted sentence is in SLA, p. 
1404. 

37. In file 5 of Box 12 at the Fund. 

38. The end of the avant-garde, SLA I, p. 1427. 

39. Abjuration from the Trilogy of Life, in Lutheran Letters; the quoted sentence is in SPS, p. 
601. 


40. On «Time», then in Descriptions of descriptions. 


3 
On Pasolini's expressionism — 1989 


I was still living in the pastures of the academy and my writing style 
was affected. But, beyond the entrenched language, the fury of the 
stylistic analysis surprises me for the personal motivations that I find 
in it: it was the period in which I was writing Nude School and I 
began to face the ghosts of my own diversity - behind the forced but 
the inescapable falsetto of Pasolini's sincerity I chased the alibis, the 
unconscious reversals, the escapes that chase each other to end up in 
a vicious circle. I was struck by his disguising hatred as love and vice 
versa, and the false consciousness with which he managed to 
transform his feeling excluded from the world into an active 
participation in the social struggle. His refusal of the absoluteness of 
the texts seduced me and at the same time seemed to me a sign of 
surrender. Tormenting the beloved body while being able to 
continue to adore it intact: this is the dream and the paradox of his 
perversion, even stylistic - by seeking a style very far from his, I 
deluded myself into coming to terms with my _ private 
sadomasochism. Our ideas of beauty, I told myself, are very 
different; and it wasn't true. For both, sadistic aggression was a 
symptom of denied "normality". How far away that 1989 seems in 
terms of perception (and self-perception) of homosexuality! I was 
still almost young, I believed the famous writer that I had been 
studying for years more than I do now, I quoted him so often 
because I didn't understand that even his self-analytical thrusts were 
a strategy of smoke and mirrors in his eyes. Yet, despite my 
misappropriation of his phrases (such as to constitute a crime of 
psychological embezzlement), I would subscribe to the 
characterization that I managed to give of his _ particular 
expressionism, which makes it unique in our literary twentieth 


century, even now. And the reasoning about the sun will later lead 
me to a small discovery. 


Insistent use of the shot and reverse shot, absence of secondary 
characters or those who enter and exit the shot, fixity and frontality 
of the shots, almost absolute lack of sequence shots, slowness of the 
pans: in short, an exhibited parsimony of the camera movements, a 
general and desired simplicity and syntactic primitiveness. Here are 
some stylistic constants of all (almost all, I'll come back to them later) 
Pasolini's films. 

Since 1960, in an essay on Pasolini, he attributed characteristics to 
Fellini's cinema that were opposite to those I listed above ("almost 
always, at the start of an episode, the camera is moving, and its 
movements are never simple [ ...] the phrasing of the sequences is 
broad, often slow and detailed"); it is said, and it is more than an 
anecdote, that Fellini, after seeing Dolce vita, Accattone declared that 
"that was not cinema’. Pasolini's cinema was born in explicit 
controversy with the best that had been done in Italy up to that 
point: in controversy with neorealist naturalism (characterized by 
the dominance of sequence shots) but also with the virtuosity of the 
most representative of the post-neorealist authors. The connections - 
which do not exclude significant differences, as we will see later - 
are, if anything, with the French New Wave and with the "new 
cinema" that was being presented in Pesaro in those years. In 
addition, of course, to the classics that Pasolini often mentions: 
Dreyer, Chaplin, Mizoguchi. With brothers and grandparents, 
against fathers. 

We all know, because Pasolini repeated it countless times with 
even suspicious insistence, what the existential and ideological 
position on which the technical characteristics of his cinema depend. 
«A hallucinated, infantile [...] love for reality. Religious in that it 
merges in some way, by analogy, with a sort of immense sexual 
fetishism"; «the same reckless love for reality [...] «the reason for the 
simplification [...] is my way of seeing reality as a sacred apparition. 
And the sacredness is very simple"; «evidently my gaze towards the 
things of the world, towards objects, is a non-natural, non-secular 


gaze»; «there is nothing more technically sacred than a slow 
panoramic view». it fixes me in front of the various aspects (a face, a 
landscape, a gesture, an object) as if they were still and isolated in 
the flow of time»; 

This "sacral" love for the world justifies technical procedures - but 
in a certain sense the opposite is also true: it was the technical 
possibilities of cinema (its, at least believed, ability to directly 
reproduce reality without passing through symbolic filters) which 
revealed to Pasolini the intensity of his love, freeing him from the 
stylizations that were still imposed by literature. «The passion that 
had taken the form of a great love for literature and for life had 
stripped itself of the love for literature, becoming what it really was, 
that is, a passion for life»; «by making films I was finally living 
according to my philosophy». But what does “love for reality” 
mean? For what reality, and what kind of love is it? 


+ 


«La ciampane a si sgorle» (; «arbul svampidit» (or rather, it is found 
in the first sections of the PC; PO I, p. 170)PC; PO I, p. 179); «la sere 
slavine a lis fontanis» (PC; PO I, p. 182); «il Rosari, pai pras al si 
scunis» (PC; PO I, p. 182) - Twenty-year-old Pasolini forms 
metaphorical connections of notable audacity in dialect. 
Hermeticism, sure. Yet it is strange: the same metaphorical audacity 
is not found in the language production of those years; Nightingale, 
where the mannerism is more acrobatic and the Italian seems filtered 
through an exquisite dialect that knows the streets of France, Spain 
and Provence - while it is missing in the Poems, in the Laments, in 
the diaries in verse: in short, it is not found in the texts linked to the 
noble tradition, codified for centuries, let's say Petrarchan. Strangely, 
a style that seemed hermetic is in a relationship of mutual exclusion 
with a sublime stylistic structure, which should be the logical 
support of hermeticism. For the young Pasolini, the chosen and 
classical language, which constitutes the backbone of our lyric 
poetry, belongs to adults, to fathers: it is a sign of authority. 


When, now at the age of twenty-seven, Pasolini introduces the 
metaphorical tension into the high form of the poem (and it is no 
coincidence that in L'Italia, the most immediate precedent of the 
Ashes) - then this tension has already come to terms with the 
language (or rather, with the Language): and it is against the 
Language, against literature. «Around / me at the origins there were 
deceptions / established [...] / only the Language: which the first 
wotries / of a child, the pre-human passions, / already impure, did 
not express» (RT; PO I, p . 943). I want to say that this is the illusion: 
that through expressive violence, making one's words extreme, one 
can "puncture" the Language and recover an original virginity. 
Barbara, childish. The extreme metaphorical refinement separates 
itself from Language and allies itself with dialect, or even with 
silence; Ash, the stylistic phenomenon I am examining appears to be 
linked to a strong increase in phonosymbolisms or in any case 
phonic games - the metaphorical tension goes in the same direction 
as regression linguistics, of pregrammaticality. 

Looking at it more closely, the tension qualifies in large 
percentage as excess, hyperbole; and it is not equally distributed in 
the various semantic fields, but clearly favors those linked to seeds 
of destruction: burning, laceration, fury. «The light / rots the sky» 
(but their relationship with the whole is different. It is not just a 
question of solidarity or otherwise with the sublime style — or, if you 
want, that is just a particular case of something more general : in 
Italian hermeticism and in the main line (Pasolini would say 
"centralistic") of European hermeticism - the one that starts from 
Mallarmé and passes through Valéry, Rilke, George - the text 
appears as an absolute artefact, parallel to the world and often a 
substitute for the world The individual stylistic phenomena are 
reabsorbed into "soft" and "total" effects; the suggestion arises from 
the compactness of the text, every psychological tension tends to be 
resolved in the objectivity (in the autonomy) of the text itself. Here 
instead the violence of syntagma is preserved as an ineliminable 
symptom of psychological aggression: a revolt «against the norm 
[...] before and more than against the form». The audacity of the 
expression brings into focus a UC; PO I, p. 391); «with the insides 


gnawed by primroses» (UC; PO I, p. 475); «burned by the red color 
of the shirts» (UC; PO I, p. 480); «moon [...] scorching» (CG; PO I, p. 
775); «tive / furious» (CG; PO I, p. 777); «heated campaign» (CG; PO 
I, p. 780); «swollen and festive air» (CG; PO I, p. 810); «Christs nailed 
between layers / of collapsed light» (CG; PO I, p. 811); «the endless 
percussion instrument / of sex and light» (CG; PO I, 823); «so clear 
that it cracks / the cornea» (RT; PO I, p. 905); «outbursts of sunshine» 
(RT; PO I, p. 913); «veil of yawning, dirty / mists, twisted into pale / 
veins, blazing lines, / burning ganglia» (RT; PO I, p. 917); «Sardinia 
or Catalonia, / burned for centuries in a grandiose / fire» (RT; PO L, p. 
917); «crazy events / that happen, like plagues, to these moons» (PR; 
PO I, p. 1087). Not that these syntagms cannot belong, one by one, to 
the hermetic paraphernalia: for example to Luzi's cataphracted and 
sharp hermeticism, a fragment of reality, transfigures and deforms it 
with visionary energy, but without losing the memory of chaos from 
which it emerged -— of the collision with reality; the stylistic 
phenomenon is full of psychological anger, attempts to possess 
reality and writhes in its own impotence; more than the serenity of 
an object, it resembles an existential "gesture". We are, as can be seen, 
more in the vicinity of Rimbaud than Mallarmé, we are in the area of 
expressionism. Not intended in a very narrow sense but not even in 
a too broad and metaphorical sense: rather in the sense, I would say, 
of that expressionist koiné that was formed in Europe between 1915 
and 1930, from Mandel'stam to Pessoa, from Vallejo to Lorca . 

The collection of Pasolini's syntagms is arranged quite easily 
under some typical boxes of the koiné one: a) particular dynamism 
that comes to take on the verb: «[Iacopo] no longer strips / in the 
light of intellect [...] a hand» (CG; PO I, p. 781); «the act in which an 
established Italy crumbles» (CG; PO I, 787); «the swallows vibrate 
among the chestnut trees» (CG; PO I, p. 804); «which masses and 
disfigures orange and yellow» (CG; PO I, p. 814); «tram benches, 
from which my day is dazed» (CG; PO I, 819); «campaign [...] 
unraveled under the Apuan torrid heat» (CG; PO I, p. 823); «the 
Romanesque / their dark May evenings / teenagers whistle on the 
sidewalks» (CG; PO I, p. 826); «the women, burnt and light / [...] / 
blush, screaming» (RT; PO I, p. 929); «some house stunned by the 


sound / of the bells» (RT; PO I, p. 965) — b) designation of the usual 
through the barbarian: «Rome, behind clearings of peons» (CG; POI, 
p. 779); «in which inventing has a Mongolian/monumental freedom» 
(CG; PO I, p. 790); «here, in the Roman countryside, / among the 
mozze, cheerful Arab houses» (CG; PO I, p. 800); «here twenty 
Africans burn the sunny / winter» (CG; PO I, p. 801); «one / in front 
of the other, in an Asian / penumbra» (RT; PO I, p. 898) - c) 
equalization of people with things, of natural events with objects of 
culture or vice versa: «with the contracted limbs / in the limestone" 
(CG; POI, p. 779); «little boys / screeching in torn vests» (CG; PO I, 
p- 838); «trolleybuses [...] mad for mafia / or neurasthenia» (CG; PO 
I, p. 850); «throbbing caves» (CG; PO I, p. 852); «With in the chassi 
the old scrap metal / of his broken body» (RT; PO I, pp. 923-924); 
«storms of blocks of flats, / gore of lots the color of bile or vomit» 
(RT; PO I, p. 986) — d) anti-naturalistic violence of colours: «a purple 
that has no other / meaning than to set itself on fire» (CG; PO I, p. 
790); «green fishermen of vigils» (CG; PO I, p. 811); «that chaos of 
green soldiers / and violet horses» (RT; PO I, p. 897); «the red, above 
the red, / on other reds, in a supreme envelope, / where the flame is a 
bump / of the Apennines» (PR; PO I, p. 1106). 

For Pasolini it should be noted, if anything, that these 
expressionistic pieces emerge on a_ background of elegiac 
impressionism, and «shatters the scales / of tonal sweetness» (CG; 
PO I, p. 789); just as, in their blind anxiety to grasp the "horde of 
feeling and doing, / not of believing” (CG; PO I, p. 790), they 
dialectically oppose a network of rationalizing stylistic phenomena, 
such as the antithesis and the parallelism. 


+ 


“Native” expressionism or a model of precise twentieth-century 
sources? Nothing is further from Pasolini than the recognition of a 
bed of tradition in which to fit in - indeed the casual and eclectic use 
of sources in him is precisely a function of an affirmed freedom from 
any tradition. But there is no doubt that several poets of the "koiné" 
mentioned above were at the basis of the poetic education of the 


Friulian Pasolini; in Italy, from the beginning Pasolini preferred the 
marginal zones of hermeticism, where the metaphorical tension 
appears in punctual ignitions, endowed with immediate 
psychological charge (the Bertolucci of E never stopped regretting 
«that human fullness, that desperation, that naive and high capacity 
to commit and "spend", which had been of the "Voice": of the most 
beautiful period of our literary time". With a paradoxical image, one 
of those that Pasolini liked, one could say that the main source is a 
great expressionist poet that Italy could have had and did not have, 
in the period between Sirio or Caproni di Ballo in Fontanigorda); he 
is also one of the first to appreciate a "wild" Ungaretti, essentially 
expressionist, under the cloaked costume of the pontiff of 
hermeticism. Beyond hermeticism, backwards, Pasolini never hid his 
sympathy for the existentially risky theatrical and gestural poetry of 
the early years of the century: «a love, happy, / for Majakowsky's 
beautiful cock — and let's also put in / a little tenderness for 
Palazzeschi's old tits" (TO; PO IL, p. 38). Lyrical fragments and 
Winning the dragon!. 

It was precisely from the «Voce» that his most immediate contact 
with expressionism in the strict sense began, significantly not in the 
person of a poet but of an art critic — his teacher in Bologna and his 
friend later, a prose writer who never forgot, even in later years, the 
"Vocian" expressive violence: I am obviously referring to Roberto 
Longhi. «The crazy harshness of Giovanni Pisano» («golds [...] that 
shine in the light, burned by the black pen of the shadow» (CM, p. 
13)CM, p. 159); «plagued sunsets» (SG, p. 153); «Roberti's furious 
stylistic style» (CM, p. 566); «the massello of San Giuseppe 
completely closed in the yellow mantle» (CM, p. 319); «saints hit by a 
sun and a solar shadow that cook their sides ruthlessly [...] horribly 
revealed by the light» (CM, p. 376); «the red pavilion becomes pale 
like the bald hill of a volcano» (CM, p. 401); «devotees of Jerusalem, 
collapsed compactly on their knees» (CM, p. 415); «[angel with a] 
mestizo face, enamelled with the eyes of a sacred elephant» (CM, p. 
443); «the two tropical bands of brique red on the cap and corset» 
(SG, p. 76); «friable, leprous, brown and gold rocks, on which the 
ancient cities swing, as if in corroded dentures» (CM, p. 542); «the 


browns of the two saints that burn on the landscape» (CM, p. 655); 
«within the mountainous sides of the cervixes and foreheads, the 
slopes of the cheeks appear» (CM, p. 395); «the fuses of color crawl 
furiously over the heavy ridges» (CM, p. 1072); «disk of the sun 
dilated like a spectacular crater» (CM, p. 613); «offering one's neck to 
a broad luminous devastation» (SG, p. 182); «blue by dint of being 
black» (SG, p. 163). 

The relationship with Pasolini's syntagms is very clear, it seems to 
me, and all the more notable as it starts from similar psychological 
assumptions. As far as Longhi is concerned, the psychological 
attitude could not be better defined than by these words of 
Mengaldo: «[the descriptive modules] insistently underline the 
dynamic, competitive moment of pictorial making, rather the 
dynamic impact of formal energy on the material than the placidity 
of the formed matter"; for Pasolini too what matters is the aggression 
against reality, a continuously frustrated and therefore continually 
renewed search for possession: which is the modality of his 
eroticism. In the next paragraph I will try to link expressionism and 
eros in Pasolini's thematic system: for now it is enough to say that 
his expressionism signals a double dichotomy. The first is that 
between expression and reality: reality is on which the expression 
acts like an acid. The second dichotomy is that between “I” and 
“they”; they are the masters of the linguistic code, and therefore the 
ego, violating the code, exiles itself from them. Two coinciding 
dichotomies in the imaginary existence of a membrane, the more 
insurmountable the more subtle. In front of the poet who wants to 
express it, who therefore does not belong to that reality, he has been 
exiled from it - and imagines being able to re-enter it by forcing (at 
the limit, canceling ) the expression. I said before that it is not for 
nothing that his model is a descriptor of paintings: Pasolini's 
expressionism presupposes a reality as a surface, 

Cinematographic film is a membrane: the stylistic phenomenon 
that I have classified as expressionist celebrates its greatest splendor 
among the Ashes and Religion of my time; enters into crisis during 
Poetry in the form of a rose, disappears completely with Trasumanar 
and organiser. In chronological terms, his disappearance from 


Pasolini's poetry occurred around '63; with the approximation and 
delay that can be expected in cases of this kind, we can say that 
expressionism ends when cinema begins. 


+ 


«I gave my faithful and shapeless ardors / to that pre-existing Form, 
lit / by my love, and cruelly unharmed. / I loved too much!” (Love is 
all the more exaggerated and paradoxical in that it responds to an 
exclusion, to an offense; an offense is usually responded to with 
hatred — it is a love that presents itself where it would be more 
logical (more human ) expect hatred: «But why force myself to hate, 
I / who am almost grateful to the world for my evil, my / being 
different — and therefore hated — / yet I don't know what to love, 
faithful and heartfelt? » (L expression as an immediate reflection of a 
desperate love (desperate vitality, desperate passion to be in the 
world). Yet this is not the case: the expression is in some way already 
a Silence would be the only absolute answer, I would almost say 
mystical; the silence or, if one really must enter the literary sphere, a 
poem that is surrounded by silence, by the whiteness of the page 
that almost swallows it - this is, in the Italian panorama, Penna's 
luminous and unattainable limit: «then it is the silence of blank page, 
which is not a musical silence, a silence of the voice, as it can be in 
Ungaretti's spaces, for example: but it is simply a return of life to its 
unreflected everyday life". Here, this is the point: to be surrounded 
by pure, phenomenological existence, without adjectives: to 
disappear into it without ever possessing it, and without screaming. 
Here is the threshold that Pasolini never wanted, or was able, to 
cross — like the Lacerbian Campana, he probably thought «to be 
mystical I am not cowardly enough». From the beginning his 
"holiness", more imposed than accepted, is burdened by too much 
terror - and Pasolini writhes, protests: «obedient, sincere, terrified, / I 
was not supposed to be good, but holy, / [...] / I had to look for a 
language, / to express that intimate infinite light of mine, / which 
was extreme" (UC; PO I, p. 447); excessive love does not scratch the 
Tongue. Pasolini often speaks of his own love as an excessive love: "a 


love that is too great" (UC; POI, p. 460), "a love that is too trembling" 
(RT; PO I, p. 969); but excessive compared to what? Evidently with 
respect to a norm, a human measure that the ego has broken: the 
ego's desire for existence is immeasurable, and this is the fault that 
must be atoned for with an exaggerated, crazy love: "I have to give 
back a sea of good to men / for every drop of evil I do by 
existing".CG; PO I, p. 831); «I seem / to feel hatred, and instead I 
write / verses full of punctual love» (PR; PO I, p. 1101). We love the 
world of others, that world that we can never possess: «the immense 
quantity of things in common [...] appearing to me in them, presents 
itself to me as endowed with another spirit, which I will never 
possess in its entirety which it explains life completely: at most I 
could express it. I am in fact a writer: and this relationship of 
nostalgia for the intensity, the completeness, the purity of life that 
manifests itself only in the lives of others [...] is the relationship that 
allows me to express it". denial of crazy and holy love - to be truly 
holy, he who loves his persecutors should remain silent, meekly 
disappear: «I did not know how to spend them [feelings] without 
interest, like Alioga [...] lose myself in silence [...] and my resentment, 
my disappointment, my humiliation they are due to what made my 
feelings small and petty: literature."RT; PO I, p. 1047). He accuses 
himself of not loving enough: «It's not love. But to what extent is it 
my / fault for not making my affections / Love? Much guilt, / even if 
I could live day by day with crazy purity, / with blind piety. Give 
scandal of meekness. / But the violence in which I have been dazed / 
of the senses, of the intellect, for years, / was the only way" (RT; PO], 
p. 943). Silence and white contrast with an overflow, a need to say, to 
say always and in any case, even when the form is not achieved. 
«Legend of the werewolves. The rays of the moon, mirror of the 
sun, as death is a mirror of life, as nothingness is a mirror of being, 
penetrate deeply into the mind. The epileptic, in the reflected light, 
howls like a hungry, hopeless wolf. The "why" of existence shouts 
without holding back: expressionism." In the deep network that 
underlies Pasolini's poetry there is a point where love is simply the 
other name of fear. Expressionism is the first, most instinctive 
movement made to move away from that point; later I will try to talk 


about other, more complex and rational segments of that escape - 
but now, briefly, we will have to look fear in the face, fear of what? 
Fear of not existing, of being what Penna has accepted to be, a 
worthless monster. If reality is one, if it has the terrible consistency 
of the sun, of the air, of everyday life, then not even holiness is 
enough anymore: loving is not enough to pay for the guilt of existing 
- the superhuman sacrifice of the self, "they" are not they don't even 
see. It is not enough to say "excuse me, I am wrong", because right 
and wrong are their categories: it is simply a problem of meaning. 
The meaning, the meaning of the world is in their power, and the life 
of the excluded does not exist, it is an unspeakable absurdity: "now 
you are nothing, NOTHING, pure error" (UC; PO I, p. 491); «I am 
inside the silent mirror / a blue fish squeezed / by the ice, with the 
flicker lost / in the coffin of eternal glass» (UC; PO I, p. 494). This 
point of maximum authenticity gave us some of the _ best 
compositions of the young Pasolini, in Dal diario and at the end of 
the Nightingale: but if he had concentrated on this point he would 
have been a vertical, dry, austere poet - a sort of Celan or Beckett: the 
complete opposite of the poet we know. 

The wolf sees the moon and continues to desire light, even if it is 
reflected; he continues to believe that to be is to have. Pasolini is 
determined to exist in the gaze of his persecutors, he challenges 
them to be persecutors because only in this way can he exist. Being 
different from diversity: a problem that runs through, unresolved, all 
of Pasolini's works, from his youthful diaries to Orgia. To resolve it 
he would have to suffer a death within himself, accept a split; to be 
the one who desires but also the one who watches himself desire; the 
one who has no meaning but also the one for whom this absence of 
meaning is a given, a flow. Suffering the immense pain of thinking of 
the most dear part of oneself as if he were dead. Pasolini is obsessed 
with death, but obsession precisely means non-acceptance, 
resistance: one of the recurring and profound nightmares of his 
poetry is that of being visited by his own corpse. 


+ 


Too much love presupposes a charge of hatred, it can immediately 
be turned into immeasurable hatred: «Christian waters, and you, 
fields / furrowed in the places where a living / light has the name 
day, / lost your meaning, I enter / into me, into the deserted uterus. / 
And there, terrified, I find you, / “waters”, “fields”: nothing else? / 
[...] / I don't want to be a man" (DD; PO I, p. 625); «there is nothing 
left / beyond nature / [...] / nothing / of this human world that I 
love» (RT; PO I, p. 985); «I curse the senses of those living, / for 
which, one day, April will return throughout the centuries» (RT; PO 
I, p. 1055). 

Mild and holy love even for enemies, hatred for the whole world: 
such absolute feelings are very difficult to maintain - one thing 
Pasolini tends to save from universal hatred: nature conceived as a 
divinely intact substance, and not as the result of a series of 
adjustments, mutilations; nature, that is, the mother: «a poor woman 
who knows how to love / only, heroically, and does not complain / 
about the rewards she never received» (RT; PO I, p. 988); she alone 
knows how to live on unrequited love, she knows how to bear what 
her son cannot bear: "I would only like to die... / My life has no more 
compensation" (RT; PO I, p. 1058). 

«I have completed the journey / that you have not completed, / 
my little lark, mother / girl. Courage / of a sweet suspect, / possessed 
and imprudent / and blind love... I was / another, upon returning, / 
with the mask / of our sweetness on my face" ( Pasolini never 
releases, in knowledge, the part of hatred contained in maternal 
love; and at the same time it never releases its possible hatred - the 
mother is the one who only knows how to love and who can only be 
loved: but then there will be someone who can only be hated. In the 
coin without reverse that is the mother's love the possibility of 
alleviating psychological tension lurks: one is no longer forced to 
venerate and detest the Oedipal schema, it is (after expressive 
excess) the second way to escape the violence of indiscriminate love- 
terror.UC; PO I, p . 457); the son went to the land of hate and 
returned with love reduced to a grimace of love - the mother asks 
her son not to hate, to obey unconditionally the society around him, 
not to rebel; but at the same time she made him different, the same 


excessive love for which she provides him with the model makes 
him different. The mother tells her son "be the same" and "be 
different" - beneath her love there is an unknown and unspoken 
reserve of hatred; for the mother together the whole world - reality 
can be divided in two: one loves what what is maternal, what is 
paternal is hated. From love for the mother begins a compact, 
reassuring hatred; 

Of course, if you accept the father's logic, if you insist on wanting 
to fight against him, then the feminine opens up as an unbearable 
otherness - but if this fight is forgotten or put in brackets, then that 
void can be filled with beauty, with dear presences: «that void in the 
cosmos will always be there / and my body is attracted by the full / 
where what already reigns is death / (with songs of the poor and 
bells)» (— a maternal body on which the act of love can be repeated 
indefinitely, without it turning into horror: «[seeing] in every act — 
with which you advance / or leave behind a new body, beautiful / of 
youth — an act of love» (TO; PO II, p. 193). By projecting death 
outside of oneself, and reifying it, one discovers an enchanted 
territory, which deludes itself into believing that it is the whole of 
reality while it is only the mother's body, dilated and become a 
country. «Among the shards and the stones under the Ponte Vecchio 
/ will watch the Arno go mad with lights / the unpubescents with 
their white chests on the dark water, / and the Roman youths will 
throw themselves from the bridges / onto the yellow Tiber with 
domes and arches, / and in Scandiano they will climb onto the 
carriage shouting / the slender students in light coats, / and in 
Cremona the high school students will run towards the Po / beaming 
in the sun that burns the last snow" (UC; PO I, p. 480); when in '49 
Pasolini spreads the expressionistic points in the backgrounds of the 
poem, he has found a support that will make them last, but he has 
already condemned them to spread out on a partial, inhibited reality 
- on a surface that does not push the struggle with the father to the 
end. His expressionistic audacities are always and only applied to 
descriptions of nature, they fill already prepared spaces: they do not 
upset the very structures of perception and narration, as in other 
truer (and greater) expressionists. Lists of male bodies shaped by the 


"maternal vest", a world without women but protected by the 
motherRT; PO I, p. 906); an immense maternal body, around which 
one can walk for a lifetime, certain of never arriving: eroticism is the 
third way of escaping from the center of fear. 

In '49 Pasolini also wrote that the possession of goods is confused 
with the possession of a woman; the «adult wolves» can belong to 
any social class: «they are, ready, up to date on the price / of life: 
custodians of cults / or masters of states, thieves or servants, / 
careerists or authorities, kings or last / of the pariahs, everyone, from 
the most immature / years, in the norm that wants the same: / not to 
understand, to understand without ever getting lost" (The discovery 
of Marx, and quotes a phrase from Gorky in the exergue: "I know 
that the intellectuals in the young people really feel the physical 
inclination towards the people and believe that this is love. But this 
is not love: it is a mechanical inclination towards the masses". By 
quoting these words, Pasolini believes he is definitively breaking 
away from romantic populism, replacing it with a scientific vision of 
the relationship between classes. But (due to the indistinction that 
remains in Pasolini between love as participation in life and love as 
judgment on life) Gorky's phrase only confirms the basic dichotomy: 
the world is divided in two, masters and servants as before were 
fathers and mothers. It is right to hate one side and love the other, 
even Marx confirms this: on this, as is known, Pasolini will continue 
for twenty years to string together acrobatic contradictions 
(reason/guts, passion/ideology, faith/charity...); without escaping the 
suspicion that all this dialectical fury, this accumulation of feelings 
of guilt, has the sole purpose of pushing away the ancient chalice, 
that of a compact world that excludes it entirely from itself: «the 
desperate conclusion / of being the outcast of a gathering / of others: 
all men, without distinction, / all normal, of whom this life is" (PR; 
PO I, p. 1116). Ownership in the economic sense is confused with 
"mastery of the world" in the psychological sense, RT; PO I, p. 979). 
In those twenty years, dangerous distinctions followed one another, 
attributes given to the poor that could also be applied to the 
bourgeois: recklessness, dark violence, vitality, cheerfulness. And 
then other subdivisions, including some dazzling intuitions of 


historical psychology - but they are not enough, we continue to ask 
ourselves why: why Pasolini can only tolerate innocence below a 
certain level of income. 

What he loves in innocents is improvidence, the inability to save 
(spar oneself): to throw one's body away without meanness - to lose 
oneself, in fact. What attracts him to getting lost? On the one hand it 
is the return of the ancient obsession, and nothing attracts more than 
what scares if we can only look at it through a protective barrier: its 
own getting lost attracts it if projected onto young fathers who "get 
lost" sociologically and culturally but " they possess” sexually — allies 
capable of showing that dangerous beast that is naturalness is 
tamed. On the other hand, "getting lost" is the opposite of 
"recognizing oneself": the poor Pasolinis, rather than being below a 
certain economic standard, are those who are not registered in the 
world's registry, and are born and die without acquiring a their 
individuality in the universal market of signs. If there is one thing 
that Pasolini cannot want, it is to recognize himself as a sign among 
signs, because it would mean being like everyone else, belonging to 
a single law; Pasolini used the suffering of diversity to avoid facing 
that even more painful thing that is equality. 

He wrote to me once (and he said it to comfort me); «for me the 
pride of being a poet was stronger than the shame of being 
different»: the election that redeems a curse, according to forms of 
content which are those of the Sign among the signs. Trading with 
pain, the shadow. The father casts a shadow, lives in the shadow: 
invincible not because of his strength but because of his weakness - 
because he prevents his son from accepting his own limits. 
Accepting the shadow means entering into the father's misery and 
there, mysteriously, suffering more than him, décadents - but a 
position that has very deep extraliterary roots in the homosexual 
imagination: linked to the idea of being a "freak of nature" or, worse , 
a bad son of nature, punished for his wickedness with deformity (to 
the point of joining the category of "marked by God"). It will be 
difficult to please a deformed dwarf by assuring him that he is "a 
man like the others": he will still prefer to be something special, so as 
not to find himself faced with his own deformity, naked, 


unredeemed, without compensation. Pasolini cannot admit that he is 
equal because he cannot bear to be less equal than others: «la t6 vés 
no baste / a fati come i paris» (PC; PO I, p. 191); «then, instead, they 
all turned out to be much better than me; / and I turned out to be, 
rather, a man of an inferior race" (TO; PO IIL, p. 13). All that remains 
is for the revolution to continue, the only beautiful revolution is the 
one that fails. Marxism is the last segment of the escape: we fight 
against the bourgeois father (we anxiously look for brother-allies: the 
Friulian peasants, the Roman sub-proletarians, the southerners, the 
Arabs, the Central Africans...) to escape the existential knot that 
arises exactly like a vicious circle: Baudelaire's "that I am not inferior 
to those I despise" or Groucho Marx's "I would never join a club that 
counted me among its members". “They” are the guarantors of the 
terror that allows them to exist: «Ah, I speak, you see with a generic 
plural: They! / with the winking love of the madman towards his 
own evil" (PR; POL, p. 1197). 

In a courageous essay, speaking of Pasolini as the "corruptor", 
Fortini wrote: «the norm that it was necessary for him to violate was 
not, or not only, that of heterosexuality but the very profound one of 
the "good", that is, the recognition of equality ( Christian or Kantian) 
with the other" - almost twenty years earlier Fortini himself had 
written: "[Pasolini] creates a series of works. I hope that what I have 
said so far facilitates the understanding of the connection between 
the two statements : knowing that there is no distinction "pierces" 
the works, looking for an original reality (poetry) that lies beneath 
them. He forces himself to use which, not in which, he is able to give 
concrete poetic representations”. of quality between "I" and "they" 
means knowing that our meaning is given by codes of which we are 
not the masters - therefore the abolition of the first dichotomy 
(I/they) would also lead to the abolition of the second, that between 
expression and reality: under every sign there is another sign, and 
whoever expresses them is himself a sign. By rejecting equality, 
Pasolini refuses to recognize himself as a slave to codes: just as he 
cannot bear to be equal to others, suffering more than others and 
being deprived of the meaning that others have, so he cannot bear to 
feel like a prisoner of a style - he contaminates them all in the anxiety 


of maintaining freedom from style: stealing from all the codes 
("their" codes) to defend the privileged image, the membrane that 
divides him from the world. 

What I have called expressionism therefore appears integral (on 
the level of micro-stylistic phenomena) to the most evident macro- 
stylistic characteristics of Pasolini's writing: eclecticism, quotation, 
falsetto. And all of them appear to be in solidarity with a 
transstylistic character: the need to continuously change literary 
genres and expressive techniques, starting from scratch every time, 
as if each time they had to reinvent the genre or the technique. Those 
who are obsessed with the original are afraid of the existent, of 
existing: «he who exists flies and sinks» (SP; PO I, p. 765) — what 
Pasolini defends, masochistically, is the freedom from existing (the “ 
them” exist). 


Now I could answer the questions I asked myself at the beginning 
about cinema; I will answer shortly, after having looked closely at 
After the ideological tension of the Religion of my time, that is, the 
collection of poems that coincides chronologically with the 
departure of Pasolini, the screenwriter and director. Ashes, here 
since Wealth we feel we have returned close to the center neuralgic 
of love-terror: «the sensual regret / of not being another's sense is 
blinder» (RT; PO I, p. 901); expressionism is once again detaching 
itself from the rational oppositions that structured-attenuated it, and 
is once again becoming an unreflected gesture: «and it is love — 
desperate desire / of the senses, lucid hysteria — this / that drips gold 
and brown on the slopes» ( RT; PO I, p. 906); «and in this happening 
a monstrous / destruction is accomplished, while shining with joy. / 
It is the ego that burns" (RT; PO I, p. 905). 

Wealth: the first money received with the screenplays and with 
the success of Ragazzi di vita, the move to a less popular area of the 
city: «before anything else, good shoes, / serious clothes! And a 
house, in neighborhoods / inhabited by people who don't cause 
trouble" (RT; PO I, p. 927); wealth of which he is ashamed, and tries 


to make amends for it by equating it with the desire for wealth of the 
underclass: «their desire for wealth / is, thus, bandit-like, aristocratic. 
/ Similar to mine »(RT; PO I, p. 936) — Pasolini alienates the desire for 
wealth from himself: he does not accept his own social niche because 
it would mean giving up all other possible lives; the popular world, 
charged with eroticism, would become forever unknowable — he 
backs down. But something is happening to his verses: the triplets 
disappear, the dilated, airy music is being replaced by accumulation: 
«now threads of thin / mist, unaware between the walls / of the 
aqueduct, covered / by small houses like kennels, / and roads thrown 
there, abandoned, / for the sole use of those poor people. / Now 
bursts of sun, on prairies of caves / and quarries, natural baroque, 
with greens / spread by a Corot pitocco; now golden breaths / on the 
tracks where with delicious brown rumps / the horses run" (RT; PO 
I, p. 913); expressionism emphasizes itself, becomes embarassed: 
«the face / laughs: under the jaws, the bones / chew words, 
crunching: / [...] / carcass where all the youth / remains, in bloom, 
like a focaccia / inside a cOfana or a basin" (RT; PO I, p. 924). As we 
have always seen, the reality for which he feels love flows like a 
painting before the eyes of Pasolini who wants to express it; but now 
one has the impression that the air that separates vision from the 
eyes is thickening — reality becomes, more and more, a fetish; now 
for the first time an adjective appears which will be a leitmotif in the 
following years: «in the midst of the rubble / absorbed by a 
whiteness that is life / almost sexual, sacred in his miseries» (RT; PO 
I, p. 947). 

«In the bourgeois neighborhood, there is peace / with which 
everyone is content inside, / even vilely, and with which they would 
like / to be filled with every evening of their existence» (RT; PO I, p. 
921): “peace” is has always been the great enemy in Pasolini's 
thematic system: peace is the terrible unity of everyday life, which 
mercilessly expels the different - in peace the excluded finds himself 
faced with his being nothing, his eternally nullified love: «those two 
in the sun / go, light; and I am like a child / who does not groan for 
what he has not only had, / but also for what he will not have... »(RT; 
PO I, p. 963). The risk of having to love-hate the whole world 


returns; with one of the usual bursts of egotistic vitality, Pasolini 
reverses the situation - he projects the psychological risk outside 
himself, into a sociological risk: the world is culturally becoming all 
the same, the bourgeoisie has won and has invaded all space; the 
hatred that the ego feels for reality is an ideologically justified 
hatred: «by denying the world, I deny its new eras, / or I feel 
indiscriminate fury for them, / seeing each of them contaminated / 
by an equal misery» (RT; PO I, p. 1048). The excluded monster (and 
terrified of simply existing) can present himself as a witness to a past 
of struggle that opposes the flattening of modernity, where peace is a 
deceptive social truce: «I don't know if I can return to the overcome / 
anguish, and for what reason new path, / if to bring reason back to a 
hatred, / which world peace seems to elude" (RT; PO I, p. 1046). In 
vain does he turn fear onto others ("if I look deep into the souls / of 
the ranks of individuals alive / in my time [...] / I see that of the 
thousand possible sacrileges / what remains / always, in everyone, is 
cowardice" (RT ; PO I, p. 983); beneath the anger, there is the 
unbearable torment of a senseless rose: «a poor defenseless and 
naked thing / [...] found in the air, in the sun, / alive, but of a life that 
deceives her, / and humiliates her, that makes her almost ashamed / 
of being so rude / in her extreme tenderness as a flower. / [...] / I 
renounce every act... I only know / that in this rose I remain breathe, 
/ in a single miserable instant, / the smell of my life: the smell of my 
mother" (RT; PO I, p. 1052). 

Already another time, as a boy, he had found himself immersed 
in the terrible unity: «then / my world of obsession / was the world 
of capital: I was lost / in it as a flavor in its fruit, / as a warmth in 
your light, sun" (RT; PO I, pp. 1046-1047); he had come out of it by 
relying on "extreme" words and with the long series of delays linked 
to Marxist ideology; now it seems to him that Marxism is at its end; 
tries to chase it, chasing the poor all the way to Guinea, the last land 
of expressionism: «a beastly pink color is born / where the village sex 
that everyone has / designed in cheerful cotton trousers, / in skirts 
bought in Indian stores, / with eyed suns and peacock circles, / like 
an island floating in an ocean / still buzzing from a recent explosion / 
and sunk within the tides. / Flowers all of one colour, of cotton, / 


eyed and ringed populate the Guineas / floating in the stench of a 
killing" (PR; PO I, p. 1091) — but, he knows, there will be no other 
possible delays on this road: we need to take another, cross 
expressionism. La Guinea is the second composition of Poetry in the 
form of a rose; the third will be the Worldly Poems, a series of notes 
taken on the film set. 

The "sun" (and I have given some examples) in Pasolini's thematic 
system is the sign of the open, of the ambiguous unity of everyday 
life; one "gets lost" in the sun, the sun is life in its tremendous charm: 
"in the fury / of my love for the Holy Water in the sun" (PR; PO I, p. 
1094); the sun is more modern than any modern: «pulcinella / of a 
fiery modernity, in the sun / whose meaning is also in progress» (PR; 
POL, p. 1099). The cinematographic film is written with the sun, with 
the light: the sign of equality becomes an instrument of 
expressiveness that finds meaning through violence: «sheep / against 
the light (put it, put it, Tonino, / fifty, don't be afraid / that the light 
backgrounds -— let's make / this cart against nature!)" (PR; PO [L, p. 
1093). The light breaks through, breaks through: it does, on the level 
of action, what expressionism did on the level of style: «only the sun 
/ cart against nature! can express / in so much old hatred a little bit of 
old love" (PR; PO I, p. 1098). Or rather, within the film the sun will 
become style again: «the style, that which confuses / the sun, the real 
sun [...] with the sun / of the film, pasty grainy grey, / whiteness 
from waste, and countertyped, countertyped, / — the sublime sun 
that is in the memory, / with as much physicality as in the hour / in 
which it is high, and goes in the sky, towards / interminable sunsets 
of miserable countries" (PR; PO I, p. 1235) - but this will be a work of 
assembly. Let us remember the difference that the theoretical 
Pasolini places between cinema and film: the film is the dead 
product, obtained through discrete cuts on the continuum of cinema. 
Style is an infinitely repeated death, but it will always be possible, 
through light, to trace the life that lies beyond style: «making cinema 
is writing on burning paper!». 

« faced with the frightening mystery of a reality that is no longer 
antagonistic, with the two terms of "I" and "world" having become 
rigid, in order to break the diaphragm, the I needs a phatic 


asseveration, where orality-corporeity is placed in play; here, at the 
end of But I repeat it: they are not virgins / [...]" (RT; PO IL, p. 1054); 
Religion, a stylistic mechanism much used later is inaugurated, that 
of the direct intervention of the author's voice (I repeat, I tell you, 
aho...) — at the beginning of Poetry in the form of a rose, reflecting 
on what remains for him to do, he says: «I could / even return to the 
stupendous phase / of painting [...] I already feel the silent / spasms 
of the belly, in the throat, / of technical intuitions" (PR; PO I, p. 1105). 
Cinema prolongs expressionism, abolishes it and revives it in a more 
radical way: what was a metaphorical "gesture" becomes a real 
gesture in which physicality - light and the body - is involved. 


+ 


I start again from a formal fact - or rather, from the two formal 
aspects that best define, it seems to me, Pasolini's cinema: the non- 
professionalism of the actors (in no way disguised, rather researched 
and jealously preserved) and the use of "real" locations , wearing as 
little makeup as possible, for the set. «I never choose an actor for his 
skill as an actor, that is, I never choose him to pretend to be 
something other than what he is, but I choose him precisely for what 
he is»; the actor is used for his vitality and his body, the heavy and 
bizarre costumes that sometimes imprison him only better reveal the 
nakedness of his real person; he is not asked to collaborate in the 
creation of a character, rather «I ask professional actors to be non- 
professional»; «I don't say anything to the non-professional actor, I 
don't even explain to him the character he has to play [...] I simply 
told him "now you're going to get angry", and he got angry in the 
usual way"; bad acting becomes a formal figure, it is not a 
disturbance of the film but belongs to the profound meaning of the 
film; the meaning is not in the joke but in not living up to the joke (or 
the shot). Oedipus who complains does not lead us A desired (or in 
any case accepted) syntactic incompetence underlines the lack of 
coincidence between the real places and the space-time coordinates 
of the story told: the places remain places, we spy the coincidences 
between his reactions as a real person and those of a character that is 


superimposed on it (taking care that the signs of imperfect 
superimposition remain evident); «remove everything that is useless 
and instead grasp that moment of truth that can be, well, flashed in 
his gaze, in his smile while I was walking»; inside the tragedy, as in 
Sophocles: it is Franco Citti, with his victim's face sub-proletarian, 
who pronounces the words of a sublime Victim, and the meaning 
arises from the relationship between these two victim figures. The 
same happens for material reality, for places: "I go to any place, 
chosen by me in nature, not reconstructed, and I collect material 
according to the light, according to what is there". assembled a story 
— and reciprocally, the story is merely a pretext to capture a reality 
that lies outside and beneath it. 

The formal figures of cinema reproduce the dichotomous 
structure that was presupposed by literary expressionism, with the 
same aggressive violence: «a camera that is not called a camera for 
nothing». The product obtained through the technique is a very 
fragile shell, fascinating precisely because it allows the ambiguity of 
everyday life to shine through: «I simply told him to say “good 
morning”; in dubbing, then, I would have put "I hate you" in their 
mouth [...] leaving them to live in the ambiguity of their being"; 
through the eye of the camera you can But the image is riskier than 
the word, because it is closer to the pragma; Ninetto (as a formal 
figure) is superior to Pazzariello because it is closer to the "unwritten 
verses" of Morante - therefore the risk of being carried away by the 
sea of pragma is greater. The "sacred" is the insurance against the 
fear of flowing: "my fetishistic love for the 'things' of the world 
prevents me from considering them natural [...] it does not bind 
them in a correct flow, it does not accept this flow"; Reality protects 
against reality. stealing that dazzling thing that is normality: 
«watching a reproduced love scene [...] is looking at a text too 
immense to be interpreted with the objective — albeit emotional — 
gaze of the scholar». 

At the beginning I asked myself what "love for reality" meant: 
love is a love-terror, terror of being nothing in front of others who 
are everything - "sacred" is what cannot be looked at for long 
without trembling: «the world seems to be, for me, nothing more 


than a collection of fathers and mothers, towards whom I have a 
total transport, made of venerating respect, and of the need to 
violate this venerating respect through even violent and scandalous 
desecrations»; «this is due to a kind of infantile shyness. Sometimes I 
have a hard time addressing a dog by first name." Jason's smile is 
"quoted" by Giuseppe Gentile's real smile: Pasolini uses cinema to 
quote reality - but the quote (I have already said it) is a way of 
avoiding recognition of one's place in the uniqueness of reality. — 
Nec tecum nec sine te. The sadism with which actors are used ("for 
about ten years I raped people like this, using them" SPS, p. 1653) 
corresponds to the masochism of those who continue to want to 
touch a reality that excludes them. The reality that Pasolini loves 
(Reality) is a partial reality, the defenseless face of the same terrible 
reality that excluded him, and what he loves in it is the very memory 
of exclusion. A reality as defenseless as the mother, as sacred as her - 
a childish refuge, attractive because it is caressed by shivers. 


+ 


«I choose the actors, so to speak, of a popular character, or at least 
innocent among non-professional actors, while I choose the 
bourgeois, those who are conscious, etc. among professional actors." 
Why this asymmetry? (The dissymmetry from which I started comes 
to mind, the metaphorical tension present in dialect but not in 
Italian). Why then? The empirical explanations that Pasolini tries to 
give are not convincing: «the idea of taking a Milanese industrialist 
to play a Milanese industrialist in a film is practically unfeasible»; 
«Evidently I can't ask an engineer or a writer to come and do 
himself: so I resort to actors». The confessions of the physical 
intolerability of bourgeois reality appear more sincere: «I can't stand 
there representing a Milanese industrialist, maybe think about it for 
a year and then shoot: I'd get bored, I hate it [...] I can't make a 
realistic film in this sense because — because I can't do it, physically." 
I said at the beginning that the formal characteristics typical of 
Pasolini's cinema admit some exceptions - most notable of all but 
also the use of the camera is more regular and the locations of the set 


are more "rigged": this time the film is a compact stylistic object (or 
at least it wants to be as much as possible), not a loose-knit network 
that allows the emergence of an underlying "sacred" reality. To 
varying degrees, the same thing can be said of Salo, first of all in the 
use of actors: «this time I ask professional actors for maximum 
professionalism and I demand professionalism from non- 
professional actors»; Teorema and the second episode of Porcile: in 
short, all the films where the bourgeoisie is the protagonist. Because 
the bourgeoisie has killed the sacred, Pasolini would perhaps say; 
but it would be the last attempt to divide reality in two, escaping the 
awareness that what occupies all the space is not the bourgeoisie but 
life. One is not different with respect to one behavior or another, but 
with respect to life as a whole - and then this would be the 
alternative: either consider oneself unworthy of living and meekly 
disappear, or let one's hatred for life explode, refuse to kiss the hand 
that strikes and suffer poetry as nothing more than a deception. But 
Pasolini was never, with all his provocations, what Leopardi was in 
the noiseless banality of a little pension in Florence: a malthinker. 
Pasolini believes in poetry as a testimony of goodness, he believes 
that reality is fundamentally good, and therefore he cannot fully 
believe that a poet can be excluded. Through cinema he engages in a 
desperate melee with reality: he wants to seduce nature and rape it, 
force it to accept him. By making films Pasolini risks (and he senses 
it) being punished because he insists on insinuating himself where 
he is not wanted; for Pasolini cinema is «an art of living in the place 
of the other». 

The game (we have seen) is double-edged, and cannot be played 
to the end: climbing into mother's bed is fine, as long as father 
remains an enemy - but if he really puts himself in father's place, to 
the point of being defined and judged according to paternal values, 
the ego (differentially constructed) dies. (Partial) Reality is the place 
invented to escape the common power relations which, if revealed, 
would upset the castle of the ego and the very structure of its 
eroticism. (Whole) reality is unbearable not because it kills the 
sacred, but because it kills that refuge which is Reality. A true 
bourgeois, in the midst of his functions, in a film of him is intolerable 


to Pasolini because he would bring him back entirely to the ancient 
horrible family game that his whole being no longer wants (can't) 
play. And even further back, it would force him to cancel the 
differential gap on which his ego was constituted. When Pasolini, 
speaking of what he intends to do next, could almost be translated as 
"IT couldn't physically stand to represent myself, without diversity or 
eroticism, in the world" - on the other hand, cinema too has 
exhausted its drive: let it be finished, just as expressionism was 
finished.Salo says «what is certain is that I will not be able to face the 
modern world realistically; I couldn't, I couldn't physically stand up 
to represent this power that I'm undergoing", Abjuration from the 
Trilogy of Life is there to remind you that any escape towards 
eroticism and the sacred is now equally impossible. One has the 
impression that faced with the new onslaught of unity (which 
Pasolini calls homologation) 


«And then I said the dark reasons / which governed my choice: / 
how many times angrily and recklessly / had I said that I wanted to 
renounce my Italian citizenship! / Well, by abandoning the Italian 
language, and with it, / little by little, literature, / I renounced my 
nationality" (Paradoxically, in the evolution of cinematographic 
language the desire for infringement was born before a true and had 
been fixed: in what Pasolini himself defines as the "cinema of poetry" 
the expressive effect is obtained with a series of syntactic forcings; at 
first, there is no doubt that Pasolini felt close to these experiments, if 
only because the infraction itself attracted him: «I myself experience 
in slow motion (or beforehand, by filming) the almost sexual effect 
of the infraction of the code, as an exhibitionism of something 
violated (a feeling that is also felt when writing verses, but which 
cinema multiplies infinitely: it is one thing to be martyred in the 
room and one thing to be martyred in the square." But he also 
realizes that that excess of infractions, especially in the absence of a 
strong code, risks becoming coded in turn, or rather in an 
international way: «the formation of a tradition of “language of 


cinema poetry” stands as a sign of a strong and general revival of 
formalism, as a medium and typical production of the cultural 
development of neo-capitalism». How to break the infraction, if you 
want to stay in the line of fire? Pasolini overcomes the impasse by 
improvising as a theoretician. He distinguishes between cinema and 
film, he invents the myth of cinema as the "written language of 
action” and of reality as "cinema in nature"; between the code of 
reality and the code of cinema, he maintains, there is no difference. 
Cinema reproduces the "total language of action", respecting its 
totality and also its "ontological mystery"; having the same code as 
reality is like having no code at all, because the code of reality can 
never be completely described. If the history of cinema does not 
have a convention that can be contradicted with sufficient scandal, it 
is enough to let the mystery of Reality, the perennially scandalous 
one, shine through beneath the individual films. PDC; PO IL, p. 
1272); cinema (through the transnationality of the image) frees him 
from the code of the Italian language - but it also does more: both 
from a historical and theoretical point of view, it almost deludes him 
into liberation from every code. Historically, audiovisual technique 
is still young, and no code has acquired enough authority to impose 
itself; the cinematic language still needs to be done - this fascinates 
Pasolini, being able to reinvent cinema, and this is the impression 
you get when seeing his first films. As in the clear and affectionate 
memory of Bernardo Bertolucci (his assistant director on Accattone): 
«what was truly extraordinary when Accattone was being made was 
Pier Paolo saying: let's go travelling. And it was truly the first 
traveling in the history of cinema." 

Pasolini's cinema is a continuation of expressionism not literally 
(as expressionist cinema), but in spirit, taking to its extreme 
consequences the idea of "piercing" or "capturing" which was the 
logical presupposition of expressionism. That reality which there 
was only evoked by the violence with which one tended towards it, 
here appears (or gives the illusion of appearing) materially, in an 
unexpected gust of wind, in the decayed teeth of an old woman, in 
the beautiful legs of an athlete . This is why profilmic material is so 
important in his films; for this reason the clips of inspections are 


often the most exciting ("the search for the actor is the thing that gets 
me the most"); for this reason a high point of his filmography is 
represented by Poetry is not achieved by exasperating technical 
mannerism, but by capturing Reality, Notes for an African Oresteia, 
an episode of a film that had to alternate pieces of fiction and pieces 
of inspection. which is poetic. Pasolini's cinema is therefore not a 
"cinema of poetry" (in the sense of an object constructed according to 
the language of poetry), but a cinema that testifies that poetry exists 
in Reality. 

Starting from the mid-1960s, Pasolini increasingly has the 
impression that the Italian poetry that matters is going in the 
opposite direction to that which interests him: he seems to be 
witnessing the revival of a somewhat old-fashioned, mortuary "great 
style". , sublime by dint of What interests him is a poetry that 
continually burns itself in the attempt to reach life without 
mediation: a poetry that crosses style to return itself to things. The 
signs are merely a means: «every poem is translingual. It's a Lenin 
wrote a great "poem of action". He himself no longer knows how to 
find understatement - confirmed much more than contradicted by 
the purely technical experiments of the neo-avant-garde, which also 
conclude in a recovery of classicist uniformity and monotonality. 
action "deposited" in a system of symbols [...] which becomes action 
again in the recipient"; in words, the right path: "loaded / with 
poetry and no longer a poet" (PR; PO I, p. 1241); «just as the 
condition of youth / has destroyed itself, so the condition / of poetry 
has destroyed poetry» (PR; PO I, p. 1241); just as one risks hating 
through too much love, so in the open world of modernity if one is 
too much of a poet one can no longer write: «But the profession of 
poet qua poet / is increasingly insignificant. Is it really necessary / to 
insert that living language into a language of convention, / so that it 
is freed there, returning to what it is, living, in the reader?” (PDC; 
PO IIL, p. 1277); «the language of action, of life that is represented / is 
so infinitely more fascinating!» (PDC; PO IL, p. 1277). 

In terms of cultural history, it is clear what the poetics underlie 
these positions of Pasolini: poetry as a substance that exists in things 
before any expression can even take us back to his youthful Pascolini 


readings; the distinction between literature and poetry in Croce's 
equally youthful readings (even if it then makes poetry and nature 
coincide, which couldn't be more anti-Crocian than that); myth of 
origin, activism, writing that refers to a mysterious Something 
behind itself - we are in decadentism which critics have always 
indicated as Pasolini's cultural couche and which Pasolini himself 
does not reject: «this decadentism must be given back its historical 
sense , without moralism. And in this sense it is neither negative nor 
positive. It is simply the expression of a refusal" (SPS, p. 1486). In a 
tradition of "timid" decadentism like the Italian one, the pertinacity 
of Pasolini's decadentism should be noted; with cinema, Pasolini not 
only writes the most acute critical self-commentary on his poetry, on 
his limits and on his profound reasons, but also burns bridges 
behind him, protecting his own expressiveness from any possible 
classicist recomposition. 

The anxiety of touching life, the desire-terror of possessing it and 
being possessed by it, pushes him forward: the camera, the film are 
still intermediaries - and his impulse is to cross them. (In an artist as 
extraordinarily self-aware as Pasolini, perhaps the only symbol 
whose obsessiveness remains unconscious — the “personal myth” as 
Mauron would say — is that of the membrane that one is continually 
tempted to cross; perhaps one could recognize in it an image of 
birth: the shell that should be pierced to pass from non-life to life). 
«You can write or read poetry even simply by living»: the temptation 
(always present but which was accentuated in the last years of his 
life) is to make one's very existence a poetry in action; cinema is no 
longer enough: no longer capturing poetry with a machine, but 
living it with one's own body: «therefore I would only like to live / 
despite being a poet / because life expresses itself even only with 
itself. / I would like to express myself with examples. / Throw my 
body into the fight" (PDC; PO II, 1287). 


+ 


Make your life a work of art? Pasolini is not an aesthete, he would 
never desire a boy because he resembles a painting; If anything, he 


would despise a painting because he cannot resemble a boy: he is 
exactly the opposite of an aesthete (which does not exclude the 
possibility of some relationship, on the contrary). If the esthete tries 
to realize in his own life the infinite possibility of art, Pasolini rather 
feels the impotence of art, in the face of a reality that recomposes 
itself compact, deadly - in those cases art can revitalize itself in a 
only way, with a human sacrifice. Pasolini does not want to be a 
priest, but a scapegoat. 

«We voluntarily exposed ourselves to insults and_ public 
contempt, and we did not hesitate to offer ourselves, as a holocaust, 
to all the mockery and humiliation»: thus Tzara recalling Dadaism. 
Dada wanted, as is known, to start over from scratch: one of the 
posters has a phrase from Descartes in its epigraph: "I don't even 
want to know that there were other men before me"; Dada did not 
accept distinctions between life and poetry: «our poetry was a way 
of existing»; "it's more or less the same to write a poem in Siamese or 
to dance on a locomotive"; indeed, he devalued art in favor of life: 
«art does not have this celestial and universal value that we are 
pleased to attribute to it. Life is much more interesting." The 
similarities are notable - let's remember what Pasolini said about his 
choice to be martyred in the square rather than in his room: the 
choice of art among the crowd rather than in the closed rooms is 
typical of the historical avant-gardes, from futurism to 
expressionism; just as the need (also claimed by Pasolini) to read 
one's poems aloud is typical. «Today we no longer believe in the 
sincerity of a work that takes several months to write. Think how 
often a single day changes us with his emotions and adventures. 
Imagine several months! The only possible form of expression for us 
is poetry and gloss": this statement could be countersigned by 
Pasolini of the "commissioned poems" and the articles in the 
"Corriere". 

«In 1910 the Independents; / the Cubists in 1913. In Prague! / Not 
far from Prague, / I was born ten years after this last exhibition / — 
you will say. Yes, it's true. But I'm hungry / for my prenatal story, I / 
[...] / kissed Mayakovsky on the lips [...] / why did poets love 
painters so much, / in the ten years before I was born? [...] / And I 


too loved painters. And I spoke Zaum"; if there is a literary myth 
that gives Pasolini "the anguish of influence" it is not so much, I 
would say, the generation of decadent aesthetes, that of Huysmans 
Péladan D'Annunzio, but rather the subsequent generation of the 
historical avant-gardes: the young people who tear the veils of 
symbolism and burn their lives in the brutal collision with things. A 
generation of brothers onto whom Pasolini literary transfers the 
image of Guido, his younger brother, killed in the partisan war - his 
brother who translated into action what he only fantasized: Guido 
who «could not survive his enthusiasm» , who "chose death for 
himself, he wanted it", "sacrificing himself for his older brother, 
perhaps whom he loved too much and believed in too much" (LL, p. 
481). 

His brother who left "with the revolver in a book": it is as if 
Pasolini had been trying to catch up with him all his life; ashamed of 
himself, trying to transform instinctive psychological anarchism into 
political action: dying with weapons in hand for a just cause; the 
struggle of the 1940s had been «a light / out of the eternity of style» 
(RT; PO IL, p. 945); he even goes so far, once, to hope for a connection 
between the old Resistance and the new terrorism, in verses that the 
very young Gallinari and Franceschini would have liked: «let them 
go, to begin with, to the Crespis, to the Agnellis, / to the Valletta [...] / 
it has arrived for each of them the hour that has no / proportion to 
what he had and how much he hated. / Then those who have taken 
away from the common good / precious capital, and whom no law 
can / punish, well, go, tie them with the rope / of massacres. At the 
end of Piazzale Loreto / there are still, repainted, some / petrol 
pumps [...] / it's time to make them a burial ground" (PR; PO [, p. 
1269). But we are, it is worth noting, in '64: when terrorism 
materializes in actions, Pasolini will feel extraneous to it, convinced 
as he is that the revolution carried out by capital has made any 
proletarian revolution definitively obsolete. The violence that cannot 
be addressed externally turns back on the subject, becomes self- 
persecutory again, returns to struggle in the shackles of style. 

«The current social situation is unfair and deserves to be 
destroyed. If it is the theatre's task to deal with it, it is even more so 


than the machine gun's task": another anarchist and self-persecutor, 
Artaud, says things that would not be inappropriate for Pasolini: 
look for the "Word before words", because "every spoken word is 
dead"; «beneath the poetry of the texts, there is real poetry, without 
form and without text»; expressive conventions are a trap to capture 
the Sacred. Artaud crossing surrealism is a good emblem to indicate 
the impulse that Pasolini tries to also cross the avant-garde, 
throwing the weight of physiology, of the body, onto the scales. As 
with cinema in relation to expressionism, also in this case fidelity 
will be sought in the spirit and not in the letter: not in Pasolini's 
theater (although there is more than one clue in Affabulazione and 
Orgia) but in Pasolini himself as actor. This is how we could read the 
intention expressed in recent years to "make poetry with one's 
body". 

Theater scholars call "pre-expressive level" that set of techniques 
that the actor uses to accumulate energy from the paradoxes and 
oppositions that structured his character, his thoughts and his public 
image; if there wasn't a real one, certainly a game, and a very 
Artaudian one, is to offer oneself as a force of the Past, as a defender 
of order and of the New Right. In the Appendix of - tradition 
extreme outcome of the transgression, as in independently and 
before any role played on the stage; training, and even personal 
behavior, which detach the actor's body from the normal level of 
insignificance and invisibility and make it visible, giving it that 
presence that the actor will then "spend" on the scene. I wonder if in 
Pasolini, especially in recent years, there hasn't been a conscious use 
of strategy in accumulating attention and then spending it on naive 
and "dishonorable" gestures. «Playing with Antipathy as before / one 
had played with Sympathy»; Beast of Style (perhaps the last literary 
text he wrote) tells a young conservative «express yourself / 
imitating Petrarch» Poems by Lautréamont; tradition the only 
container solid enough to cage the explosive force of a body that 
offers itself helplessly to be devoured (with a final practical mockery, 
glorifying those who have hated it all their lives): «Sublime right, / 
which is in all of us, / “relationship of intimacy with Power”. Hic / 
desinit cantus». 


The song of someone who has never separated his "shame of 
living" from the "shame of living like this". 


The real sun and the sun of the film, 
or on Pasolini's expressionism 
In "Revista di letteratura italiana", VII, 1, 1989, pp. 97-135. 
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. Characteristic of Pasolini is never to draw all the consequences from the things he knows: 
he often uses cover words, container words to put different meanings inside and hide 
them: «one could therefore say that Pasolini loves reality: but, always speaking 
generically , one could perhaps also say that Pasolini does not love - with an equally 
complete and profound love - the truth" (SLA II, p. 2580). 

10. Pasolini's poetic texts are cited according to these acronyms: 

PC = Poems in Casarsa, Bologna, Libreria Antiquaria M. Landi 1942 

DD = From the diary, Caltanissetta-Rome, Sciascia 1979 

UC = The Nightingale of the Catholic Church, Turin, Einaudi 1976 

SP = Spring sonnet, Milan, In the name of the golden fish 1960 

CG = Gramsci's ashes, Turin, Einaudi 1981 

RT = The religion of my time, Turin, Einaudi 1982 

PR = Poetry in the form of a rose, second revised edition, Milan, Garzanti June 1964 


TO = Transhumanar and organiser, Milan, Garzanti 1976 
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"Meridiani" dedicated to All Poems. The number is the number of the PO page.) 

11. Even the translations that Pasolini provides attenuate the strength of the dialect 
metaphors: «the bell is exhausted» (literally: it is shaken by pouring out its contents); 
«tree that vanishes» (lit. evaporated); «the evening falls on the fountains» (lit. scroscia); 
«the Rosary grows dim in the meadows» (lit. becomes exhausted). 

12. «I no longer want to want you [the “you” addressed is Language], I want my naked 
silence, / the silence of the child that a Europe / without statues lit up with the dawn, / of 
the child who in dialect flies / on her virgin worldless heart" (UC; PO I, p. 448). 

13. Some syntagms could even refer to an average Quasimodian hermeticism: «hands sweet 
with the breeze, bitter with the sun» (UC, PO I, p. 475); «howls of dogs in the evening» 
(CG, POL, p. 801) — but they are, it must be said, rarer. 

14. G. Contini, Literary Expressionism, entry in the Enciclopedia del Novecento, II, Istituto 
della Enciclopedia Italiana, Rome 1977; now in Last exercises and elzeviri, Einaudi, Turin 
1988, p. 45. 

15. The text that has the greatest percentage of antitheses and parallels is by far Recit, a text 
entirely imbued with a sense of guilt ("an unaware animal, tracked down, chased / [...] / 
seen by the sudden gaze of Him" — CG; PO I, pp. 828-830); Does this demonstrate that, in 
contrast to the aggressiveness of the expressionistic fragments, the logical figures rather 
have a defensive function? Of course, the double septenary favors parallels - but after all, 
even the choice of the metric scheme was not obligatory. 

16. Here Pasolini is actually not talking about himself but about Elsa Morante; the 
sympathy, bordering on identification, with this aspect of Moranti's poetry is however 
evident in the context. 

17. «Io che mi spo» is the formula that Pasolini uses to contrast himself with Montale in that 
actual response to the Letter to Malvolio which is Fragment I of the Appendix of Bestia 
da stile. 

18. P.P. Pasolini, La nuova allegria di Ungaretti, in «Il Oggi», 5 February 1953, now in SLA I, 
p. 444. An air of "Vocian" recovery (and not just due to Pasolini's influence) can be felt in 
the atmosphere of «Officina»: cf. for example the Observations on the literature of the 
twentieth century by Angelo Romano (n. 11, 1957). 

19. Longhi's pieces are cited (with the acronym CM) by R. Longhi, Da Cimabue a Morandi, 
cit.; some passages from his youthful writings, absent from Contini's anthology, are cited 
(with the initials SG) by R. Longhi, Complete Works I — Writings youthful (1912-1922), 


Sansoni, Florence 1961. 


20. Longhi is a model for Pasolini, it seems to me, also with other stylistic features: 
antitheses such as "inhuman, yet very civilized" (CM 403), oxymorons such as "faulty 
exquisiteness" (CM, p. 37), or even the particular nuance of certain adjectives: «poor 
human reflexes» (CM, p. 283); «that little bit of miserable foam» (CM, p. 1070); «almost 
mystical elegance» (CM, p. 408); but a specific investigation would be needed. 

21. P.V. Mengaldo, Notes on the critical language of Roberto Longhi, in Literary criticism 
and history. Studies offered to Mario Fubini, II, Liviana, Padua 1970, p. 503. 

22. This makes us think, reciprocally, of how much truly erotic libertinism there is in 
Longhi's critical method, in his attack on provincial museums and country churches; «of 
aimless journeys, of fortuitous encounters, of long approaches to the works» (SG, p. 154); 
«from the ever rambling course, always ready for new embarkations (an artist at each 
port) of our passions as scholars» (SG, p. 158). 

23. Reviewing Longhi, Pasolini cancels the distinction between reality and painting: «the 
descriptions of the paintings (or, better, of the reality represented by those paintings) end 
up being of an excruciating, visionary accuracy» (Descriptions of descriptions, now in 
SLA II, p. 306). 

24. P.P. Pasolini, Bestia da stile, now in TE, p. 772. Here Pasolini does not speak in the first 
person but through the mouth of Jan, the protagonist of Bestia da stile; which however is, 
to all intents and purposes, an alter ego — Pasolini himself, presenting the drama, states 
bluntly: «it is, in fact, an autobiography». 

25. P.P. Pasolini, Descriptions, now in SLA II, p. 1880. Note that here Pasolini is talking 
about petty bourgeois, that is, his own social class. 

26. P.P. Pasolini, Bestia da stile, cit., now in TE, p. 838. 

27. P.P. Pasolini, The notes of Sandro Penna, now in SLA I, p. 351. 

28. E. Paci, Phenomenological Diary, Bompiani, Milan 1973, p. 77. 

29. Note that “April” is, in Pasolini's thematic system, almost a senhal of the mother. 

30. «It is within your grace that my anguish is born / [...] and your love is my slavery: / I 
spent my childhood a slave to this / high, irremediable sense, of an immense 
commitment» (PR; PO I, p. 1102): the Supplication to my mother begins with the long 
passage of the elegy, like To a boy - but suddenly the breath breaks, the lyric ends 
hastily: «I beg you, ah, I beg you: don't want die. / I am here, alone, with you, in a future 
April..."; almost as if to cut short the devastating consequences of maternal love. 

31. The only exception, terrible and "displaced", the character of Jan's mother in Beast of 
Style: a drunken mother, full of hatred, "turned / with her back to the world" (TE, p. 781); 
a mother who has on her feet «these shoes dirty from the swamp, / which no one can say 
is not mixed / with the shit of Jews and the blood of assholes» (TE, p. 809); a mother who 


says to her son: «even if you had been / as big as your Rimbaud on whom I fart, / I would 
still have been ashamed of you: / a small change in metrics is enough / to offend the 
whole of Society. / I didn't want anything new" (TE, p. 813). 

32. «[...] I published the first little book of verses, / with the title, for then, conformist of 
“Poems in Casarsa”, / dedicated, out of conformity, to my father, / [...] / and a sign of our 
hatred [...] that book dedicated to him / was written in Friulian dialect! / My mother's 
dialect!” (PDC; PO II, p. 1262). 

33. The boys and the countries pass before the eyes in rapid succession (this will still be the 
case in much of the Ashes): as if seen from the train, or from a bird's eye view or (and it is 
the comparison that matters most here) projected on a cinema screen . 

34. The act must indeed be repeated, because renunciation means an unthinkable death, an 
inconceivable pain: «and this act must be repeated a thousand times: / because, not 
repeating it, means experiencing / death as a frenetic pain, / which it has no equal in the 
vital world" (PR; PO I, p. 1114). 

35. Eroticism somehow manages to calm even the nightmare of being visited by one's own 
corpse: cf. the necrophilic scene in A Desperate Vitality, when the protagonist goes to 
masturbate at night on the graves of the soldiers who died in the First World War. 

36. If we get into this confusion, there can be no distinction between various degrees of 
ownership (in defiance of all Marxism): "and every possession is the same: from industry 
/ to the small field, from the ship to the cart" (RT; POI, p. 984). 

37. I quote, unfortunately, from memory. 

38. «A blind man, a monster, in life, never really consoles / anything: but to the point 
irremediable / and shameful, in the terror of the hour / in which everything was — he will 
be a guinea pig / not even a man anymore!» (PR; PO I, 1117-1118). 

39. F. Fortini, Poetry and corruption, in Pasolini: judicial chronicle, persecution, death, 
edited by L. Betti, Garzanti, Milan 1977, p. 357. (In a subsequent edition Fortini's essay 
was then censored and expunged by Betti herself). 

40. F. Fortini, The Italian poems of these years, in Saggi italiani 1, Garzanti, Milan 1987, p. 
134. 

41. «He who does not choose ONE life has no life»: the self-conscious affirmation is in a 
variant of Quadri friuliani (see the essay Oltre il nostro astinato defendrla, fifth part of 
this volume). 

42. In the myth of origin of his Friulian poetry there is the desire to make the word "rosada" 
graphic, "which had never been written"; in the theater he wants to start again from that 


founding myth which is the Greek polis; even in painting he tries to reinvent colors, 


using flower petals, red wine vinegar, dripped wax to paint; for the cinema we will see 
later. 

43. To be precise, Religion includes texts ranging from 1955 to 1960; Already in '54 he had 
collaborated with Mario Soldati for La donna del cielo, and in '55 with Luis Trenker for 
The prisoner of the mountain - but only in '57 did the fundamental collaboration with 
Bolognini begin (Marisa la civetta, Giovani mariti, La notte brava , II bell'Antonio, La 
giorno balorda), to which were added, in '59 and '60, collaborations with Ermanno Olmi, 
Franco Rossi, Gianni Puccini, Florestano Vancini; in '61 he shot Accattone. 

44. Italics are mine. 

45. P.P. Pasolini, Is being natural? in Heretical Empiricism, now in SLA I, p. 1566. 

46. Italics are mine. 

47. Also regarding these two aspects, since 1960 Pasolini had noticed the antithetical Fellini 
habits: «Fellini always uses actors in an extravagant, unexpected way, such as to violate 
their personality at the roots and to force it into a total reinvention [...] ] uses a 
continuous expressionistic dilation of customs and environments" (P.P. Pasolini, La dolce 
vita, cit., now in SLA I pp. 131-132). 

48. P.P. Pasolini, Rationality and metaphor, interview given to Paolo Castaldini, in 
«Filmcritica», n. 174 (February 1967); now in With Pier Paolo Pasolini, edited by E. 
Magrelli, Rome, Bulzoni 1977. 

49. P.P. Pasolini, Power and Death, interview for Italian-Swiss television, given to Gideon 
Bachmann on 29 April 1975, in PC II, p. 3016. 

50. P.P. Pasolini, Last conversation, in With Pier Paolo Pasolini, cit., p. 115. 

51. P.P. Pasolini, interview with James Blue, in «Film Comment» n. 4 (autumn 1965); cited in 
The Pasolini scandal, edited by F. Di Giammarco, Rome, Edizioni dell'Ateneo e Bizzarri 
1976, p. 21. 

52. P.P. Pasolini, Power and Death, cit., now in PC IL, p. 3016. 

53. P.P. Pasolini, Things are names, in Heretical Empirism, cit., ora in SLA I, p. 1584 

54. P.P. Pasolini, interview with James Blue, cit. 

55. P.P. Pasolini, Inspections or The search for lost places, in Pier Paolo Pasolini. Bodies and 
places, Theorema editions, Rome 1981, p. 23. 

56. See the review in verse of the World saved by children, in Trasumanar and organiser, 
POIL pp. 35-44; Pazzariello, as is known, is a character in Morante's book. 

57. P.P. Pasolini, Battute sul cinema, cit., now in SLA I, 1547. 

58. The lack of sequence shots can be read in this sense: the sequence shot gives reality time 
to change in front of the camera - Pasolini (see Voci del set, cit., p. 63) interprets it as trust 


in reality, as hope (of the neorealists) opposed to its desperation: but it can certainly also 


be read as the courage to "withstand" the changes in reality - not making sequential plans 
then indicates a compulsion to see reality in fragments (only the fragment can become an 
idol). Pasolini cannot fixate on the Sacred for long because he fears that, by changing 
over time, it will cease to be sacred. The trembling in the face of sacredness is an 
emphasis (a simulation) of terror that exorcises the much deeper terror of the non-sacred, 
of the human. 

59. P.P. Pasolini, Battute sul cinema, cit., now in SLA I, p. 1554. 

60. P.P. Pasolini, Voci del set, cit., p. 67. 

61. P.P. Pasolini, Me and Boccaccio, interview given to Dario Bellezza, «L'Espresso», 22 
November 1970, now in SPS, p. 1653. 

62. P.P. Pasolini, Sade 1944, moments of the press conference on the set of Salo, transcribed 
in Cinema in the form of poetry, cit., p. 176. 

63. P.P. Pasolini, Meeting with P.P.P., interview given to Lino Peroni, in «Inquadrature», nn. 
15-16 (autumn 1968), now in PC IL, p. 2935. 

64. P.P. Pasolini, Sade 1944, cit., p. 176. 

65. P.P. Pasolini, De Sade and the universe of consumption, interview given to Gideon 
Bachmann on 2 May 1975, now in PC II, p. 3022. 

66. P.P. Pasolini, Last conversation, cit., p. 115. 

67. M. Mancini and G. Perrella, Introduction to Pier Paolo Pasolini. Bodies and places, cit. 

68. P.P. Pasolini, Last conversation, cit., p. 118. 

69. Let's be clear: although his idea of Reality may derive from misunderstanding and error, 
his films are full of a trembling humility in the face of reality that current fashionable 
Italian directors don't even dream of; and it is heartbreaking to hear self-styled admirers 
of Pasolini praising films like Good Morning Babilonia or The Last Emperor. Perhaps it 
was precisely his shyness, his sense of inferiority in the face of everything that exists (let's 
say, the overestimation of Reality) that allowed him to denounce well in advance the 
process of total derealization of television images and more generally the "emptying of 
reality" that threatens our audio-visual company. Psychological obsession can prevent 
one from understanding great and simple things, but obviously in exchange it gives a lot 
of sensitivity to the painful points: Pasolini's identification of Reality with the past will be 
erroneous as long as you like, but it paid off in foresight in denouncing the cultural 
genocide that the capitalist West is perpetrating it on the whole world, including the 
West, so that we are becoming our own Indians. 

70. Voices of the set, cit., p. 63. 

71. P.P. Pasolini, Il cinema unpopolare, in Empirismo eretico, cit., now in SLA I, p. 1608. 


72. P.P. Pasolini, The cinema of poetry, ibidem, now in SLA I, p. 1487. 


73. P.P. Pasolini, Last conversation, cit., p. 122. 

74. On this five-episode film project, see P.P. Pasolini, Notes for a poem on the Third World, 
in Bodies and Places, cit., pp.35-37; there, the planned African episode is still The Savage 
Father, but the one on the Orestiade will be made in its place. 

75. For his accusations of “classicism” aimed at the neo-avant-garde, cf. P.P. Pasolini, The 
end of the avant-garde, in Empirismo eretico, cit., now in SLA I, pp. 1411-1412. 

76. P.P. Pasolini, The written language of reality, ibidem, now in SLA I, p. 1505. 

77. As soon as I finished formulating it, I realized that Pasolini had also intuited it, in some 
memorable lines: "I, an adult fetus, wander around / more modern than any modern 
person / looking for brothers who are no longer" (PR; PO I, p. 1099) (italics mine). 

78. P.P. Pasolini, Things are names, in Heretical Empirism, cit., ora in SLA I, p. 1589 

79. T. Tzara, Manifesti del dadaismo e Lampisterie, edited by G. Posani, Turin, Einaudi 
1975, p. 95 — the following steps are respectively on pp. 30, 91, 64, 82. 

80. The main difference is in Pasolini's impossibility of that almost Buddhist "leap back" that 
makes Dada's "game" possible: «You will never understand that life is just a game of 
words, because you will not be never alone enough to be able to oppose hatred, 
judgement, everything that requires a great effort, with a balanced state of mind, where 
everything is of no importance" (Tzara, ibidem, p. 80). In the last years of his life Pasolini 
declared that he wanted to play, but it was a cruel game, played on his own skin. 

81. «I believe that few poems are made to be read “out loud” [...] as mine are» (P.P. Pasolini, 
Ancora il lingua della realities, in With Pier Paolo Pasolini, cit., p. 90). 

82. H. Kersten, Rezension von Leo Matthias, Der jungste Tag, «Die Action», 4 (1914), quoted 
in L. Forte, La Politica Dadaista Germania, Turin, Einaudi 1976, p. 31. 

83. P.P. Pasolini, Bestia da stile, in TE, pp. 790-791; Pasolini's alter ego, Jan, is speaking 
again: Pasolini was actually not born in 1923 but in 1922. 

84. A. Artaud, The theater and its double, edited by G.R. Morteo and G. Neri, Turin, 
Einaudi 1968, p. 159; the following steps are respectively on pp. 176, 192, 195. 

85. See p. es. E. Barba, N. Savarese, Anatomy of the actor, Rome, Zeami libri 1985 (especially 
the chapters Pre-expressiveness and Energy and presence) - or F. Taviani, Un vivo 
contrasto, in "Teatro e storia", I, 1986, pp. 25-75. 

86. This does not mean that I agree with those who think that Pasolini somehow "planned" 
his own death; indeed, it seems to me that a refined and precious strategy like the one 
implemented by Pasolini excludes such an external and brutal intervention. There would 
be a lot to say about Zigaina's book (G. Zigaina, Pasolini e la morte, Marsilio, Venezia 
1987) which recently relaunched the thesis of "desired death", starting from the exegetical 


ease, which "pulls" the texts as if they were rubber bands. But the most important 


observation is general and concerns Pasolini's culture: I don't believe that allegorical 
esotericism was ever as central and omnipervasive for Pasolini as Zigaina would have us 
believe: certainly Pasolini was intrigued by that type of culture, but when he wanted to 
understand, he has always tried to do so with the tools of a rationalist and realist culture: 
from Saussure to Freud, from Marx to American sociology. 

87. TE, p. 823; the two passages cited below are respectively on pp. 851 and 853. 

88. The figure of Hitler (more generally, Nazism) generates anxiety in Pasolini's thematic 
network: because it makes one feel like a victim (the homosexual as a man whose life "is 
not worth living") but at the same time leads to identification (the violence of frustrated 
desire, which to realize itself would not hesitate to destroy the world: «the repressions 
make me an Esse Esse» (PO I, p. 1115) — the Sacred requires a sacrifice, the Nazi planes 
cross as a sign of homage on the Montségur fortress: does the Sacred justify the 
Holocaust? Has the removal of the Sacred in industrial societies caused its malignant and 
infernal re-emergence? French culture questions itself on this in the years of the Spanish 
war (see above all the activity of the College de Sociologie, founded in 1937 by Bataille, 
Leiris and Caillois — and the reservations that this activity arouses in men like Paulhan 
and Marcel Mauss; but see also the surrealists and Dali's Hitlerism); Italian culture, in the 
years in which Pasolini was young, she was deaf to these themes, and certainly it was 
also due to this deafness that Pasolini then experienced the crux of violence connected to 
the Sacred in such a creaturely and so essentially early-twentieth-century manner. 

89. The sentence is not what a rhetoric manual would call an irony, the context does not 
justify a reading of this type at all - rather it is the author who, by writing this sentence 
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the effects of the text and the depth of its resonances. 


4 
Describe, narrate, expose yourself — 1998 


We had decided, with Renata Colorni, that for the introduction to the 
individual volumes of the "Meridiani" we would not rely on critics 
or scholars of Pasolini but rather on "experts" in that discipline (thus 
there were Bernardo Bertolucci for cinema, Luca Ronconi for theatre, 
Fernando Bandini for poetry etc.); I, somewhat riskily considering 
myself a narrator, took on the novel. It was a useful thing for me, 
given that by addressing Pasolini's "resistance to the novel" I found 
myself dealing with the Girardian idea of the novel as a meditation 
on inauthentic desire, as opposed to the "romantic lie" of opera. It 
was the year of my second autofiction book, I was seeing the 
possibility of a trilogy and therefore of a future end, or exit from the 
self-fictional cage. Limiting Pasolini as a novelist (even now I believe 
that his nature is that of a poet) I was groping a bit for a path for 
myself. 

There is a memory that comes back to me more than any other, 
and it is a memory of joy. It was me and Silvia De Laude at the 
Fondo del Vieusseux; in one of the folders she discovered a headless 
Pasolini novel, in the sense that the first pages with the title were 
missing, and there was a large gap after the middle. A text that 
neither of us had ever read; the next day (I think), in another folder, 
it was my turn to find the missing initial pages complete with the 
title: Contempt for the Province. We celebrated the discovery, even 
among the paperwork moments of enthusiasm can flourish. It was a 
text written down hastily between '51 and '52, a trace of it remained 
in a letter to Leonardo Sciascia: a novel with two protagonists, two 
Friulian intellectuals who shared the burden of being stand-ins for 
Pasolini himself. An atmosphere of dreams and frustrations: at a 
certain point one of the two commits "a foolish thing" driven by 


alcohol, something that causes him to lose his job and forces him to 
flee the country and take refuge in the city, accompanied by his 
mother who sacrifices herself and works for two. What really 
happened to Pasolini after the “Ramuscello events” — but the 
“nonsense” was probably told in the gap in the sixth and seventh 
chapters. We searched for those chapters with an orgasm that was 
gradually succeeded by disappointment. We had to surrender to the 
bitter truth: the only autobiographical episode that he himself 
defined as "fictional" (the sexual games with two minors, the 
denunciation and public shame, the escape at night from Casarsa 
with his mother, secretly to his father) Pasolini never told it in a 
novel. As we wanted to demonstrate. 


«After all, I'm not a novelist; I wrote those two novels because I 
had a world behind me that I felt": thus Pasolini to a journalist who 
asks him if, after Provisional Denial therefore that of '60, and doubly 
false: both because it is tactical (Pasolini has the tendency to declare 
himself elsewhere when he suffers a setback), and because he hides 
and removes the hundreds of pages and at least five attempts at a 
novel that accumulated in his drawers before the world of the 
suburbs seduced him. Far from being an occasional narrator - and 
yet, if we think about the "rib" that characterizes a writer and that 
fixes his creative physiognomy, we must recognize that denial as a 
second degree truth: Pasolini knows what he is saying, he is not a 
novelist. Ragazzi di vita and A violent life, have new narrative forms 
in mind. That summer of '60 was a pause of dejection and apnea, 
between Accattone announcing himself and private annoyances; the 
third novel of the planned Roman trilogy is struggling to take off - 
which, for someone who has his own work rhythms, means that it 
will never take off again. But it was enough that in '64 the project of 
the Divine Mimesis began to take shape, and here it was rectified, 
with a reborn enthusiasm: «I believed that the novel as a genre was 
finished, as I had exhausted certain of my topics [...] it got back into 
motion the imagination of narration". 


It is not, first of all, because its first instinct is to describe, or rather 
to express the dismay of an eternally disappointed description; 
reality shines, infinitely desirable, desperately elusive, in an absolute 
present — and words are but a trap to capture it, or to declare love for 
it. We are, as we can see, in the territories of lyric writing, as it has 
been defined from romanticism onwards; it is certainly not a case of 
biography that Pasolini made his debut as a poet and only after five 
or six years did he begin to think about fiction. Critics agree that the 
best of Pasolini as a narrator lies in the "consistency" of the single 
page (with a recognized specialty, landscape descriptions), and 
Pasolini himself admits that writing, for him, is born "on the page": « 
this happens because I only know how to write as a poet, not as a 
novelist" (SPS, p. 1080). 


But, one could object, Recherche was also born "on the page". I 
will return to it later, here I would like to limit myself to the decisive 
point: Proust's "poetic" writing is functional to the discovery of a 
truth which, triumphing over Time, unmasks the inauthentic 
mechanisms of desire. For Pasolini, time is nothing but a passive 
residue of writing, or at most an empirical and psychological fact 
that writing introjects as guilt - the true driving force of every 
narrative, that is, the pleasure of moving from situation A to 
situation B, the pleasure of witnessing the transformation of things 
(and of oneself) does not excite him or involve him, in fact he is 
afraid of it. For him the absolute does not overcome Time, it simply 
ignores it; for this reason his "poetic" writing is not functional to 
unmasking but to confirmation; for this reason, too, his plots are 
often "borrowed", external and schematic. 

And we are at the second reason for its being peripheral to the 
novel: desire is authentic for Pasolini by definition - purity coincides 
with eros (understood precisely as opposed to caritas, that is, as a 
Gnostic tension towards the divine). If it is true that at the beginning 
of his own narrative impulse (in the still diaristic writing of Atti 
impuri) the idea of the indisputability of eros risks cracking, and if it 
is true that later, in Operetta marina, Pasolini will try to get to the 
roots of one's own "trauma", it is also true, however, that the 


dismantling of the desiring mechanism will always remain an 
unreached limit - for him Laura and Beatrice have never died, even 
in that enormous crumbling ruin that is Petrolio the desire (mocked 
and parodied) remains the only yardstick: the rest of human activity, 
the practical, the economy, are nothing but the price to pay to be able 
to experience erotic degradation, that is, the ultimate sincerity 
possible. No (novelistic) space opens up to conversion: the iteration 
of the narrative sequences is the epic-tragic one of splitting. Giving 
up the categories of eros therefore literally means disappearing, no 
longer being - reducing itself to the part of itself that is devoid of 
meaning, the ego describes reality as an absurd and fatal fall. 


The third reason why Pasolini is not a novelist is that he cannot, 
or does not want, create three-dimensional characters, what Forster 
called "modelled" characters (as opposed to simply "drawn" 
characters) - in short, characters who surprise the reader with their 
unpredictable reactions that are exciting to identify with, forgetting 
the author. That character who is the key to the great bourgeois 
novel from the end of the eighteenth century to the end of the 
nineteenth century, but who is then well represented throughout our 
century, as demonstrated by Charlus and Adrian Leverktthn, Doctor 
Zivago and Useppe. 

Pasolini's characters are rather "types" (when they are not openly, 
as in Teorema, experimental hypotheses), or at most moving 
stylizations from life. His declared refusal of psychology is 
simultaneously the cause and effect of this reluctance towards the 
character. This certainly depends on the anti-bourgeois eye which 
does not allow him to patiently dedicate himself to characters who 
are socially equal to him - we know how difficult it is for a writer to 
give substance to socially "low" characters without making them a 
projection of his own temptations or your own nightmares. But the 
crux of the matter lies elsewhere - it lies, I believe, in Pasolini's 
inability to "give himself" to a character, erasing himself: not due to 
lack of generosity but due to excess competition. Pasolini is always 
on the scene, it is with him that the reader incessantly identifies, 
because he feels like someone who has never finished dealing with 


the world; it is always he who justifies himself, who shows, who is 
enchanted, who accuses. To cancel yourself out in a character you 
have to be tired of yourself, suspend resentment, to some extent give 
up on life: while in Pasolini the "passion for the present life" is the 
fire that burns everything, that runs through the texts and declares 
them inadequate. So much so that perhaps the most unforgettable 
character (besides that of the author) in all of Pasolini's work is a 
transtextual character who is not encountered in any of his novels, 
namely Ninetto. 


Yet, starting from 1946, that is, from his twenty-fourth birthday, 
we understand that Pasolini needs prose - and not just artistic prose, 
but rather narrative prose. He needs it, first of all, for self-analysis; in 
November 1945 he wrote to the young poet in Friulian Franco de 
Gironcoli: «it now seems to me to be a lower order consideration 
even to understand poetry in Friulian as a limbo permitted to those 
who want to escape a moral impulse of too much and absolute 
sincerity» (although without knowing these beginnings). It is 
literature that from the beginning must fight against the anxiety of 
not wanting to be literature, because talent is the enemy of truth. LL, 
p- 491). The worm of sincerity does not give him peace and gnaws 
away, drying it up, the pure "irresponsible" grace from which the 
Poems in Casarsa were born; in October 1946 he confessed to his 
friend Silvana Mauri: «I hardly write anything anymore because I 
have entered one of those states full of discomfort, in which, when 
writing, one wants nothing more than to be sincere» (LL, pp. 530- 
531). In those days he began to fill, with his own scandalous diary, 
some "red notebooks" which are his first narrative approach; prose is 
therefore not born from inspiration, but from a moral need seen as a 
danger for inspiration ("not a born narrator but a composite 
narrator", Piovene defined him in 1959, 

But already in those same "red notebooks", and with more 
awareness in the years immediately following, narrative prose 
presents itself as a suitable tool for an operation that goes in a 
different and almost opposite direction: not to waste time on 
introspection, tormenting the depths of themselves, but rather to free 


themselves by entering the heads of others. The great value of 
narrative prose is the possibility of temporarily forgetting oneself, 
drowning in the liveliness of other people's lives - thus one becomes 
almost similar to God, because only God knows everyone's 
thoughts. In the files of the Vieusseux there is an unpublished sketch 
entitled - it therefore marks the threshold on which Pasolini's realism 
must stop. The limit is, I believe, determined by eroticism: the 
narrative prose "turned outwards" is charged in him with energy 
and expressive happiness only as long as it is bathed in eros, that is, 
only if the other in whose head one is tries to enter is a sensually 
desirable being, either because he is directly a boy with whom one 
would like to make love, or because he belongs to that peasant world 
which is generically immersed in an aura of desirability. Entering 
the head of another is therefore one of the modalities of narcissism - 
with which we obviously return to the subject and his tormented 
impulses. A Liar Tells the Truth, probably from '48, in which Pasolini 
tries to make people speak in the first person a twenty-eight year old 
Christian Democrat pharmacist; it is the most extreme exercise in 
"objectification" that Pasolini attempted, that I know of, and it is no 
coincidence that it was aborted. The literary clumsiness of the 
fragment, absolutely unworthy of a now mature Pasolini, signals the 
point at which the joy of losing oneself in collective life becomes the 
«painful effort of putting oneself in the shoes of others» 

In a critical essay from 1947, in which he compares Pascoli and 
Montale, Pasolini comments on that extraordinary report on 
psychological doubling that is The Mistletoe, saying that it makes 
one think of "an unwritten life of Pascoli", of all his "unspoken prose 
» (SLA I, p. 271). Surrendering to a paranoid splitting of desire 
(whereby, for example, homosexuality is seen as the aggression of a 
"double") is the profound connective that unites the two different 
directions of Pasolini's narrativity, accrediting self-analysis as a 
"need to enter the head of that other person who is himself”. 


+ 


«Na greva viola viva a savariea vuei Vinars...» 


«A heavy living viola raves today Friday»: in Lengas dai frus di 
sera (a poem from 1947) Pasolini transcribes, in quotation marks, 
that dream of a virgin and magical language that had produced 
Poesie a Casarsa; but to the sentences in quotation marks he opposes 
other, realistic ones, which crumble the dream, bringing it back to 
precise coordinates of time and place, and reducing the omnipotence 
of the word to pure sound: 


"L'azur...", the purse crota, the bessola of such silence 


blind eye That's Ciasarsa, for a bosom chorus, m impensi... 


The final verse, oscillating between Di Giacomo and Marino 
Moretti, expresses well the state of crisis of poetry at the moment in 
which the adventure of prose opens; the unanalysed emotion of the 
song is passed through the filter of a twilight smile which ironically 
distances it and degrades it to a symptom: the blue, so what? it's just 
a word — we're not in the land of poetry, we're in Casarsa, it's six in 
the evening, it's Friday. What Pasolini tries to do in prose, in the "red 
notebooks", is something very similar. «I am twenty-five years old, 
the age at which Gozzano said goodbye to youth» (RR I, p. 112); the 
scandalous diary of forbidden loves is anything but an outburst of 
passionate cries, on the contrary, it is punctuated by a harsh 
intellectual detachment - Pasolini faces his own desire with clinical 
coldness. He calculates the times, evaluates the consequences. Pain 
and cynicism are inextricably intertwined as he designs his own 
image as a seducer. Part of the pain comes from realizing his own 
cynicism - from knowing, for example, that even the need for truth is 
being transformed in his hands, irresistibly, into literature. In August 
1947 he announced to Contini that he would send a novel entitled 
Pagine involuntarie or Casarsa to the Libera Stampa prize, and that 
novel was the diary he was still writing (the same decision he made 
in those days to reveal his homosexuality to Silvana Mauri , is 
probably linked to the intention to make the compromising pages 
public soon). From the beginning, in those manuscript notebooks, 
there is a "writer's" struggle against the shapelessness of existence, 
shapelessness that one does not want to filter too much so as not to 


take away novelty from the writing but which must still be tamed by 
style - there is attention to the division of parts, a search for 
adjectives, a whole posing that presupposes a reader; at a certain 
point Pasolini writes «rereading my newspaper of those days» and 
then leaves it blank, because that is his only journal (the insertion of 
diary pieces in the text is a stylistic tic that we will see triggered 
several times in future novels ). 

«I have found no other writing, to leave hell in hell, than this one 
so openly direct: almost a document, if the habit of what is called 
writing well had not almost always, and always reluctantly, taken 
my hand» (RR I, p. 186) — this is what he plans to write in the preface 
to the completed novel, to be sent to the prize: a writing that finds its 
formal acronym in pretending to be created "unwillingly". 


But it is by passing from the manuscript notebooks to Atti impuri 
(i.e. to the typescript we know, which is a 1950s reworking of at least 
two typewritten layers dating back to the period 1947-48) - it is by 
passing from the notebooks to Atti impuri, I was saying, that we see 
the novel strategy fully unfolded. A strategy that is updated on the 
latest models, based as it is on the fragmentation of narrative time. 
Precisely in 1950, reviewing a book by Enrico Fracassi, Pasolini 
defined the diary "genre" as "this fragmentary form of novel, where 
time dissociates as if looking at oneself in a shattered mirror" (SLA I, 
p- 345) - and the following year, regarding Bassani's Passeggiata 
prima di cena, he praises the time which has become «a lyrical 
measure», so much so that the facts are «free from its linear and 
finalistic logic»; he likes that the story is told like «a crystal [...] 
which can show indifferently one or another of his faces» (SLA I, p. 
391). This is what happens in Atti impuri: while in the "red 
notebooks" the love for Tonuti was only an episode among other 
loves, it is through a facet of the temporal dimension that it is 
promoted as the supporting structure of the reworked novel, which 
thus becomes the "novel of 'love for Tonuti” (or Nisiuti, since even 
the names are fictionalized). The temporal linearity is broken 
whenever required by the changing narrative "colors". 


As for "writing well", it is quite clear what the ingredients are: 
Solarian prose, the sensuality and contemptuousness of Comisso, the 
French novels of homosexual audacity (Gide, Sachs, Peyrefitte). The 
real talent, however, the attitude of the thoroughbred writer, is 
discovered in the formidable ability of stylistic differentiation - that 
is, in knowing how to draw, from the single sketchbook of 
notebooks, different products each with a different "tone": the 
pathetic-confessional one of Atti impure, the perfidious-immoralistic 
one of Amado mio, the elegiac one of Douce or immediately, at a 
glance, the committed story with an epigrammatic point. That over 
there is my master. The rest is a mixture of authenticity, guilt and 
lightness, which gave us some of the most memorable pages of 
Pasolini's narrator (more than the all too famous ending of Amado 
mio, with the trip to Caorle which is a declared challenge to the 
painting of de Pisis, I think of the joy of certain mornings in the IIde's 
kitchen, of the fresh romanticism of the setting in which Nievian 
Varmo resonates, of the devotion spied on Nisiuti's cheeks and 
reproduced with a delicacy, a fullness of conscience that Pasolini will 
never find again , when he stops confessing in Rome and therefore 
stops sinning). 


In some pages of Douce (the story extracted from the last of the "red 
notebooks" that have reached us) it is the boy who is the object of the 
courtship (the very young Angelo Dus, in fact) who speaks directly 
and who narrates, from his own point of view , the scene of the first 
meeting — a scene that the reader already knows because it has 
already been told to him by the “authorized” narrator (Pasolini's 
alter ego). Having different characters tell the same facts, to 
highlight the relativity of reality and to underline the contrast of 
psychology, is one of the classic procedures of the novel and of its 
fundamental characteristic which is dialogicality. But Pasolini does 
not seem willing (nor suitable) to fully exploit such a procedure: the 
boy's story has neither the coherence nor the strength necessary to 
undermine the point of view of the main ego - the episode remains 


entertainment, a whim, an exercise in coquetry. Pasolini tries to enter 
into the boy's simple feelings and linguistic modesty, but he lacks 
style and ends up attributing an impossible vocabulary to the boy: 


They danced the rumba - I'm a little ashamed to say this name — but in a way I 
had never seen. It seemed that they were walking but remained suspended at 
every step, almost petrified, with one leg high and the knee slightly bent; the 
whole body remained upright in an almost religious dance position, and 
meanwhile, holding hands, they turned around in slow and_ perplexed 
figurations. (RR I, p. 176) 


It's not Stilmischung, it's expressive weakness - it's the passive 
result, pure symptom, of that "mystery" in which the kids remain 
closed, for him. 

Precisely that mystery, in Atti impuri, is the most powerful erotic 
catalyst: «anonymous image, full of a freshness and ardor of which 
Nisiuti was "unconscious"; this adjective took my breath away" (RR 
I, p. 98). But eroticism, when we move from the "diary" genre to 
other genres less involved in the self-analytic melee, can decant and 
sublimate itself into curiosity; we read in the Parlanti: 


[...] but what poeticity would not have pervaded his interior speech, full of 
fractures and leaps, incomplete, yet dissolved in its conventional smoothness 
with sudden tones of a happy child, if it had been possible to transcribe it in its 
entirety and with capillary realism on a page written in shorthand at the speed 
of a thought never turned to itself and soaring in an apparently simple yet so 
tortuous flight? (RR IL, p. 169) 


«Capillary realism»: here is the other path, to be understood 
precisely in a material sense, as a path to be traveled on foot, by 
train, by bicycle — if one were to identify the occasion of most intense 
joy in Pasolini's life in those years ( and perhaps always), we should 
indicate the moment in which he "goes out to explore", to adventure: 
sex is nothing but a pretext to "get" the countries, the dialects, the 
customs. It was in those years that he designed a linguistic atlas of 
Friuli; a story like O, la trap testifies to his acumen as a narrator- 


phonetician, narrator-anthropologist, capable of constructing a 
(convincing) portrait of a speech impediment. Already in Atti impuri 
there is no lack of subtleties of sociological observation (the boys, for 
example, who when they are sick are placed in their parents’ bed...); 
but, I would say, in the two "forbidden" novels, eroticism, ruthlessly 
in the foreground, does not allow us to forget a double violence: 
desire bends the world to its will ("maybe", we read in the first 
chapter of the first editorial of My Amado, «that the two billion 
living people and, in our case, the six or seven hundred thousand 
Friulians, had two distinct existences: one, particular, for Desiderio, 
the other, for the use of the vulgar relations of society» — RR I, p. 283) 
but at the same time he exposes himself naked to the world, and can 
be despised and mocked by the world. In the moment of the erotic 
request, Desiderio is for the boys either an inscrutable divinity or an 
embarrassing pervert; in the long afternoons of exploration, 
however, the children can be addressed with cordial familiarity, 
almost "on par". 

Around 1947, even the language of the verses in Friulian changed 
in quality and nature: no longer a language "for poetry", artificial 
and precious, but a locally defined Friulian, which can vary if you 
move a few kilometres. Pasolini is learning the dialect of his boys; 
that dialect which in Atti impuri was used only once, in the 
«vergonous» (RR I, p. 39) which served precisely to mark distance 
and guilt, now we can think of using it to reproduce the real 
dialogues of those boys between They. 

The speakers, at the moment in which they are written, can still be 
conceived as an extension, more airy and soft, of the erotic diary: so 
much so that in a first version of the text there is a digression on the 
"virile homosexual operations" of the boys, and the episode of the 
river bath is included (with the speeches of the "emperor of the 
place") which we find in Amado mio - conversely, a typological and 
physiognomic review of the "speakers" is already in the eighth 
section of Atti impuri. But a paragraph in the Parlanti is entitled 
Landscape of the environmental novel, and in a first draft of the 
paragraph entitled The adored toponyms there is the story of a rally. 
All it takes is for kids to grow up a little and they can become friends 


with whom they can attend festivals and taverns. As can be seen 
from more than one preparatory index, The Speakers are soon 
integrated, as an initial chapter, into an ambitious non- 
autobiographical and non-erotic novel project, which initially 
entitled The Best Youth (later, that title was burned in the collection 
in verse of ' 54, will become The days of the De Gasperi award and 
finally The dream of a thing). 


In his projects, Pasolini always thinks big; describing the novel in 
progress to Silvana Mauri, he presents it as «a very strange cross - in 
the Dostoiewskian narrative side - between Proust and Verga, not 
without some elements of that Babylonian, eccentric and composite 
language which in Italy has as its magnificent example C.E. Gadda" 
(LL I, p. 640). The novel should be, at the same time, a tribute to 
Friulian youth, the representation of their own erotic-moral torments 
and the expression of political commitment. I will talk about Proust 
and Verga shortly, Gaddism is the thing that is least found among 
the rubbish of the novel (if we don't want to consider "Gaddian" the 
great stylistic excursion of the writing, which goes from the lyrical 
refinements of artistic prose to the vulgarity dialects); as for the 
"Dostoiewskian side", it probably refers to the desire to capture the 
characters in a situation of "psychological emergency" - I am 
thinking above all of a minor character, Aspreno, and of the 
protagonist Don Paolo. 

Don Paolo is perhaps the most interesting invention of the novel 
from a structural point of view, because it seems to resolve in a real 
"compromise formation" two dilemmas that weighed on the narrator 
Pasolini. On the one hand, there was the problem of the first and 
third person: '47, crucial years for Italian history, but the ego is so 
immersed in erotic fantasies that it only tells the evidence - the 
bombings, the displacement, the brother in the mountains. All just 
mentioned, and subordinated to eros: April 1945 is not the month of 
liberation, but the highest moment of love for Tonuti. This 
contributes to the beauty of Atti impuri was in the first version (the 
attempt to transpose it into third only dates back to 1950) and 
Amado mio was in third, but to objectify himself Pasolini had to 


become "bad", attribute to the protagonist Desiderio a cynicism that 
did not belong to him and which "cooled" the writing (realizing the 
problem, in the first draft he tries to remedy it with an "I" who 
declares that he knows Desiderio well and can judge his behavior 
and judgments, but it is an overly convoluted solution that falls 
apart almost immediately). In short, it was necessary to break away 
from diary immediacy, but without losing the warmth of emotions. 
On the other hand, there was the problem of the relationship 
between eroticism and history (or eroticism and politics): the story of 
Atti impuri goes from '43 to Atti impuri, let's be clear: it gives it a 
sense of concentration and seriousness, much more respectable of a 
fatuous sense of duty. But after '47 Pasolini begins to engage in 
politics with intensity and passion, and can no longer avoid conflict: 
he feels committed to a public mission that forces him to repress the 
disordered private eros - hence the idea of projecting himself into a 
priest, Don Paolo in fact (experienced in a theatrical text from that 
same 1947, The Chaplain), who fights his homosexual impulses in 
the name of the habit he wears and who will die during a political 
clash, to save the brother of the boy who loves. Don Paolo keeps a 
diary, in which he notes his religious impulses, his pedagogical 
enthusiasms and his sexual torments; the novel is in the third person 
but contains large diary excerpts in the first person - the procedure 
of Atti impuri has been reversed: instead of the diary generating the 
novel, it is the novel that generates the diary. 

The plot is complex, even too much so: it gets richer from draft to 
draft, while episodes drop or change places - one gets the impression 
that Pasolini himself never completely mastered it. There is a young 
priest, therefore, Don Paolo, who arrives in town to help the elderly 
parish priest; on the same train that takes him to the town (and here 
Pasolini must have remembered the beginning of and hopes that the 
new generation will be able to find less desperate forms of struggle. 
Idiot) Don Paolo meets a boy, Cere, and a woman, Renata . The 
woman is a combative communist militant and the young priest, 
although arguing with her on many topics, shares her social 
commitment and will later defend her against the conservative 
Christian Democrats. During the course of the story the woman falls 


a little in love with him, while he falls in love with the boy, who has 
started attending the parish school. The boy has an older brother, 
Nello, who belongs to the local "best youth" and who is the narrative 
medium for the entry into the novel of three other young people, 
Nini Milio and Eligio (masters of drinking and Sunday dancing), of 
which tells of previous emigration experiences in Yugoslavia and 
Switzerland (Pasolini, seduced by the charm of the "document", asks 
the "real" kids who have been in Switzerland and Yugoslavia to 
write a report to insert it exactly as it is into the text). In January '48 a 
small insurrection took place in Friuli for the application of the De 
Gasperi ruling: the peasants occupied some land and the palace of a 
lord, in a few days the revolt was over, but Pasolini found the crux of 
his plot still uncertain - in the meantime, the grown-ups have been 
joined by a relative of Renata who comes from Rome, Aspreno, a 
strange, refined and neurotic young man who has fascinated 
everyone and who, after provoking him with a fake confession, has 
become friends with Don Paul. From some sentences that Aspreno 
inadvertently lets slip, chatter arises in the village about Don Paolo's 
friendship for the school kids, just as Don Paolo despairs because 
Cere has emigrated to Canada (Tonuti Spagnol, the not-so-secret 
inspirer of Atti impuri , in those very months he had left Casarsa 
permanently). Everything falls into the fire of insurrection: at the 
beginning the revolting peasants have the upper hand, then they are 
forced to retreat by a police attack; Don Paolo sees the police 
shooting from the rectory and Nello running away, he opens the 
door to welcome him and is fatally hit by a bullet. Renata remains, 
more and more fond of the boys, who, thinking back to what 
happened, says «we need to clarify the hatred in love rallies», 


In the terrible months at the end of '49, while his life seemed to be 
falling apart, Pasolini tried hard to keep the novel together (on 
which he "is betting everything", as he wrote to Silvana) - but was 
gradually forced to purify it of its more dissonant. The first to fall is 
the Proustism of the Parlanti (which will be published in 1951 as an 
independent text), then the Nietzschean gidism of Aspreno (which 
leads to a story in itself, entitled Aspreno and Marcellina); in the end 


even all the fury (a la Bernanos or Piovene) of Don Paolo must seem 
out of place to him, he detaches it from the main novel (Renata 
becomes Renato in the passage) and makes it into a long story, 
entitled Romans. But, thus mutilated, the novel has lost emotional 
tension and, above all, there is no longer a strong sentimental story 
to support it; in 1950, in Rome, other inspirations dazed him - the 
novel remained thus, dismembered, in the various folders. 
Testimony of naivety and presumption, with some beautiful shouts 
from Don Paolo, a useful training in dialogues and some effective 
description of popular joy (even if the senses of Pasolini involved in 
the plot seem to become more dull, compared to Pasolini's 
marvelous acuity "in love"); testimony mainly to a refusal, significant 
at that chronological height - the refusal of the judicious, moderate, 
solid neorealistic "average". 


In the latest edition of Romans there is a strange episode, in which 
Don Paolo returns from the garden where he has watered the 
flowers and treats his mother very badly, then throws himself in bed 
in despair; the reasons for such desperation remain obscure. In 
reality, in previous editorials, a digression was inserted precisely at 
that point: after having watered the flowers, Don Paolo used the 
small toilet outside the house and there the buzz of a wasp surprised 
him - that buzz brought him back immediately, for a phenomenon of 
involuntary memory, to a public toilet of his childhood where he 
had experienced his first homosexual disturbances, and where 
blowflies and wasps often buzzed. It is the same mechanism, as we 
can see, that triggers the revelation in Proustian Recherche, from the 
biscuits dipped in tea at the beginning to the uneven cobblestones of 
the Temps retrouvé. The cast is so scholastic that perhaps that's why 
Pasolini eliminated it, just as he eliminated from the Parlanti's 
definitive text a passage that he too had preserved in a partial 
publication of '48: 


In recent days I have rediscovered the toponyms that seduced and excited me in 
the surroundings of Sacile; now I know what rigid whiteness penetrated and 
breathed in the name Caneva, what reddish and soft light caressed the syllables 
of Polcenigo, what high, exotic and rocky sensation hovered around the name, 


so popular among us kids, of Sarone. 


Here the reference is to a famous chapter of Du cété de chez 
Swann, the one entitled Noms de pays: le nom: 


Bayeux so high in its noble reddish lace and whose peak was illuminated by the 
old gold of its last syllable; Glazed whose acute diamond accent of black wood 
formed the old glazing; the soft Lamballe which, in its white, ranges from 
egeshell yellow to pearl gray; Coutances, Norman cathedral whose final 


diphthong, greasy and yellowing, is crowned by a tower of butter... (1 389) 


Proust's is a writing from whose charm the prose writer Pasolini, 
especially in his early years, must constantly defend himself; defend 
itself, I say, because it is a writing full of that aestheticizing 
refinement on which Pasolini's political-cultural judgment will 
become increasingly harsh, to the point of condemning it as a 
characteristic of the "bourgeois" style - also represented very well by 
some writers very dear to him, like Bassani and Bertolucci. But the 
appeal of that writing is great for two reasons, I would say, in 
addition to its dazzling quality. First of all, because Proustian 
writing, with its infinite patience and syntactic flexibility, provides 
an unsurpassed model for those with introspective and _ self- 
analytical wills; Proust is a guide in the investigation of "trauma", 
and Pasolini himself recognizes this: «I know, having almost become 
the guinea pig of my experiments, or at least the object of such 
continuous and inexhaustible introspection as to have become 
almost a second nature; Proust calls it the search for lost time.” More 
broadly, Proust is a reserve of psychological notations that Pasolini 
treasures: from the observation on the almost unpleasant abruptness 
of active charity (which Pasolini will remember when he happens to 
meet Mother Teresa in Calcutta), up to the admiration for those 
beings on whose face (like that of Marcel's grandmother) one cannot 


read any other irony than irony for oneself: a quality that Pasolini 
found in Tonuti and which he would later find in John XXIII. 

But the main attraction exerted by Proust's style lies in a deeper 
brotherhood: in Proust too, eroticism is overdetermined by a 
mystical anxiety - that risky indistinction between the self and the 
Other ("I spent hours in front of a leaf or a trunk to understand it, 
that is to cross the limit or the suture where I ended and the Other 
began: the leaf, the trunk" — RR I, p. 144), which translated into 
eroticism becomes the intoxicating joy of owning a country in a body 
(“look at the color of the clods around Malassociazione and the color, 
in the memory, of that part of the cheek that is between the jaws and 
the nostrils of an Emilian: the correspondence is perfect" - RR I, p. 
1295), is clearly present in the Recherche: 


it seemed to me that I would have kissed the entire beach of Balbec on both 
cheeks of the young girl. (II 363) 


The "perite gang" of Balbec beach is certainly a model underlying 
the "teams" of Friulian youth - a model that is not at all unconscious, 
if Gil shouts to Iasis, in Amado mio, "poor Albertine!" (RR I, p. 217). 
In both Pasolini and Proust, desire is much more a desire for the 
infinite than for an individual: for this reason the most desirable 
body is the unknown body, and for this reason losing it causes 
uncompensable anguish: 


so much so that it is from yesterday [...] an uncontainable desperation for a boy 
sitting on a wall and left behind forever and everywhere by the moving tram. 
(LL, 631) 


however our car was moving away, the beautiful girl was already behind us 
and, as she possessed none of the notions of me that constitute a person, her 
eyes, which had barely seen me, had already forgotten me. Was it because I had 
only glimpsed her that I found her so beautiful? (I 712) 


In both, anthropology and the sciences of language are the 
cultural network with which we try to catalog the elusive and 


appease the need for the infinite: 


Perhaps when the young people of Valvasone and Malafiesta had 
diphthongized the circumflex vowels, removed the s from the plurals, 
pronounced the sibilants with th, they would have become blond, and would 
have kissed differently? (RR II, p. 186) 


[...] I try hard to recognize in the children (let's suppose: a blond boy) the 
laughter of their fathers (a blond boy from twenty years ago, who I would never 


have been able to caress with my gaze). (RR I, p. 40) 


When Andrée sharply plucked a low note, she could not prevent the Périgord 
string of her vocal instrument from giving off a singing sound, very much in 


harmony with the southern purity of her features. (I 910) 


their double beauty offered the abstract pleasure of thinking that the cause of 
this beauty was outside them; it was as if their mother's main attributes had 


been incarnated in two different bodies. (II 686) 


The constellation names-bodies-linguistics-desire-anthropology is 
the latent matrix of the superficial attraction of style: for this reason 
proustism is very strong in the Speakers, who are based on this 
constellation, while it weakens almost completely in the rest of the 
Better Youth , where an engagement more directly aimed at politics 
overshadows those issues. When Pasolini arrives in Rome, his way 
of observing the boys is initially not very different from what he was 
used to in Friuli, and profound proustism still has a way of acting: 
«where does Trastevere end and where does the boy begin?» (RR I, 
p- 1385); «in the evening you are your companions and your 
companions are you: there is no limit to beauty» (RR IL, p. 347). But 
soon the "scandal" of the suburbs directs him towards forms of 
realist narration. 


In '51, while he was already publishing the first "cartoons" of 
Ragazzi di vita, he planned (almost as compensation for the 
objectivity that was about to absorb him) a novel that reconstructed, 


in a fantastic-psychological way, the fabric of his "original trauma" : 
it should be titled Romanzo del mare and be composed of two 
heterogeneous parts, linked by a symbolic-metaphorical connection. 
“Teta veleta” was the name that little Pasolini had given to his first 
sexual temptations; when he grew up, one day Contini had told him 
(it seems) that "tetis" in Greek means "sex, both male and female" 
(SLA I, p. 1331); in reality it does not appear that in Greek “tetis” 
means “sex”, neither male nor female, but what matters is that 
Pasolini believed it; somewhere else he had read that Tethys was 
called by geologists the great Triassic sea from which the 
Mediterranean would be formed. On these bases, Pasolini builds the 
idea of the primordial identity between sex and the sea, supporting 
it with the psychological identity between the turmoil that 
overwhelmed him when he imagined seafaring adventures as a boy 
and the turmoil that overwhelms him as an adult when faced with 
erotic adventures. The first part of the novel, Coleo di Samo, is 
therefore erudite-fantastic, it talks about the Apennines that rise 
from the sea and the emotion that atlases and sailing ships give; the 
second part, Operetta marina, is classically memoiristic and talks 
about Pasolini's childhood memories in various Italian cities. The 
Romance of the Sea is the Pasolini text in which Proustism expands 
most freely, aided by thematic affinities (the little girl Silvia from 
Operetta marina seems like a Cremonese Gilberte); it asserts itself 
above all in the search for a complex, articulated syntax, obstinate in 
pandering to the folds of sensitivity - even if, unlike what happens in 
Proust, this risks going to the detriment of the perspicuity of the 
architecture. You can feel the closeness of the "tree-like" syntax of the 
Ashes, and even the adjectives are those of the nascent poems 
("pesto", "pre-human", "unadorned", "waxy light", "clear frenzy", 
"drunk and gaunt Adriatic") — up to those «showgirls, massive 
eyelids of Ilaria» who will move as such to the Apennines. 

After the peak of '51, Proustism disappears from Pasolini's prose, 
replaced in the role of "autobiographical backbone" by Dante (and 
here Contini once again helps with his intuition of the Proustism of 
the Commedia). Without prejudice to what I have already 
mentioned previously, that is, that Pasolini does not assimilate 


precisely the fundamental thing about Proust, that is, the analysis of 
the inauthenticity of desire: while Proust does away with desire and 
dies to life to give life to the work , Pasolini continues to desperately 
desire — instead of “alienating” himself in Charlus, he will end up 
offering himself as Charlus to the reader. 


+ 


In Rome, obviously, ties with Friuli are not immediately severed; the 
Friulian poems remain to be arranged, and the arrangement will 
produce (with the addition of some new texts, born above all from 
contemporary studies of popular poetry) first Tal cour di un frut, in 
'53, then in '54 the major collection, which by stealing the title from 
the unfinished novel it will be called The Best of Youth. A Cansion 
and a Conzeit mark the definitive separation from Friuli, the end of a 
love (which will resurrect, in the Ashes, as stylized nostalgia). 

In prose, in addition to the experiment of transposing Atti impuri 
into the third person, there is the attempt to "continue" Amado mio, 
having Iasis move to Rome and describing his unlikely integration 
(with the incunabula of Pasolini's Roman dialect and an epistolary 
ending cruel and specious, a Pasolini who seems like Drieu La 
Rochelle). But the most impressive document of the separation from 
Friuli is certainly The Contempt of the Province. Pasolini wrote it 
quickly between '51 and '52, while he was forced to return 
occasionally to Friuli due to the aftermath of the trial. The 
protagonist is the squalor of provincial life, the object of a satire that 
is even too acid and spiteful: it is as if this time Pasolini's malice was 
missing that minimum grain of love that allows the page to breathe. 
Only in some dialogues between Biasutti and D'Andrea (for example 
where the death of a boy is alluded to, or where the two more 
ruthlessly mock their own impotent wishful thinking) does the satire 
become pain and the emotion takes off; for the rest, the style relies 
on now consolidated automatisms ("behind the transparency of the 
air so raw and alive as to scratch the cornea..." - RR I, p. 444) - 
beautiful instead, but on an elegiac register, the episode of the trip to 
Chioggia to meet Comisso, with the invention of a kind of Friulian 


Riccetto. In Chioggia, Biasutti's "tapeworm", that is, his voracious 
sexual obsession, pushes him to a "nonsense" that is not better 
defined (also because at that point the text registers a vast gap) - 
when the text (which has become an epistolary novel) resumes , 
Biasutti is in Trieste with his mother and his letters are very similar 
to those that Pasolini could really have written from Rome. Biasutti's 
heartbreak and tenderness, in witnessing the heroic maternal 
devotion, are the most moving thing in the book. The narrative gap 
therefore occupies, with paradoxical and significant coincidence, 
exactly the space in which Pasolini should have described the 
scandal that explodes in the village and Biasutti's escape with his 
mother; that is, the equivalent of what he will define, in the Poet of 
the Ashes, as the only "novel page" of his life. 


In Rome the two forces that predominate in him, only apparently 
contradictory, are euphoria and aridity - euphoria for the 
possibilities of "towing" that Rome offers, for a new dialect to learn, 
for the extroversion of the inhabitants. Aridity due to the too easy 
and mercenary mechanics of encounters, due to the hardness of 
earning one's bread, due to social relationships that seem to develop 
in watertight compartments. It is enough to read his letters from that 
period to notice in Pasolini a growing intolerance towards his own 
interior life; not that it is less rich, but he has less desire to analyze it. 
The external energy makes up for an introspective energy that is 
withdrawing. Falling in love with a single boy, with all the naivety 
and rhetoric of falling in love, gives way to an impersonal erotic 
effervescence - the ear is no longer spasmodically attentive to the 
"true words" pronounced by that single boy, but takes pleasure in 
collecting the "typical words" of the tribe. In some stories, or 
sketches, from 1950-51 (Sparci di notti Romane, Gas, Giubileo) 
Pasolini reflects himself with annoyed lucidity in the character of the 
"faggot", or the monster, in an effort at a comic-grotesque register (to 
the limits of self-parody) which is actually a desire for liquidation. 

The ego is now a witness, an eye: the intermittency of the heart 
gives way to the sketch. The almost mystical desire to "enter into the 
thoughts" of a boy transforms into the desire to document himself, to 


collect vocabulary and news. Journalism helps him, even financially, 
to get by. Under the Sun of Rome, Castellani's late neorealist film 
which had so impressed him in Friuli, is an elementary model of 
narration, an alphabet for capturing vitality - and the idea of 
"making cinema" immediately presents itself to him, if the Studies on 
the life of Testaccio (with the canonical verbs in the future tense, the 
noun phrases) are already written in the form of "notes for a 
producer": the "screenplay style" becomes a shorthand in which 
there is no more time for exams of conscience. 


When it comes out according to a technique that is more 
characteristic of the story than of the novel. Boys of life, some critics 
(important critics, such as Cecchi or Fortini) call them "stories". This 
first impression is not unjustified. Even if the same characters return 
throughout the book, it is true that there is no unity of action: there is 
rather a gallery, an anthropological sampling of actions. When Carlo 
Bo and Pasolini himself on the cover flap talk about "picaresque", 
they want to allude to the parataxis of adventures; but, unlike in the 
picaresque tradition, there is not even a protagonist who holds the 
thread: Riccetto is absent for a good stretch of the novel and his loss 
of childhood, his hardening into adult selfishness, are more declared 
what he lived: not a word is said about his years in prison. There is 
no convincing passage of time, the story told takes up seven-eight 
years but in the book it is always summer - many pages are 
dedicated to describing very short periods of time, and very long 
periods of time are not only glossed over in the blank between one 
chapter and the next. 'other but they leave no trace in the narrative. 
In the chapters the main event is often rejected at the end (as in the 
fourteenth verse of Belli, Fortini suggests), 

The chain of actions is not motivated, and cannot be, because 
there is no interior space for the characters: to a favorably biased 
reader, Anna Banti, it seems that Pasolini remains an "occasional 
observer" in the book and that in his attitude of impersonal 
recording something "sadistically amateurish"; Piero Bonfiglioli 
notes «that fierce and monotonous way of going around the bodies 
of the characters without ever penetrating them», others even 


denounce the «gratuitousness» of the operation, «it is not clear what 
the internal driving force behind it is». Still others, more acute, see 
the internal spring only too well, and condemn it moralistically with 
circumspect euphemisms ("pathological situation" for Barberi 
Squarotti, "physiological attractions" for Baldelli). 

The shirts, the party, Easter, public gatherings as places of eros: 
the continuity with the Friulian novels is not denied, but the new 
focus on objectivity vitrifies the distance. We seem to see him at 
work, the anthropologist, while, unable to master the "wild thought", 
he tries to translate it for his readers into a series of provocative 
equivalences, to which a quantum of irony is not alien: ""t' he 
cheated", concluded the Negro as if saying "amen" (RR I, p. 592); 
«Riccetto laughed philosophically» (RR I, p. 615); «"Pleasure", she 
said, frowning a little and hastily carrying out that worldly duty» 
(RR I, p. 654). 

«In the factious, exhibitionist, open Roman "man of life", 
hardened in his cheerfulness, who adapts with a conscience that is 
not found in speakers of any other city to the types of Roman 
comedy, the straight, the malandro, the fijo de na slut, il greve etc., 
there must be many "whole" verses that Belli has captured by 
weight"; for Pasolini, the ethnologist and scholar of popular poetry, 
the Roman (more than other speakers) plays a role, enjoys his own 
jokes, or "sbrasate" ("listen to this piece" says Riccetto), as well as 
continually springing up inventions that however, they must not 
exceed the limits of a cliche established for centuries (and 
maintained for centuries in its separateness from the "papal 
incubator"). The novelist Pasolini thus has an almost scientific 
justification for filling the characters' speech with idiomatic 
expressions (even Zanazzo's proverbs), with "ways of speaking" 
much more than with identifying and revealing phrases: the Roman 
speaker shows off, not reveals himself . 

But it is a justification, precisely: the truth is that the speech of the 
characters is not much more, for him, than a soundtrack (‘life is a 
buzz", he says in the solo in Ceneri); exactly as free indirect is merely 
an additional "colour" for one's stylistic palette. For this reason 
(despite the fact that the "consultants" were the boys themselves) his 


Roman dialect is often approximate, and roughly transcribed, with 
oscillations between doubles and nonsense, between voiceless and 
voiced, with archaisms and artificial forms ("conoco", "iessere"”) — 
expressive effectiveness and musical strength prevail over accuracy. 
The case of "tenere" used instead of "having" is emblematic, which is 
certainly not a Roman trait: one could observe (and perhaps 
empirically it was precisely so) that in the villages the Roman dialect 
was contaminated by southern forms due to immigrants - but when, 
in an article from '52, Pasolini records one of those famous 
"spontaneous hendecasyllables" from the mouth of the Begalone, he 
records it in the correct Roman form: «this is a hunger that I shit in», 
Boys of life the Begalone says «I keep na I'm so hungry that I'm 
shitting myself." The metric fluidity of the hendecasyllable has 
prevailed over the correct dialectal form. 

With an eye on Gadda, and with an attitude that is at the same 
time aggressive and seductive towards high culture, Pasolini aims 
above all at a "linguistic matter" (just as they say "pictorial matter") 
that is rich in texture, where "sky" can go with "pustules" and "the 
sea shone like a sword" with "we had some pens here!". It feels like a 
laboratory, of course - but the artificiality is burnt away by the ability 
to make the linguistic material an analogue of the vitality 
represented. 

The novel, that unitary novel that is not in the plot, is in the 
author's gaze, in his continuous emotion of being immersed in 
popular life; the author, who due to the rigid rules of realist 
impersonality never appears in the text, is however constantly 
"under the skin" of the text (after Riccetto performed a "piece" on the 
virginity of the Madonna, Lenzetta to make fun of him he says «I'm 
like a director» — RR I, p. 646). Subjective emotion and external 
splendor to be expressed: we are in the purest bed of Pasolini's 
poetry - and so what the critics have written about Ragazzi di vita 
(on petty-bourgeois sentimentalism, on the relationships with 
philanthropic-social nineteenth-century literature) is all true , but 
these traditional "schemes" are worth exactly what the use of 
Pascoli's triplets is worth in the Ashes. Under the "poeticness" poetry 
flows. Not in the pale attempts at imitation in verse but here, in this 


overly refined prose with an infallible rhythm, in this flow 
constructed with an almost jazz technique, where nineteenth- 
centuryism is refined in a Morandian seriality (boys like bottles), one 
feels the ‘intimate acquaintance, in the evening and at night on the 
Lungoteveri, with Sandro Penna. 


«I keep a sghecia that I shit under»: given that some critics were 
scandalized by the foul language of - the stylistic contamination is 
more tiring to fabricate (and therefore more meritorious) than a 
verbal luxury entirely in a high register, which he imagines would 
very easy precisely because it degrades it in his mind to simple 
aestheticism. Boys of life, and that the hendecasyllable of the 
Begalone had been adduced as incriminating evidence, Pasolini 
increases the dose in the following novel, with a move that is typical 
of his temperament; but the substitution of the slang "sghecia" for 
the unmarked term "fame" also denotes a greater programmatic 
nature of the new book. Pasolini is increasingly convinced that the 
«dynamic mirroring of reality» is the task of narrative, and 
increasingly proud of the linguistic work he is doing, even 
repressing part of his talents; in 1960, during a controversy, he wrote 
to Giuseppe Marotta: «I wrote artistic prose like the one you do now 
— perhaps a little more Rondian or Proustian — from around the age 
of eighteen to twenty-eight: I have chests full of it» 

The freshness of - but now he wants to do more, also in terms of 
narrative structures, overcoming episodic nature, he wants to create 
a real novel with a real protagonist, who "becomes aware"; In fact, 
Salinari greets To arrive at a "full" realism, we must Marxize Verga, 
tearing him away from the naturalistic-positivist culture of his time. 
Almost responding to Renato Barilli who accuses Ragazzi of life is 
now behind him, Pasolini feels called into the army. He wants to 
contribute to that "transition from neorealism to realism" that he 
began talking about at the time of Pratolini's Metello. His 
contribution so far has been, as Bonfiglioli had written, to «make 
neorealism explode, denouncing the impenetrability of living 


nature» A violent life as «an important stage in Italian fiction». A 
violent life precisely of naturalism (underlining its relationships with 
Germinal), Pasolini traces in a letter on «Vie Nuove» a strange image 
of Verga as the ideal successor of Proust and Joyce; in Proust, 
Pasolini argues, it is the ego who exposes us, by speaking, his own 
vision of the world; Joyce, through interior monologue, stages the 
vision of the world of an "objective character"; «a few more steps — 
perhaps many steps - and we ideally arrive at the rustic, 
rudimentary and dialectal interior monologue of the fishermen of 
Verga» (SPS, p. 919). Verga went beyond Proust and Joyce, because 
while Proust "mimed" himself, and Joyce mimed someone else who 
however belonged to the same social class as him, Verga mimed 
several others who were, psychologically and socially, very distant 
from him. 

The new programmatic and systematic attitude is reflected in the 
linguistic texture and forms of representation, for example with 
more careful attention to atmospheres ("this sumptuous representing 
is more than telling" says De Robertis). Roman dialect is more correct 
and attempts are even made to differentiate it according to the 
speakers (women and fags, for example, have a more affected way of 
speaking, with particular phonetic characteristics); research into 
jargon and gestures becomes more scrupulous; the high/low stylistic 
contamination is less frenetic and more thoughtful; the dialogues are 
freer. While in Ragazzi di vita only one song (Zoccoletti zoccoletti...) 
served as the leitmotif, here an entire period repertoire unfolds, with 
around thirty songs quoted; the weather is more variable, it rains 
more, the seasons change (even if a December is described like this: 
«it was so hot that you sweated [...] as if it were August» — RR I, p. 
851). The rate of lyricism decreases, a more relaxed pace is sought 
(so much so that, due to an obscure anxiety of recovery, in the first 
editorial offices reckless experiments are dared, some episodes are 
versified and grouped into triplets). 

Most of all, of course, the ideological "thesis" is visible, 
Tommasino's evolution from fascism to Christian democracy and 
communism - the evident superficiality and voluntarism of the 
design caused A Violent Life to be condemned by almost all critics 


who were not aligned with the positions of the «Contemporary». It 
seems to me that things are a little more nuanced: it is not true, for 
example, that the second part of the book (where the "ideological 
axis" acts more) is worse than the first - precisely in the second part 
the love between Tommaso and Irene find moments of great truth 
and emotion (just the episode of the phone call during the flood). I 
have the impression that here Pasolini makes his maximum effort to 
emerge from himself, trying to overcome the instinctive repulsion 
for the "bond" of love and for the conformism of the couple; here his 
types risk becoming characters; this, I believe, is the profound 
change of which the political one is nothing but an unconscious 
allegory. 

But if this is the case, then the explicit catastrophe of the 
ideological project will signal a profound catastrophe of a very 
different magnitude. Tommasino dies to save the villagers of 
Pietralata among whom he spent his childhood, threatened by the 
flood - he therefore "applies", with a gesture of heroic solidarity, his 
recent conversion to communism; but, at the same time, he erases 
every change in himself by going to die where he was born, 
recognizing on his deathbed his old friends as his only interlocutors, 
in a wave of narcissistic regression. By titling his review of A Violent 
Life, A novel open towards the future, Salinari struck with iconic 
precision exactly the opposite of the truth, bordering on the 
unfortunate prophecy; A violent life is a novel closed to any future, 
it is the limit against which Pasolini's desire to "forget" himself in the 
characters and to redeem autobiography in ideology collides - it is 
the impact with an impossible that throws him back, towards forms 
of complicated authenticity and desperate autobiography. 


In the 1960s Pasolini was now a "case" for the media and an 
"underworld expert" for the cinema: they asked him for advice as a 
screenwriter when it came to representing whores or teddy boys. He 
agrees to write the treatment for a film (from which he will 
eventually withdraw his signature) on the life of young Milanese 
thugs; think about how to use the linguistic mixture of the emigrants 
("I preferred Friulian and now I prefer Roman, tomorrow I will 


prefer Neapolitan, or the Italian-French of the Italian miners in 
Belgium. I have no bell tower or dialect cult"); the truth is that the 
Roman dialect is too narrow for him, that stylistic experience seems 
closed to him. In the third novel planned for the trilogy, which 
should be called Il Rio della Grana, he would like to abolish stylistic 
contamination by reducing the narrated part to a simple caption, in a 
"neutral" language - instead he would like to put in a lot of "direct 
speech" and many "thoughts" of the protagonist (Pietro, a Calabrian 
boy). But the novel does not quail: the moralistic-religious story 
(which should differ from the psychological-political one of A 
Violent Life) of the young man who comes from an archaic culture 
and who is scandalized by the cynicism of the suburbs to the point 
of killing a prostitute, who for him represents the essence of 
corruption — this story doesn't set his imagination in motion, it 
remains all "in his head", it doesn't go beyond intentions. 

Let's not forget that ‘60 is also the year of crucial creative 
commitment for two works that will be released in '61: Accattone, his 
first film as director, and The religion of my time, the book of poems 
following Ashes. The novel, already in crisis for internal stylistic 
reasons, is moreover crushed between the more powerful narrativity 
of cinema and the underground one, less liberating but more 
persistent and inexhaustible, of the lyrical self. In the verses of 
Religion Pasolini does what the impersonality of the novels does not 
allow him to do, that is, he subjects his own relationship with the 
underclass to reflection and criticism; he recognizes the economic 
and cultural distance that separates him from them ("being poor was 
just an accident / of mine (or a dream, perhaps, an unconscious / 
renunciation of those who protest in the name of God)" — RT; PO I, p. 
910; "before anything else, good shoes, / serious clothes! And a 
house, in neighborhoods / inhabited by people who don't cause 
trouble" - RT; PO I, p. 927); he recognizes that it is precisely from the 
desire to cancel that irredeemable distance that the obtuse obsession 
with sex arises, «his furious dream of bodies» (RT; PO I, p. 967). 
While the novels have become imbued with lyricism, the analysis of 
the inauthentic which should be the driving force of the novel has 
instead been transferred to the verses. Calvino had already written it 


to him, when The Nightingale of the Catholic Church was published 
in '58: «the reading of your new book of old verses proposes a 
redistribution of literary genres: today poetry in verse is responsible 
for what was previously the stuff of novels auto-bio-bildung-psycho- 
ideological, while narrative prose deals with that translation into 
objective images, musical rhythm and linguistic figures of one's own 
subjective world, which was once the theme of poetry in verse. 
Which is absolutely right." 

The realist novel, as it had developed in the hypothesis of a 
trilogy, therefore lacks oxygen: but Pasolini does not know how to 
stand still. Precisely between '59 and '60 he thought of taking up the 
Friulian autobiographical novels again, even if the audacity of the 
themes suggested that he publish them "perhaps only in France" - 
but there was another vital moment, which produced writing, on 
which Pasolini knows he can always count, and it's time for the 
journey: "when I leave I'm always fourteen". The reportages he has 
already done in Italy (one for example in '59, traveling along the 
Italian beaches from Liguria to Trieste) have put his agility as an art 
prose writer to the test (the model is, obviously, Comisso, plus other 
distant echoes ; like the ancient reading of Morocco by De Amicis) 
and have whetted his desire for challenges in this field too. «Africa, 
my only alternative!» he had written in Religion while playing 
Rimbaud. 

Thus, when Moravia proposed India to him, at the end of '60, the 
enthusiasm was double: for the adventure he had ahead of him and 
for the prospect of writing, stimulated by the implicit comparison 
with what his friend would write (the two titles will oppose each 
other with such emblematic antagonism as to seem agreed upon: 
The smell of India for Pasolini, An idea of India for Moravia). 
Pasolini's reportage is, in effect, a long hymn to the curiosity of the 
senses (smell is the sharpest sense in a carnivore that goes hunting: 
«I don't know how to dominate the thirsty beast closed inside me [...] 
I persuade Moravia to do at least two steps outside the hotel, to 
breathe a little air of the first Indian night" - RR I, p. 1193), a joking 
display of one's courage in the face of Moravian prudence and 
hygienism, an exaltation of “crazy charity” (having Elsa Morante as 


an ally) which is opposed to purely intellectual reasonableness and 
lucidity. Pasolini began his escape from here towards the 
"underclasses of the world". The euphoria is due precisely to a 
sudden conjunction of eros and caritas, when instead with a cool 
mind, in Italy, the two things tended to conflict - the first presenting 
itself as individualistic exuberance and the second as the need for 
commitment, as a revolution that does not it can overlook the 
structural and institutional problems (in a path that goes from the 
Ashes to the Enigma of Pius XII). 


Among the Friulian novels, Pasolini finally decides to take up The 
Best of Youth which in the meantime had remained untitled and 
which had exploded in his hands due to its excessive complexity. 
The path he takes to get to the bottom of it is that of a radical 
simplification: once the story of Don Paolo has been eliminated, 
other magmatic proliferations have been removed, the protagonists 
become the three boys and the plot focuses on the occupation of the 
lands - giving up any possible pastiche Italian-Friulian, the linguistic 
texture is clear, with a low metaphorical content and short sentences; 
the pride of style is entrusted to adjectives and adverbs, with hints of 
liveliness in speech and very rare jokes in dialect, diligently 
translated at the foot of the page. Already at the end of the 1950s, to 
tell the truth, this work of simplification had produced a typescript 
entitled I giorni del lodo De Gasperi; but the decisive idea that 
Pasolini now has is to integrate into the novel a screenplay that she 
already had ready, Cecilia, a pathetic story of a little girl with 
pathological shyness who does not have the courage to declare her 
love and who ends up as a nun. . 

The delicate, elegiac sentimental story also conveys an idyllic 
overtone to the political area of the book; those peasant struggles 
experienced as preparations for the festival, those red handkerchiefs, 
fall on the ideological crisis of the early sixties like a snowfall of 
nostalgia. Interviewed by Adolfo Chiesa upon the release of the 
novel (which, due to a Marxian suggestion mediated by Fortini, is 
entitled The naivety and simplicity of the book are therefore the 
result of a second degree, manneristic operation, of a real " author's 


counterfeiting”. The escape into the journey and the escape into "the 
way we were’; two easy solutions, after all, but Pasolini is not a man 
of easy solutions. The dream of a thing), Pasolini confesses to having 
also written pages new ones, having fun doing "an imitation of 
myself back then". 


While the third novel of the Roman trilogy fails to take shape, there 
is instead a secondary outline, one of those projects that seem 
destined to remain in the limbo of bizarre inventions, which 
demonstrates an unexpected fertility: it is the idea of the the idea is 
that of a prostitute who has read Pasolini and thinks of himself as a 
traveler and of the prostitute as a guide. The idea (which originally 
seemed to be a simple take-at-the-letter of the metaphor of the "hell 
of the suburbs") reveals here all its strength in bringing Pasolini out 
of the narrative impasse in which he finds himself, as he leaves 
behind , with a sharp turn, every dogma of objectivity and is grafted 
onto the vigorously visionary trunk of Dante's autobiography. 
Mortaccia. The first time Pasolini talks about it, July 1960, Divine 
Comedy comic strip, and that one evening she meets Dante who is 
determined to be her guide in the afterlife; Dante would be «a Virgil 
who speaks like Gioacchino Belli and is a Marxist»; in the afterlife, 
the prostitute would meet Starace, who speaks half Barese and half 
Italian, Stalin instead of Farinata, Gadda among the greedy, the 
Dorotei among the hypocrites etc. But just a few months later, 
mentioning it to another interviewer, 

Pasolini is once again personally on the scene, witness and judge. 
With this narrative tool, which does not inhibit the direct expression 
of emotion, he can face the terrible complexity that neo-capitalism 
has thrown open before him - Dante, before and more than Verga, is 
a master of "free indirections” (Pasolini uses the notions of "free 
indirect" and "interior monologue" are interchangeable, often 
making them coincide with the broader notion of "knowing how to 
make the characters speak in their language": this is what he calls 
"regressing into the speaker"). Relying on Dante therefore (or rather 


on the Dante that Contini had allowed him to glimpse in a famous 
essay on Francesca da Rimini), relying on Dante he imagines an 
ambitious structure, in which a traveler himself (accompanied by a 
Virgil who soon becomes Gramsci) meets and judges speakers of 
every social class and every geographical origin, stratifying socially 
marked dialects and jargons and making them react with the new 
standard Italian of neo-capitalist consumerism. Nothing less than a 
new Comedy in which, as in Dante, the great figures of history are 
mixed with the pettiness and sins of contemporary news. But the 
impossibility of dealing with a "free indirect" who is not from the 
subordinate classes undermines the underlying operation; Pasolini 
immediately realizes that the supermimetic performance is destined 
to remain his intention. As soon as he tries to put words on paper, he 
realizes that the book folds in on itself, prey to an irresistible 
movement of introversion; the guide will no longer be Gramsci but 
will be Pier Paolo Pasolini at the time of Gramsci's Ashes. Pasolini 
meets himself: the ancient theme of the schizoid split presents itself 
as one of those revelations that mark the destiny of a book - the only 
parts to which Pasolini will be able to give some completeness will 
be the two introductory songs, the site of a comparison with the 
moving hopes of ten years earlier (and a meta-literary reflection on 
the folly of the present undertaking), in addition to the fourth canto 
which, as it happens, is that of the meeting with the poets (i.e., again, 
a reflection on one's profession). The project of crossing and judging 
contemporary society has, in short, been transformed into the need 
to draw up a balance sheet of one's life, looking one's destiny as an 
unarmed prophet, as a meek rebel obsessed, in the face. 

This time too the book is condemned to remain unfinished, 
precisely because its most vibrant chord is the elegiac one while now 
Pasolini refuses the consolation of the elegy; the world of neo- 
capitalist "normality" cannot be loved or understood, it extends like 
an immense "new prehistory", a hostile and fascinating magma in its 
horror. Instead of being a book that interprets magma, this Divine 
Mimesis appears to him more and more clearly as a book that 
imitates magma in its structures: «it will have both the magmatic 
form and the progressive form of reality» (RR I, p. 1117). 


In an initial draft (then heavily shortened) of The state of mind 
and the constructive hope that had enabled Canto I, analyzing the 
times and ways of his entry into the "forest", Pasolini reproaches 
himself for the conformism of his previous flirtation with the PCI: 
«he came from such different regions, I / always desperately non- 
conformist (dogs and pigs know it) / 1 was, deep down, a conformist 
- I defended myself like this, poor soul - / but of a fatal conformism 
which was, in the end, fear and the need to make amends" — and 
again: «I acted judicious, respectable, moderate: I had put together a 
whole ideological defense within which I felt in a perpetual state of 
petitioning for the benevolence of others». A violent life is canceled 
with a disdainful gesture: if is different, well, let's behave like 
different people. 

The actual entry into the "forest" is made to coincide with the 
attempt to compose a poem entitled - the text (which actually exists 
among Pasolini's unpublished works and which is dated "January 
'62") is the first poetic text in which Pasolini abandons the traditional 
metric and yields to the magmatic introduction of "brute" prose 
inserts. And it is an abortive poem, a failure of description 
(description of the sun, in fact); the world in its toneless thickness, in 
its terrible ambiguous neutrality (symbolized by the sun) no longer 
lets itself be captured by rhythmic traps - the entry into the "forest" 
coincides with the observation of an expressive impotence. 
Monologue on the sun 

But precisely in those months (in Poesie mondane dell'estate '62) 
Pasolini invents another technique to "capture" reality: he uses the 
terminology of cinema in his verses (overviews, lenses, tracking 
shots), as if the verses were indications of film script; at the same 
time, he leaves "holes" in the text, replacing them with the words 
«[omissis]». That is, he relies on a type of word that suggests rather 
than expresses, and bets on the reader's collaboration. If impotence 
blocks writing and the way out lies in "suggesting", all that will 
remain is to suggest (or rather, exhibit) impotence: for the first time 
in Pasolini's history a novel that cannot finish becomes a novel who 
thinks of himself as unfinished: "the book" he says speaking of the 
Divine Mimesis in a note from November '64, "will be a mixture of 


things done and things to be done" - and a couple of years later, in a 
note from '66 or '67, Pasolini plans (without, for the moment, 
realizing it) La Divina Mimesis as a book that pretends to be the 
edition of an unfinished book. A book "in layers": as we can see, we 
are at the complete implosion of that "stratification of free 
indirections" which should have been the aggressive strategy of an 
extroverted and winning narrative. 


+ 


Thus cinema, which had put written narrative into crisis, now offers 
the desire to narrate a somewhat convoluted path to recovery. In '65 
Pasolini began to study, with meticulous enthusiasm, that particular 
literary genre which is the film screenplay; an essential characteristic 
of that genre, says Pasolini, is «the integrative reference to a 
cinematographic work to be made» (SLA I, p. 1490) — even in the 
case that, for one reason or another, the film has not been made and 
also in the case that the writer did not intend to follow the 
screenplay with a film. But what is "integrative reference"? Already 
in 1960, struck by the strength and beauty of the record that «Vie 
Nuove» had obtained from a casual recording of the "reggio Emilia 
events", Pasolini wrote: «stylistic critics say that every work has its 
"figural integration" [...] so for this record — it is atrocious to say — 
the figural integration, which almost gives it an aesthetic dignity, is 
the death of the young workers of Reggio, it is the calculated 
brutality of the police" (SPS, p. 897). Similarly, in a screenplay, the 
word that we read must be "figuratively integrated" with the image 
of the film that that writing evokes. The old rules of stylistic criticism 
(the organicity, the internal coherence of the text) do not apply to the 
screenplay genre, because in it the written word is only part of the 
signifier, the other part existing in the active imagination of the 
reader: «the reader is an accomplice, immediately [...] in the 
operation that is required of him: and his representative imagination 
enters a much higher and more intense creative phase, mechanically, 
than when he reads a novel» (SLA I, p. 1492) . 


If the entry into the "wilderness" was linked to the failure to 
describe, and if more generally the narrative impasse was to be 
attributed to a crisis of representation (in the face of a reality too 
radically changing to allow itself to be captured in consolatory 
schemes), here comes a new impulse from another type of writing, 
capable of multiplying the collaborative energy of the reader and 
reducing the mimetic responsibilities of the word: a writing that 
turns roughness and incompleteness into stylistic elements. 

It is no coincidence that in that same '65 Pasolini delivered a book 
to the press like the hands of the fifties, he behaved exactly the 
opposite of how he had behaved in '62 with the knowledge of the 
time, he left them in their incompleteness and in their disorder , 
underlines its disorganicity instead of attenuating it. (Significantly, it 
does not include the short stories with the most narrative autonomy, 
but chooses precisely the most magmatic pieces that explode in the 
most divergent directions.) The unfinished has the same semiotic 
characteristics (the need for integration with something that is 
outside the writing , request for collaboration from the reader, 
desired approximation of style) which has the screenplay as an 
autonomous literary genre. The structure of the book, apparently 
botched, then turns out to be very calculated: first the drafts from the 
1950s, left in their lack of file, then the screenplays, then some stories 
that consciously use the unfinished technique: «the stories included 
in this volumes start as stories "to be done" and arrive, with the last 
ones, as stories "not done". While in sticata; Pasolini, instead of 
telling the events, tells a story project: «in the "story that will never 
be told", his face will be minutely described..." (imaginative 
gratification of the reader: "we will never know what the two said to 
each other » (pre turned the other way, and you can see him like this, 
from a foreshortened angle» (Ali with blue eyes (which has three 
screenplays at its centre). Having decided to publish his old notes 
and sketches I dream of one thing: instead to "comb" those notes 
along the lines of nostalgia, perhaps completing them "in the 
manner’ of oneself. In Burina history the topical artifice of the 
incomplete manuscript is applied ("at this point the papers [...] 
present a gap [...] we know the rest of the history from oral 


testimonies" — RR II, p. 486), in Rital and raton the narrative 
technique is even more sofiRR II, p. 868) — which allows for those 
ellipses that open up to the whole ; «which seems to seem RR II, p. 
878). Only in this new and highly subjective technique does that 
"third Roman novel" take shape which Pasolini had not had the 
strength to write as long as he remained within the horizon of a 
realist poetics. 


The following novel is foreign to the technique of the unfinished; 
so meticulously worked, in fact, that Pasolini compares it to a table 
on a gold background: « But, as in the unfinished, here too Pasolini 
asks for strong collaboration from the reader - he even leaves the 
reader options on the time of the story and the succession of facts : 
«it could be spring, or the beginning of autumn [...] the poplars are 
naked, or just budding (or they have dry leaves») (Teorema, from '68, 
is apparentTeorema was born, as if on a gold background, painted 
with my right hand, while with my left hand I worked on frescoing a 
large wall (the film of the same name)". RR II, p. 895); «Pietro comes 
out of the door of the Parini high school. (Or perhaps he has already 
left) »(RR IL p. 897). Even though the book is not technically a 
treatment, there is no doubt that the narrator's gaze is often 
conditioned by the shot: «the father raises his eyes from the 
bourgeois newspaper he is reading, and opens the telegram, where it 
is written: “I will be with you tomorrow” (the father's thumb covers 
the name of the signatory)» (RR IL, p. 904). As in Rital e raton, 
Pasolini does not tell a piece of reality but a story outline, not a story 
but a hypothesis of a parable: «the reader must also read this scene 
and the following one in the story as merely indicative. The 
description is therefore not meticulous and planned in detail, as in 
any traditional or simply normal story" (RR IL, p. 903); the characters 
are therefore all the more functional the closer they are to clichés: 
"we also believe that it is not even difficult (thus allowing us to avoid 
certain non-new details of custom) to imagine these people one by 
one" (RR II, p. 895). 

«Avoid details»: while in the theoretical reflections on the 
screenplay, and in When the father, at the end of the novel, goes to 


look for a hustler at the Milan station, the narrator's gaze follows 
him to the area where the toilets are located, then he interrupts 
himself apologizing: «the reader must be satisfied with this hint, 
which does not say everything: but ours is a report written with 
timidity and fear» (Ali, the “approximate word” was the tool to 
activate a more semiotic mechanism powerful and capture more 
reality, here one has the impression that the same artifice is used to 
keep oneself away from reality. The "scientific" coquetry with which 
the writing is equipped (the "report", the investigation...), as well as 
reporting a touching yet naive desire to "get in step with the times", 
denounce a need for aseptic distancing - masks, surgical 
instruments. Pasolini himself recommends the reader to "stay on the 
page as little as possible”. RR IL, p. 1046). Afraid of what, if not of 
bourgeois sexuality? Pasolini really isn't able to "enter creaturely” 
into the bourgeois, to cancel himself out in them - at most he can 
discuss it with the bourgeois, as he was doing in those years through 
theatrical texts. Strange theatre, in which the characters rather than 
talking to each other listen to each other talk to the author; and here 
too, in the novel, there is a total lack of dialogue (because the 
dialogue takes you away, delivers you to the characters). 

The adjective Leitmotiv, the one that appears most often in the 
novel, is "mysterious" - it is an adjective that acts as a smoke screen, 
like that music that unimaginative screenwriters put in to replace the 
dialogue in connecting scenes; but it also alludes to the "mystery" 
par excellence, that of birth and death. The locations of the novel are 
the same ones where Pasolini had filmed the prologue to Oedipus 
the year before; the seasons are Bertolucci's nuanced ones. Pasolini 
rediscovers his bourgeois origins, the bourgeois landscape of his 
childhood and the artistic prose that served him to express it; but he 
does it with discomfort, with embarrassment, as if he were acting in 
a dream or like an automaton. Sudden clumsiness mixes with artistic 
prose, as if they were slips of the tongue: «the only noise is that, 
which seems radiant, of a stupid distant radio» (RR IL, p. 940); 
«remove your legs one by one from under the sheets» (RR II, p. 944). 

Under the all too exposed armor of the socio-anthropological 
parable, the core of the book is still and always autobiographical: the 


irruption of the sacred is to the bourgeoisie what the Apparition of 
the Bourgeoisie is to the impotence of writing. The two most intense 
destinies, at the end of the book, are those of the Son (i.e. the self- 
derisive stylistic experimentalism) and of the servant Emilia (i.e. the 
illiterate sanctity, which pathetically combines with nostalgia for the 
style of the past: the source of tears which flows from an excavation, 
under the crazy screams of an excavator, is the heartbreaking take- 
at-the-letter of an old poem from the Ashes, the one entitled 
precisely The crying of the excavator). Pasolini celebrates, in this 
novel, a double loss: the loss of familiarity with sub-proletarian 
eroticism, which from now on will be filtered by sadistic or 
masochistic violence, and the loss of his own bourgeois being, 
repudiated too many times to be able to exploit it the novelistic 
“normality”. 


There are many defeats that Pasolini suffered, or inflicted on himself, 
in the 1960s: after having deluded himself into winning the 
challenge with the neo-avant-garde by crossing it, like someone 
who, being a natural subversive, can afford to teach the trade to fake 
bombers ("I will compose a monstrous work, coeval / with the Anti- 
works, by letter 22, of the new fashion, / old figurativeness in the 
side of the young lever" — PR; PO I, p. 1247), he had to note instead 
how it was they who marginalized him — the its success was seen as 
a Midcult phenomenon; his Marxism has been described as 
"caricatural" and "mythological" by exponents of the most rigorous 
left; the more he spent himself in centrifugal directions, each time 
protesting authenticity, the more a sort of average hostility spread 
towards him, summed up by a hasty epitaph like this: «the 
confusion of a poor man who with obtuse coherence carries on until 
extreme and more paradoxical consequences of a discourse founded 
on a few crude and contradictory principles". 

Economic development has struck precisely the sore point of his 
imaginary universe, expanding the hated bourgeoisie and making 
popular vitality unrecognizable ("nobody sings in the street 


anymore’: the fifty songs cited in the Roman novels are matched in 
Petrolio , just a mournful piece of avant-garde music). Faced with 
reverses, Pasolini never reacts with prudence or with tactical 
retreats; for some time he has made the mistake of accepting 
contradiction as a privilege and has responded to the protests by 
throwing his own flesh and blood onto the plate (precisely that 
"diversity" which is disfigured and made ambiguous by the new 
mass tolerance). So now, instead of hiding to defend his work, he 
jeopardizes the entire work in an extreme relaunch. If it is true that 
the written word can be "integrated" by the code of images, then it is 
enough to broaden the semiological horizon, arriving at that Code of 
Codes which is reality, and the written text can even be integrated by 
the life of author, understood as a sign. Lenin wrote «a great poem of 
action». Bordering on the worst clichés of proto-twentieth-century 
vitalism, one can venture the idea of a work "written" with the 
person of the author. 

In the Seventies, Pasolini deepened and exasperated the technique 
of the unfinished, giving it a bitter twist of self-destructive 
exhibitionism: if already in '67 he had thought of the Divine Mimesis 
as a fragment left unfinished because the author had been beaten to 
death (by sticks of the neo-avant-gardists, in Palermo), now, in "75, 
deciding to publish the book by Einaudi, he presents it as an 
abortion exposed to insults: «I am publishing these pages today as a 
"document", but also to spite the my "enemies": in fact, by offering 
them one more reason to despise me, I offer them one more reason to 
go to Hell" (RR IL, p. 1071). The reality from which the non-finite asks 
to be integrated is the naked reality of the martyred and heroic 
empirical person, the reality of a writer cornered, ridiculous and out 
of date - the photos which are fully part of the text they show us the 
vicious circle of a destiny condemned to obsession and escape, and 
the room where the exponents of Group 63 are gathered, all design 
and plastic laminates, cuts like a stab. The novel, in this latest 
version, is merely the "written section” of a larger plan, in which the 
paratext and the context are perhaps worth more than the text - in 
which the two Pasolinis witnessed by writing, the traveler and the 
guide , a third is added, the sinner-judge. 


But there is something that remains pending, something moving 
as in the late Tolstoy, and it is that Pasolini proves inconsistent with 
his own project, because he is incapable of detaching himself from 
the old forms of harmony. «I wanted to do», he declares in an 
interview, «something seething and magmatic, the result was 
something poetic like Gramsci's Ashes» — his latest poetic intuitions 
are so arduous that he himself is not entirely ready to follow them. 
Can we, in the name of a superior expressive strategy, risk ugliness? 
In the last draft of the Divina Mimesis, the one already ready for the 
publisher, Pasolini had written a note which he then decided to 
eliminate: a note in which, confirming the trompel'oeil of the 
posthumous edition, he pretended to copy a note in which the 
author evaluated the performances of a series of occasional lovers. A 
listative, offensive, strident note. The note had to be inserted 
precisely in the place where the text regrets the communist workers 
of the 1950s - it would have undermined the elegy, compromised the 
formal balance (but also would have injected a supplement of truth). 
The elimination of this note is the question that La Divina Mimesis 
raises on Petrolio. 


Petrolio belongs to the period of abjurations, of palinodies, of 
fierce and gloomy disillusionment. «Once his friends would have 
told him: “If you were to walk around, it would take a louse a year”: 
but now similar expressions are no longer used» (RR IL, p. 1560) — 
the phrase in Roman dialect is not it is just an example of the 
dialectal verve of the 1950s, it is a precise self-quotation from 
Ragazzi di vita - the ancient novel is nothing but a fossil, «the 
“Riccetti” had the draft done» (RR I, p. 1573) ; and fossilized in 
parody is the ancient passion for oxymorons: «breathing with less 
inspiration the ice-warm, dark-shimmering air [...] in the calm- 
stormy, dull fermenting neighborhood» (RR II, p. 1266). Dante's long 
vision of Merda, in which the catastrophe of Cultural Homologation 
is celebrated, is a vision that the protagonist Carlo has while 
listening to the chatter of a group of fags at the Colosseum (a 
Colosseum cluttered with scaffolding); as if Pasolini wanted to place 
his own Corsair Writings in a fictionalized "situation" by confessing 


that their ideological fury arises from sexual desperation, from the 
degraded quality of erotic encounters (a little further on, during the 
viewing, a boy shouts «What, there's anyone who still hangs out 
with fagots?” — RR IL, p. 1582). Pasolini returns to using the novel, as 
at the beginning of his career, to unmask his own bad faith, to tell 
"the whole truth" that he festers under the illusions of thought and 
form. 

But what he wants to do is no longer a self-analysis, it is rather an 
autopsy: «for years I was dominated», he wrote in a 1974 review, «by 
the reverent admiration for Catholicism of French intellectuals. Now, 
with a sense of profound liberation, I realized that I hate it. Jacques' 
spiritual crisis and struggle against guilt [...] is, l say it clearly, a real 
pain in the ass" (SLA II, p. 2141). What was once "personal neurosis" 
is totally turned outwards, melancholy has been replaced by 
ageression; “Paolo” was the name of self-analysis par excellence, 
“Carlo” is instead the name of the dead father, the name of useless 
maturity, of the necrotized and derisive “transmission of values”. 

The first corpse to be dissected is that of political commitment: 
multinational financial capital has suddenly made individual or 
group struggles obsolete - one can only illustrate the composition of 
trusts as one would describe the geological composition of a 
mountain massif, and the The only adequate style is the vulgar, 
gossipy one of journalism. To talk about Troya, one of the 
protagonists of the political part of the novel, Pasolini relies on a 
journalistic pamphlet on Eugenio Cefis (This is Cefis, by a self-styled 
Giorgio Steimetz, Ami edizioni, Milan 1972); he draws data, ideas, 
names, turns of phrase, or rather copies entire pieces of it. “Inventing 
a style” for that type of reality would mean being moved by it again 
— and Pasolini no longer wants to. 

The second corpse to be dissected is that of the "novel form" - 
which cannot be the usual a priori, transcendental space, in which by 
common consent author and reader meet in a passage of meanings - 
but which is instead an object that author and reader they continue 
to dribble, with a certain embarrassment; the author does not deny 
himself in it by constructing a story "that unfolds on his behalf", but 
continues to justify his desire to create an artefact. The doors of the 


laboratory open wide: the "prefaces" that Pasolini used to write for 
his novels, only to then eliminate them due to the superior needs of 
the form, here multiply to configure a "prefatory madness"; any 
identification with the characters is prevented by authorial 
interventions that seem to rediscover, in corpore vili, the reasons for 
the sSklovskian-Brechtian estrangement; the more the history of 
literature is plundered, the more the inadequacy of literature to fill 
the need for expression stands out. 


One evening in October 1975, Pasolini proposed to the young 
photographer Dino Pedriali that he photograph him naked, as if 
surprising him from the windows of Chia's house, and made him 
understand that those photos belonged to the book project; «If you 
are willing to collaborate with me» he adds, «there is a risk of prison, 
we will have many enemies». The year before, having decided to 
research the fascist attacks, he did not exploit his authority as a 
public figure to trace official sources of information but asked 
reckless and risky questions to the boys he met at night - as often 
happens impression that his films are a pretext to be able to carry out 
inspections, so this time one has the impression that the novel is a 
pretext to personally put oneself in danger, starting from scratch in 
the cognitive relationship between the individual and the secrets of 
society. Narrating, and even describing, has now been replaced by 
exposure. 

The empirical existence of the author, outside the text, interacts 
with the energy of the text (once the author indicates that a scene 
will be treated summarily because his own character prevented him 
from documenting himself, as the writer who he himself would like 
to be), in the dazed dream of a total work of art after the definitive 
death of symbolism. No ego-world correspondence is any longer 
possible, because the world can no longer be interpreted as a unity, 
nor is it any longer capable of perceiving itself as a unity, accepting 
or reabsorbing its own shadow. The shadow expelled from the ego 
created the Double, the exploded symbolism produced the cheerful 
funereal proliferation of the Allegory. Pasolini even challenges the 
great taboo, the indirect free bourgeois ("F. was Neapolitan; and 


mostly lived in a villa on the slopes of Vesuvius, above 
Castellammare. Her husband had left it to her, making himself, by 
dying, finally useful" — king RR IL, p. 1288), but withdraws shocked. 
The refusal of introspection leaves room for comedy, even if it is an 
anatomical table comedy; if there is no longer an elsewhere that 
gives meaning to the world, every undertaking of recomposing the 
world is possessed by an unleashed, grotesque freedom. The crucial 
crossroads that Pasolini would have found himself faced with, if 
they hadn't killed him and if he had managed to complete the novel 
while living, would have been how to behave towards beauty, the 
fragility of beauty: he would have let the parts that called "mystery", 
i.e. the parts in which, through a residual strength of identification, 
the reader is attracted into a fictitious and provisionally autonomous 
universe, or he would have privileged those areas which he called 
"project", i.e. the areas in which the form does it portray, to push the 
dissatisfied reader to seek the fulfillment of meaning outside the 
text? Would the result, as with La Divina Mimesis, have been 
something "poetic" unwillingly, or would the book have fallen into 
the Italian panorama of the late Seventies or early Eighties like a 
disturbing meteorite, a radical criticism of literature? The author's 
death, reinforcing the projectual non-finite with a dramatic factual 
non-finite, confirmed the second hypothesis, nailing the text to the 
"coherence of incoherence"; making him gain in suggestion what he 
has lost (perhaps) in absolute value. 


+ 


It could be argued that Petrolio is the most genuine of Pasolini's 
novels, because instead of telling a story it tells of the need to deal 
with the novel. If we think only of the novels that Pasolini published 
during his lifetime, and of the order in which he published them, we 
can also have (as critics often had) the impression of a somewhat 
unrealistic and heteroclite occasionality; if compared with the 
uninterrupted fidelity to poetry in verse, or with the energy spent on 
the cinema, Pasolini's use of the novel may appear more linked to 
the ideological bias and the anxiety of success (or almost to the 


obligation for a multifaceted talent to try himself in all genres) than 
to an intimate necessity. 

The editorial and public course of Pasolini's "fictionalism" reaches 
a peak, immediately, at the moment of the "crush" for the suburbs 
and for realism, then the crisis, not truly resolved either by a travel 
book or by the recovery of things youth films, then an overall 
disappointing corollary to the cinema (Teorema), and finally the 
almost resigned presentation of an overly ambitious fragment (La 
Divina Mimesis). In reality, if we examine all of Pasolini's novelistic 
projects in the right chronological order (as we have tried to do in 
this edition, challenging good philological education), the resulting 
picture is very different. What we are faced with is an irrepressible 
autobiographical drive, of someone who however does not know 
how to "die", like Proust, in a single alternative (becoming, so to 
speak, his own Scheherazade), but continually tries to escape from 
the confines of the ego with repeated bursts of vitality, relying on 
one's own manneristic and mimetic abilities. One who on the other 
hand does not know that disinterest (or that satiety) in himself 
which is an indispensable requirement for a narrative truly projected 
into others - the Roman novels are exemplary in this sense, like the 
wall against which one bangs and which signals a limit of the 
imaginary. Therefore, while deploying extraordinary qualities of 
representation and intelligence in love, Pasolini cannot help but 
always create new "devices" of various autobiographical origins, 
whose complexity of machinery and excess of ambition are directly 
proportional to the failure of that "balance of his own inauthentic 
relationships with the world" which he is continually tempted to do 
and which he continually escapes. For this reason, in drawing a 
critical profile of his fiction, the drafts, the unpublished ones count 
so much, perhaps more than the published ones: because what 
remains of Pasolini as a novelist is more the tension towards the 
novel than the individual novels created. 


Describe, narrate, expose yourself 


In Pier Paolo Pasolini, Novels and Stories, I, edited by Walter Siti and Silvia De Laude, with 
two essays by Walter Siti, 
2 voll., Mondadori, “the Meridian”, Milano 1998, pp. XCIII-CXLIV. 


1. Interview given to Adolfo Chiesa, «Paese Sera», 5 July 1960. 

2. Interview given to Alfredo Barberis, «Il Giorno», 2 December 1964. 

3. Piovene's judgment is found in a "launch" circulated in 1959 by Garzanti and entitled 
How Bo, Gadda, Montanelli, Moravia, Piovene judge "A violent life" by Pasolini. 

4. The aforementioned unpublished work is found in the Pasolini Fund at the Gabinetto 
Vieusseux, in a folder bearing the heading «The King of the Japanese. Elzeviri 1948». 

5. «The blue...» naked word, alone in the silence / of the sky. We are in Casarsa, it's six 
o'clock, I remember... 

6. From this expression comes the title of the 1963 investigation film on the sexual behavior 
of Italians. 

7. The thresholds of Pordenone, in A country of storms and primroses, edited by Nico 
Naldini, Guanda, Parma 1993, pp. 228-231. 

8. In quotes from Proust, the Roman numeral indicates the volume, the Arabic numeral the 
page: the edition is that of Pléiade 1954, edited by Pierre Clarac and André Ferré. 

9. The thresholds of Pordenone, in A country of storms and primroses, Guanda, Parma 
1993; p..228, 

10. For a more extensive discussion of the Pasolini-Proust relationship, see the ninth section 
in this volume. 

11. Fortini's review («Community», June 1955) is now in F. Fortini, Through Pasolini, 
Einaudi, Turin 1993, pp. 9-13. 

12. Banti's review is in «Paragone», June 1955. 

13. Bonfiglioli's essay, entitled Despair of language and popular mythology, is in 
«Opinione», August-September 1956. 

14. Virdia's review is in «La Voce Repubblicana», 3 July 1955. 

15. The two essays by Barberi Squarotti and Baldelli are respectively in «Itinerari», 
December 1955, and in «Mondo Lavoraio», October-November 1961. 

16. See P.P. Pasolini, Rome and Belli in SLA I, 415. For the reference made below to the 
"papal incubator", cf. Passion and ideology, SLA I, p. 772. 

17. See P.P. Pasolini, Rome and Belli, cit., p. 417 


18. The controversy with Marotta took place in «Reporter» between February and March 
1960. 

19. Bonfiglioli's essay is the one in «Opinione», cit. 

20. See C. Salinari, A novel open towards the future, «Vie Nuove» 27 June 1959. 

21. G. De Robertis, Pasolini's vitality, <I] Tempo», 4 August 1959. 

22. Interview given to Roberto De Monticelli, «Il Giorno», 16 December 1958. 

23. Calvino's letter is reported in Naldini's introduction to LE II, p. XLI. 

24. Interview given to Gianni Rocca, «Il Punto», 14 November 1959. 

25. Interview given to Alfredo Barberis, «I1 Giorno», 2 December 1964. 

26. Interview given to Adolfo Chiesa, «Paese Sera», 6 April 1962. 

27. Interview given to Adolfo Chiesa, «Paese Sera», 5 July 1960. 

28. Interview given to Massimo Massaro, quoted in «New Generation», March 1960. 

29. This first draft of Canto I is contained in the folder bearing the non-autograph heading 
«La divina mimesis / 1963-75». 

30. The Monologue on the sun was published, with a brief comment by me, in Poesia '97, 
edited by G. Manacorda, Castelvecchi, Rome 1998. See the twelfth section in this volume. 

31. From the cover flap of the 1965 Garzanti edition, certainly Pasolini-esque. 

32. From the cover flap of the 1968 Garzanti edition, certainly Pasolini-esque 

33. From the cover flap of '68, cit. 

34. The italics are mine. 

35. The judgment is by C. De Michelis, L'impasse di Pasolini, in «Prisma», September 1968. 

36. Pasolini's words, reported by U.C. Quintavalle in Days of Sodom, Sugarco, Milan 1976, 
p. 68. 

37. Interview given to Lorenzo Mondo, «La Stampa», 10 January 1975. 

38. From a statement by Pedriali interviewed by Daniela Treveri, «Tempo», 16 February 
1993, 


5 
Pasolini's second victory — 1982 


Rereading it now, this essay from forty years ago appears to me at 
the same time plethoric and off-target: too focused on philosophy, 
that is, on the subject from which the all-rounder Pasolini was 
furthest. The justification (if there is one) lies in the usual 
contamination between critical analysis and the critic's personal 
situation: it was '82, the inaugural year for me of the long gestation 
of School of Nude - the theme of the Hegelian slave-master dialectic 
and that I was almost completely occupied with the relationship 
between eros and agape, as was the reading of the Gnostic texts. In 
short, Pasolini was little more than a pretext; but it seems to me, 
from a distance, that such an interested and lateral approach has 
uncovered an aspect that I had seen little of until then and which I 
continue to believe is central to the profound channels of "late" 
Pasolini. Speaking of consumerism as a totalitarianism managed by 
"children" and not by "fathers", Pasolini touches on a very dangerous 
issue for him, that is, the potential unconscious coincidence between 
the external omnipotence of consumption and his own delirium of 
omnipotence (how much there is is he himself among the “lords” of 
Salo?); a similarity emerges between the magma of a history no 
longer with philosophy and the chaos of a desire now free from 
repressive demands (with consequent paradoxical return to order in 
the body of young fascists). When the coincidence inevitably goes 
from euphoric to dysphoric, it will present itself in the version that 
explodes in Petrolio: a parallel between the "social nothingness" of 
the confused state massacres on the one hand and on the other the 
inner nihilism, the emptiness within oneself to which he can only 
respond with sanctity or self-derision. 


At the time I was convinced that the final title of Petrolio (not yet 
published) was Vas, and I cited it with this title: now I rather think 
that Pasolini remained uncertain between the two titles until the end. 
Just as I seemed to remember, not having properly checked, that the 
"novel a swarm" was also in Shklovsky together with the one "a 
schidionata", while the first is a funny Pasolini invention. 

Saint Paul has been an important name for Pasolini (a name with 
which one identifies, but also a name that reproaches) since the time 
of The text explores the dramatic ambiguity of the character: 
scandalous non-conformist homosexual and priest founder of 
churches. Agape, whose revelation involves a mystical and ecstatic 
path, is also the sign of a love independent of human desires and 
justifications, a love that can be achieved through practice and not 
through knowledge. If the Kingdom of God consists in the 
progressive realization of history, history in turn will be nothing 
other than the realization of this paradoxical love foreign to human 
subjectivity. In the Pope cites the famous Pauline passage on agape, 
contained in the first letter to the Corinthians, to proclaim that "the 
institutions are moving" and to historically justify Hitler's policy (on 
the side of the peasants imbued with caritas, against the bourgeois 
Jews who do not need caritas). In short, agape is inseparable from 
the epochal objectivity of history, according to a Saint Paul-Hegel 
conjunction that was anything but surprising in twentieth-century 
theology and utopianism (the names of Moltmann and Bloch can be 
exemplary in this sense).Nightingale. In a crucial year like '68, 
Pasolini wrote down in a few days an outline of the screenplay for a 
film about Sao Paulo (in the form of notes for a production 
manager). Enigma of Pius XII 


But shortly after ‘68 Pasolini begins to talk about a new fact of 
incalculable importance: Power has carried out a revolution that 
makes all the others impossible. He accomplished it by using the 
infinity of desire: «la bourgeoisie est une entropie» says Pasolini, and 


“entropy” is the (Fechnerian) term used by Freud to indicate the 
chaotic arrival point of the pleasure principle. 

«Vincenzo Rizzi believed that the realization of a dream 
[spending the night with a woman] so difficult to achieve in his old 
culture was miraculously achievable in the culture of the modern 
world». By confronting men with the brutal and derisive realization 
of their desires, consumerism has suddenly brought down a 
thousand-year-old culture based on repression. But there is more: if 
it is true (once again, Freudianly) that the substitution mechanism 
originating from a denied satisfaction establishes the symbolic, 
consumerist ease seems to deny the very possibility of symbolically 
structuring our social being. The moment the dream flattens into 
reality, the laws that govern the dream no longer have any reason to 
function; the metaphor and, ultimately, the Every struggle to change 
the world is crushed between absolute hyperrealism (whereby 
everything is put on the same level, and everything is what it is) and 
contemporary total derealization. sense itself are abolished. 

Faced with this novelty, it seems to Pasolini that the Hegelian 
dialectic is no longer sustainable: «I am against Hegel [...] my 
dialectic is no longer ternary but binary. There are only oppositions"; 
«Hegel was naturally, albeit divinely, wrong. The only true infinity 
is what he calls “bad infinity”» (Vas, RR IL, p. 1668). A philosophy of 
history is no longer possible because a total hierarchy of reality is 
now impossible; but the "heretical empiricism" that Pasolini intends 
to oppose to dialectics is not directed towards a criticism of Totality, 
in view of the construction of partial hierarchies; as often happens to 
empiricisms which, in order to see the trees, do not see the forest, the 
particular is invested with absolute responsibilities, involved in an 
infinite series of oppositions. The criticism of Hegel ends up 
resulting in the substitution of one religion for another: a dualistic 
religion based on cyclical time against the Christian (Pauline) 
religion based on the irreversibility of history: «the otherwise lost 
possibility of a logic was invoked "duadic", in which everything 
remained coexistent and not "overcome", and the contradictions 
were nothing but oppositions: in this case history would no longer 
be the unilinear and successive history, born, as is known, from the 


reformist exegesis of Old and New Testaments, as well as from the 
Letters of Saint Paul. All modern Western rationalism was based on 
this, just as science demonstrated that time was not at all based on 
unilinearity and succession, and indeed did not even exist, 
everything being co-present (as the Dravidian religions had already 
taught)" (Vas, RR I, p. 1800). 


Consumerism, by emphasizing the infinity of desire, has revived a 
traditionally metaphysical problem (a healthy shock for any overly 
self-satisfied historicism); but the metaphysical problem is then 
immediately translated, and this is the root of the deception, into a 
mixture of pragmatism and mysticism: the Absolute coincides with 
the infinite, hidden complication of production mechanisms; contact 
with Being is achieved through abandonment to the "realism" of 
capital. 

To escape from metaphysics in a less deceptive way, we must 
start from a 3) in terms of physical-biological science, transforming 
every mystical ineffability into simple "unimaginability" linked to 
the weaknesses of perceptive categories and traditional space-time. 
criticism of the infinite: 1) in logical-mathematical terms, playing on 
the paradoxes of the transfinites, and learning that "in the infinite 
there are more things than God can imagine"; 2) in psychological 
terms, seeing infinity as one of the (imperfect) ways of unfolding the 
unconscious in the conscious; 

In short, contemporary science is by no means an ally of religion 
in demonstrating that time does not exist, indeed it declares that a 
criticism of religion (understood as a criticism of the Absolute) is 
more necessary than ever today. Only if infinity is a normal 
operational concept can reason find a path free both from the 
astonished contemplation of necessity and from hope in the Spirit. 


+ 


Pasolini instead appears powerless in the face of the aspect of 
mystical Totality assumed by consumerism: the almost religious 
mystery of consumerist "apparitions (precisely for this fearful 
competitors of the Church) is matched by the "behaviourism" that 
Pasolini notes in Indian religions: one cannot escape from the 
mysticism-pragmatism mixture. 

The cause of this impotence is also of a historical-cultural nature, 
and lies in the exclusively humanistic education of Pasolini himself; 
but perhaps a more interesting reason is linked to Pasolini's 
"existential project". In it the foundation of the symbolic and the 
objectivity of the Law depend on the ghost of the Father; the Saint 
Paul-Hegel axis belongs to that "severity" of history which bases the 
sense of guilt, and the Ego is structured on the sense of guilt. If now 
the new Power makes that axis ineffective, and seems to abolish the 
same paternal figure in a society of children, it is as if the narcissistic 
infinite, which constituted the other pole of the psychological 
system, found itself having won without fighting, and even upon 
mandate from the Authority. Power then appears at the same time 
fascinating and demonic, because he is latently and horribly right: 
the sense of guilt remains unsaturated, and the disappearance of 
polarity leads to a terrifying sensation of psychological zeroing. 

In consumerism the mental infinity of desire, opening up into an 
extensive material infinity, is reduced to a desperate metonymic 
flow, an emphasis on a bad infinity; the lost symbolic depth is 
unleashed in violence. But even Pasolini's youthful eroticism (an 
ancient matrix of a kind of atheistic mysticism) later revealed, with 
the economic well-being that came into maturity, its own destructive 
nature: «You repeat the word sex endlessly: what meaning will it 
have in the end? Sex sex sex sex sex sex sex sex... The world 
becomes the object of sexual desires, it is no longer a world but a 
place of a single feeling. This feeling repeats itself, and with it 
repeats the world, until it accumulates and cancels itself" (So not 
only does consumerism appear to Pasolini as The object criticized is 
also the image (frightening, but certainly liberating) of a possible 
destructuring of the criticizing subject ; from here arises, perhaps at 
the deepest level, the epistemological weakness we were talking 


about. Despite the courageous, unscrupulous and often acute use of 
tools such as linguistics and semiology, there is an apocalyptic and 
shocked gaze spread over everything, dominated in spite of itself of 
the mystical "novelty" of Power, of its "naturalness". RR IL, p. 1086). 
The god of eros is nothingness: the long loyalty to Leopardi has led 
ruthlessly to Sade. Power has canceled the repressive structures 
around which the ego had built its own Oedipal myth: and that 
myth was the original place of knowledge, from there came the 
anxiety of "coming to know": «I am / condemned to understand . But 
my understanding / comes to terms with Duty". the negative of his 
passion, but also as that which is capable of taking away from his 
passion, "hyper-realising" it, the heuristic and cognitive possibilities: 
"Pasolini does not love the truth: the love of truth destroys 
everything, because there is nothing true." 


+ 


In 1972 Pasolini wrote the presentation for an exhibition by Lorenzo 
Tornabuoni: an exhibition of monumental and fragmentary, athletic 
and decorative male bodies, with a Soviet affiche technique from the 
1920s overlaid with pop art malice. Pasolini underlines how the 
desire linked to those bodies, through the myth of Health and Form, 
builds an ambiguous bridge between the revolutionary populism 
between the two wars and contemporary advertising consumerism: 
from the Heroes of the Revolution to the Heroes of Integration; and 
he rejects this mixture, which seems intolerably contradictory to him: 
«there is no one who does not see how this is a real passionate tangle 
of references and allusions, in which, in practice, everything is 
evaded and discredited». The refusal is dictated by the love of 
clarity, but also I would say by the impossibility of admitting that 
there could be a profound affinity between the body exalted by 
perverse desire and consumerism. 

Both perversion and consumerism focus on the dynamics of 
frustration, for both the confrontation with the ghost is without 
mediation, and the reversal from ecstasy to desperation can be 
instantaneous; both give the illusion of infinite expansion while 


responding to obsessively coercive rules set from the outside; both 
tend to decontextualize the desired object, to the point of 
considering the entire reality as a fetish. 

A beautiful body is equivalent to the suspension of time: 
recovering the physical perfection of your body (with the gym, with 
sport) means turning back time. «I am therefore forty-four years old, 
which I look good / (only yesterday two or three soldiers, in a grove 
of whores, / attributed me to twenty-four, — poor boys / who took a 
child for one of their own age)»: in the first editorial of the text, 
under the correction “child” it reads “monster”. The trauma that lies 
at the origin of the perversion prevents time from flowing; but that 
trauma can ultimately be traced back to a "double bind" situation, 
that is, to a logical antinomy that concerns operations on the infinite. 
Consumerism also plays at confusing the cards between different 
types of infinity and favors the deception of a suspension of time; 
consumerism also exalts the perfect surface of bodies. 

Noting, with a good dose of cynicism, the coincidences between 
one's own (intimate, poignant) eros and the hated consumer society 
would perhaps have meant going to the historical (personal and 
social) roots of the theory of pleasure; verify the arbitrariness and at 
the same time the "rudeness" of desire precisely in its moment of 
maximum (apparent) inevitability and innocence; develop an 
epistemology freer from old mythical-formal conditioning 

Pasolini's solution is instead to underline the difference between 
the two terms (eros and consumerism), relying on a cultural 
tradition that identifies beauty with non-corruption and naturalness; 
desire is thus "justified", bodily fascination becomes a sign of a 
marginal and vital world that is repressed and killed by consumerist 
civilization; the suspension of time is ambiguously divided into 
cyclical time (good eternity) and empty time (bad eternity). 

We must wait for the — terrible — pages of the Abjuration from the 
Trilogy of Life to have Pasolini's confession that the myth of purity 
and popular innocence was nothing but a reassuring substitute 
formation; but now the’ coincidence of eroticism and 
commodification, drowned in the shit and blood of Salo, can no 
longer become a clear (albeit painful) intellectual heritage and 


remains a dark threat, a paralyzing bond; the word that comes out is 
once again a mystical word (albeit in a melancholy and _ black 
version): "formless acedia”. 

Eros, transfiguring itself into cultural and civil passion, certainly 
acquires an extraordinary sentimental strength, but loses its name; 
thus, when he finds himself faced with time, work, death, he may 
happen to suffer from the most useless of sufferings, which is that 
which does not even have the comfort of lucidity. For Pasolini, all 
this is summed up in Ninetto's face and laughter. 


+ 


«That you lacked charity, Pio told you. Humor as “caritas” is love. 
Ninetto represents, in Pasolini's psyche, the paradoxical union of 
eros and agape, of desire and affection.XII: / and not he was 
completely wrong. Paul quoted: / Nuni de ménei pistis, elpis, agape, 
/ ta tria tauta: méizon de touton and agape». In the review in verse of 
The world saved by the kids (in Trasumanar e organiser, now in PO 
II, pp. 35-54), Elsa Morante is accused of lacking charity because she 
believes that institutions are only negative, and because she is gifted 
with humor, which is an elite quality. But Elsa's mysterious grace 
consists precisely in transforming humor into a popular quality, in 
transvaluing her own bourgeois anarchism by force of poetry: «how 
much charity in your lack of charity». objective for another class: it is 
the Pazzariello in Morante's book, but it is above all Ninetto's idea: 
«the idea of Ninetto due to you / [...] / due, I say, to the 
objectification of that Grace / as humor transformed into charity 
through the work of the intellect — / it is superior to Pazzariello". 

But in '71, while they were filming The Objective Misery of the 
Other Class, it also revealed itself to be conformism, and 
abandonment to time as a humble instinct to generate adult love. 
«Travail manuel. Le temps qui entre dans le corps. For the work of 
the man if he does the same as Christ for the Eucharist. Le travail est 
comme une mort». Eros, exalting a body totally removed from time, 
is actually foreign to the body The Canterbury Tales, Ninetto decides 
to get married, and for Pasolini it is pain: unreflected, blind, as 


expressed in the Hobby of the sonnet. who works ; true popular 
vitality, that is, mortal, that is, conformist, is unattainable by 
perverse desire: «Then I think that that apartment could be used / 
very well for two spouses. And so I see life / future, organized, in a 
time where dying / is my obligation. A life naturally very friendly / 
to the sky, with the usual humble and not servile laughter / but due 
to something else, in an infinite light" (The hobby of the sonnet, PO 
II, p. 1134). Here Pasolini's conscious will clashes with the 
compulsion to repeat that comes from deep within, with the 
impossibility of radically restructuring one's psychological scheme: 
following agape means being completely deprived of one's eros, that 
is, one's motivation to live. And rebellion is born, against destiny 
and against Elsa Morante who, with inhuman coherence, supports 
love as a sacrifice to the extreme limit of self-effacement: «By 
applying the morality / that Elsa demanded from me / [...] I could 
have accept / of course, even that girl who "took you away", / 
thinking that, if I loved you, you remained the same. / The fact is that 
slowly the universe / moved under my feet" (PO II, p. 1202). 
Ninetto's abandonment pushes him back to his status as a man of 
letters (sonnets, precisely); the impossibility of accepting adult love 
is also the inability to accept popular conformism: «as a good hero I 
laughed at human things / which I rightly called, after all, / 
bourgeois: and marital fidelity / was the culmination of that my just 
contempt" (PO IL, p. 1181). 

The identification of the people as "beautiful nature" was a 
mythical container that allowed them to express their nostalgia for 
the infinite without risking a total fracture with existing reality and 
without compromising their self-image; consumerist conformism 
functions as a "historical revealer" of that need for purity, and the 
contempt that falls on the poor destroyed myth, rather than being a 
sign of moral superiority, indicates that the nostalgia for the infinite 
has not been able to translate into a cognitive need capable of 
resisting in the face of abrupt historical changes: just as in Ninetto an 
entire class was loved, so the disappointment of that love brings 
down the very hypothesis of a division into classes, or at least its 
"visibility". Infinite desire is incapable of conceiving the Other as 


independent and autonomous and is therefore completely alien to 
mediation; it is therefore logical that it expands in moments in which 
the laws of objective mediation appear to be in crisis. The security of 
historical laws, through the certainty of the class struggle, allowed 
the people to experience their misery with pride; similarly, the 
insurmountable distance from the people was a stimulating regret 
for the intellectual. Now, however, the intellectual can only have 
words of heartbreaking pity for popular conformism: «you tell me 
about your trips to the Enpals booklet / and I also sense that you are 
watching television. / I connect this to a phrase about "some money" 
/ to put aside (this is how you tried to justify yourself / to her, to 
have permission to leave)" (PO IL, p. 1217); and the people are now 
only capable of living their own misery with humiliation, felt as a 
passive residue of a consumerist desire. 

The potential infinity of pleasure, extending over the entire social 
system, made the victims similar to the executioners: "these blacks in 
revolt, equal to the master, equally marauders, who want everything 
at any cost". The inability to conceive love as caritas is one and the 
same with the inability to think of life as determination and 
construction, and even more so in a phase of masking social 
distinctions. Objective love for another class is no longer possible, 
nor does nostalgia for the infinite know how to embody itself in 
anything other than concretizes and limits it, and it remains pure 
annihilation. Eros, monstrously transformed by consumerism into a 
technique of domination, leads people to the loss of themselves. 
Even deeper than the pain of abandonment there is (a flash of 
unbearable truth) the pain of not knowing how to save Ninetto, 
because the way in which he is loved is the same way that he loses 
him. 


In this last period of Pasolini's production, some Gnostic ideas 
reappear: «I am Valentine who despised the earthly body of Christ — 
or the subtle African heresiarch Sabellius who maintained that the 
Father was the Son of Himself»; in the 1974 additions to the San 


Paolo there is a false Luke who is actually a messenger of the Devil, 
with an expedient that recalls certain Manichaean texts (say, the 
Interrogatio Johannis). 

But it is a Gnosticism that no longer has anything to oppose it, 
and it runs in circles. Pasolini reviews a book by Jouve which stages 
the moral torments of a homosexual: «Jacques' spiritual crisis and 
struggle against guilt, in the name of a failing pagan and panic 
ideology, is, I say it clearly, a true and a real pain in the ass." Infinite 
desire, which in other times could have been considered a spiritual 
privilege (albeit a cursed one), has now spread by sad contagion, 
deforming and deforming. «What is cancer? It's something that 
changes. The severe Father who prevented pleasure was also the 
holder of a hierarchy of reality: now the poles have perversely 
united in the stickiness of everyday life, in the horror of an 
apparently intact body, but whose tissues have been emptied 
internally, becoming others. The “bad infinity”, in which Pasolini 
says he recognizes the only true infinity, is Tantalus’ torture of 
perversion; the repressed dialectical infinity takes its revenge: 
removed from the awareness of conflict and becoming, the Other 
reappears as a vampire. The obsessive frustration tried to justify 
itself intellectually, and in doing so he discovered new perspectives; 
but precisely when he believes he is completely objectifying himself, 
and emancipating himself from the partiality of his knowledge, 
precisely then his truth loses weight and depth and becomes, itself, 
an intellectual obsession: an obsession with the non-existence of 
History and an obsession with totality. Between eros and agape, 
between mysticism and law, no tragic opposition is anymore 
possible, no dramatic split that could constitute the nucleus of a 
heroic individuality: the sublime "unactuality" of Saint Paul is now 
out of date. all the cells, which makes them grow all in a crazy way, 
outside of any previous logic." 


In the unpublished novel, Carlo splits into the two "souls" of Saint 
Paul: the mystical one (translated into a disregulation of the senses) 


and the organizational one (the protagonist Carlo (the name of 
Pasolini's father and therefore, in a Lacanian way, the Name of the 
Father) is an emptied Saint Paul: not, according to the New 
Testament and Dante diction, vas electionis, but, according to the 
suggestion that comes from the protagonist of the Divine Mimesis, 
«vas of reduction».ENI): but the tragic opposition ( founded on the 
literary expedient of doubling) no longer has any reason to exist: 
«this is the poem of the obsession with identity and, at the same 
time, of its shattering» (Vas, RR IL, p. 1374); the two Carlis come 
together in a single, banal, "lukewarm" character. 

The novel is connected to What is like saying that the game is not 
confident, aggressive, it does not open onto an operational activity, 
but rather derives from desperation and adaptation; it is the residue 
of an emptied totalizing ambition. Divine Mimesis (almost a 
derisive, consumerist Paradise that follows that Hell) in an overall 
project of imitation-emulation of Dante's Comedy. But with the 
hiding of charity, history has also lost direction and meaning and the 
absolute, instead of integrating with it and taking strength from it, 
remains suspended and lost: «this inscription a) predicts or 
prefigures a “mystical” act that will happen at the end of this novel: 
and it will be a decisive, vital, fully positive and orgiastic act: it will 
re-establish the serenity of life and the resumption of the course of 
history; b) it even acts as the epigraph of the entire present work [...] 
but its meaning in this case is diametrically opposed to that 
mentioned above: it is in fact mocking, corrosive, delusive (but no 
less sacred for this reason! ): I erected this statue for laughter" (Vas, 
RR IL, p. 1637). The playful attitude is the extreme heroic glimmer, 
disguised as senile irresponsibility, with which one faces the total 
loss of points of reference, resulting from the "end of the symbolic": 
«The disobedience of young people is fine. But the disobedience of 
the elders? The first is substantially based on obedience [...] the 
second is substantially based on "game" [...] with the total loss of 
faith (in history, of course) I rediscovered a joy, yes, a joy that I have 
never had". 

It is known that Gogol was thinking of Pasolini. He notes that 
both openly highlight the moment of writing, so as to never allow 


the reader to forget "the rules of the game". But, while in Dante the 
personal moment of writing is inserted into an overall figural and 
theological story, in Gogol’ (with whose position Pasolini evidently 
identifies) the emphasis is placed on the arbitrariness of the 
representation, on the fact that the writer «is free to do whatever he 
wants", master of describing for the pure pleasure of doing so. The 
young man in white trousers meticulously described on the first 
page of Dead Souls as a "hell" which should have been followed by a 
"purgatory" and a "paradise", in a Dantesque emulation very similar 
to that imagined by Pasolini. Drawing a parallel between Dante and 
Gogol, Dead Souls, which will no longer have any part in the novel, 
has strictly no meaning: «It is, in fact, purely arbitrary. Therefore the 
description of his figure cannot have any other meaning than that of 
demonstrating that Gogol is writing at that moment" (SLA II, p. 
1950). 

In Vas, medieval allegorism is incorporated into a structure 
derived from  twentieth-century formalism (the Sklovskian 
"schidionata novel") which concludes on the insignificance of the 
work of art, coinciding with its autonomy. The work signifies only 
itself, a dense object in which all dialectics and all infinite opposition 
of values are tautologically canceled out. A short story included in 
the novel (titled First Fable on Power) presents us with a man who 
sees God transforming into the Devil, and the latter into God, and so 
on infinitely in a mad dualism; in the end man is transformed into a 
stone fallen from the sky: «and even today that stone remains a pure 
enigma. The infinite variety of its soft colors corresponds to an 
infinite variety of materials, but none of them has really been 
identified, because each mineral presents contradictory characters, 
both in relation to itself and in relation to the other minerals with 
which it is amalgamated and compound" (RR I, p. 1321). There is no 
interest in using metaphorical density from an epistemological and 
logical point of view, there is rather a mimetic adhesion: the world of 
the undifferentiated and continuous, in which the metaphor lives, 
imitates the indistinct Totality of the present, the continuity of 
everyday life. The "game" is not used to deal with the culturality of 
the infinite, and therefore to prefigure new articulated hypotheses on 


history; in Pasolini's "system" the new Power derives its terrible 
strength from the fact of being indistinguishable from life itself, of 
crushing knowledge over being, of joining past and present with the 
same naturalness that a body has. 

The changes desired by Power may be the same as those desired 
by revolutionary ideology, but they are obscurely different and more 
long-lasting (the end of nationalities was achieved not with 
internationalism, but with multinationals); the precariousness of 
revolutionaries depends on their desire to distinguish between 
project and reality, between what happens and what could or should 
happen. The protagonist's adaptation to Power occurs when he 
abandons himself to the flow of his unconscious life, the profound 
one, beneath the traumas and dramatic splits: «he could not even 
have said what the real novelty was, that is, the one experienced in 
the immensity of his unconscious life: “The tao that can be said is not 
the eternal tao”» (Vas, RR IIL, p. 1781). The novel itself - if we want to 
take a formula from the Divine Mimesis for the last time - "will have 
both the magmatic form and the progressive form of reality (which 
erases nothing, which makes the past coexist with the present, etc.) 
(The Divina Mimesis, RR I, p. 1117): the bracketed part of the quote 
could be a passable Freudian definition of the unconscious. 


+ 


The same stickiness involves literary work, the unconscious and 
Power together. The relationships between infinite dispersion and 
limit-form mix underground in the immediacy of the unthinkable. 
But if Power coincides with the unconscious and realizes it, it also 
means that Power expropriates the individual of his own 
unconscious, transferring the psychological need for unity and 
indistinction into an unspeakable Open. 

In The Repressive Law has been defeated, the repressed vital 
instincts know, with old age and success, a strange joy of living, a 
liberation from responsibilities; but the economic system that 
allowed this liberation made those instincts unrecognizable by 
horribly parodying them and transformed the victory into the 


cruelest of defeats: the victory over what allowed us to orient 
ourselves and consist is not a happy one. One's own, very private, a 
thousand times recognized "guilt of feeling innocent" has become a 
dangerous and intolerable collective irresponsibility; insensibly 
something has entered the vital continuity making it monstrous. The 
imagination of the late Pasolini is obsessed by the ghost of a 
generalized desire to kill (the result of the hypertrophy of pleasure 
and the end of the symbolic) which however hides in apparently 
innocent forms: murderers with the faces of friends, loved mouths 
deformed by a latent grin: «It's the same rainwater as in many 
children's poems and "singing in the rain" tunes. But it rises and 
drowns you." The acuteness of the sociological prophecy is made 
possible, but also altered, by an atrocious psychological combination 
whereby external Novelty is recognized as nothing other than the 
magnified extroflection of a fear of annihilation that has always been 
nestled within the Self. Anecdote of the old kings Pasolini tells of a 
hero who killed a monster in his youth, and who unexpectedly 
manages to defeat another in his old age, but «it was an unhappy 
victory / even if there were two Monsters, and two victories, / aman 
only enjoys one victory in life! 

Even the work of art, it has been said, is involved in this 
ambiguous stickiness of the unconscious and Power: but then the 
work of art will also become the site of this parasitic invasion. With 
true lyrical genius, Pasolini realized this intuition in Chia is an 
inverted and empty Friuli, the tree of the Game casts a shadow on 
the same place as the tree of the Passion, the pure youthful lexemes 
are invaded from within by other syllables, equal and different. The 
polarity that had allowed the Ego to appropriate the Friulian world 
is now inconsistent: «San Pauli / was the great disgrace / of whoever 
pissed off the world. / Free me if you want / free me from my abras: / 
but ah cun him / to disappear encia / I prefer them from the fans...". 
The world lives in the elusive mix of infinity and Law, combining 
necessity with the absolute lack of any epochal structure: "the second 
form from the tymp to is sensa fin". By emptying itself of its objects, 
the ego also empties itself, the theory of pleasure no longer serves to 
give identity; the Other is no longer something external, but the Ego 


is itself that Other that no longer has time to be. It is not the anguish 
that arises from conflicts but the more radical one of those who no 
longer recognize the categories that gave rise to those conflicts, and 
only know their own exclusion from reality, for never having known 
how to "die and become": «the dis a son passas / to a job that ruins / 
the sanctity of my heart: / the gragnél is no'l muart / and he is still 
there to bessoul». The new Power is, in the final analysis, nothing 
more than the testimony of one's inability to conceive life outside of 
values which, moreover, are now unthinkable; extreme sincerity 
consists in dying before life begins again: «a voul dizi muri / in him 
before he [the world] dies / and returns to nassi». Second form of 
«The best youth», « cuarp inside a cuarp». 

The intellectual regression (the criticism of dialectics which is in 
reality a failure to take dialectics into account) translates existentially 
into an extreme act of abdication: the ego no longer knows how to 
carry the weight of life and entrusts it to the shoulders of a boy, of a 
young man who still has the abstract strength to contrast a duty to 
exist, a Rule to the horrible and necessary fluidity of matter, to a 
«fantat cun in man / il Libri sensa la Pererala»; to a young fascist, 
because the Ego returns back to the crossroads where he chose to 
cure his own abnormality with an ideology whose failure he suffers 
today: «Ciapiti su cistu peis, fantat ch'i ti mi odiis: / puartilu tu. Al 
lus tal cour. And jo i ciaminarai / lizéir, zint avant, sielzint par 
sempri / la vita, la zoventut». 


Pasolini's "second victory". 


In «Quaderni Piacentini», n.s., n. 5, 1982. 
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6 
The Pasolini myth — 2006 


It is a polemical intervention, and like all polemical interventions it is 
a little exaggerated. Here I am not angry with Pasolini nor with his 
work, but precisely with what his media figure had become at the 
beginning of the 2000s (the specific occasion was, in 2005, the 
thirtieth anniversary of his death) . Everyone was pulling him by the 
jacket, on the right and on the left, even Bossi tried to make him a 
proto-League player. Now things have changed a lot: apart from the 
lighting for the centenary of his birth (which will be turned off at the 
end of the year), Pasolini too has become a dusty monument: the 
issues he was tormented by have lost their relevance - the poets do 
not they are no longer a symbol of anything, we are now so far into 
cultural homologation and anthropological mutation that those who 
fear it seem like an archaeological find, homosexuality is (at least in 
words) cleared through customs. What remains are the pop murals, 
which he shares with Che Guevara and Maradona; a generic and 
somewhat scholastic esteem remains, the rebellious and suffering 
tremors of Saviano remain. The instigators and perpetrators of his 
death are also dead and dead, or old retired criminals (on my having 
changed my opinion on the matter, see the introduction to the first 
shot). The visibility he had sought has withered: perhaps the time 
has come to read it. 


I would like to start from the definition of "myth" given by Roland 
Barthes in Mythologies: the "mythical meaning" occurs when the 
signifier and meaning of a cultural icon in turn become the signifier 
of something broader, which is precisely a “myth”. The example he 
gives is the image of a black soldier saluting the French flag: the 


signifier (the color of the skin and the legionary uniform, white, red 
and blue etc.) and the explicit meaning (precisely a boy of the 
colonies who enlisted in the French army) in turn become the 
signifier of a broader and more imprecise meaning (the loyalty of the 
colonies, the universality of the values of freedom, equality, 
fraternity, the somewhat paternalistic security of the old colonialism) 
which constitutes the myth of “French superiority”. 

If we try to apply this notion to the image of Pasolini, we have, as 
a signifier, his entire work, both literary, cinematographic and 
pictorial, but also the photographs that portray him, or the video 
clips in which he appears; as a meaning, that of one of the most 
intelligent and courageous intellectuals of the second half of the 
twentieth century in Italy, the theses he supported, the beauty he 
managed to create, but also a neurotic and contradictory man, and 
an artist who often wasted his his talent in redundant texts and not 
free from kitsch. All these things, signifier and signified, in turn 
become the signifier of that "Pasolini myth" which has crystallized in 
Italy for more than forty years, and whose components I will try to 
analyze. (For the myth, actually reading Pasolini's works is not at all 
necessary, nor is it necessary to deal with the critics who tried to 
understand them: any more than, to use the word "house" in one of 
our discourses, we need to analyze the movements that the tongue 
makes when pronouncing individual phonemes.) 


The first component of the "Pasolini myth" is certainly that of 
poetry murdered by society. The words that Moravia shouted at the 
funeral ("poetry is a rare thing, and they murdered a poet") have 
ceased to be a moving tribute from a friend who knew he belonged 
to a completely different race and as a sign of honor presented 
weapons to diversity, and they became the cornerstone of a mythical 
edifice. Pasolini was promoted, for the masses, to Poet par excellence 
(i.e. not a concrete poet but a "poetic figure"); and the Poets, we 
know, must be murdered. Poetry (in the mass imaginary) no longer 
exists in the contemporary world: it is represented by the "extinct 
poets" that Robin Williams, an unlikely professor, makes a class of 
'59 love, or by the metaphors that Neruda teaches in a remote 


seaside village to a postman. Pasolini, murdered poet, avenges us for 
the de-theatization of the world; and it doesn't matter who or why 
he killed him, rather the mystery fuels the myth. Pasolini also 
disseminated poetry outside of his verses, he had the "physique" of 
the Poet. It doesn't matter what he wrote. Pasolini gives us the 
satisfaction of loving poetry without the boredom of reading it. 

The second component of the myth is the certainty that prophets 
exist, who sense and see for us. «What would Pasolini say about 
this?» «Ah, if Pasolini were still there!» he is often heard invoked, 
even on buses or in queues for the post office. We hear the same 
thing said about no other writer in Italy (perhaps sometimes about 
Sciascia or Primo Levi, but only at parties at the Book Fair). In 
reality, Pasolini predicted practically nothing of the Italian and 
global future: the «Trial» at the Palace does not prefigure Clean 
Hands, it is rather a rewriting of Todo modo with other means; the 
Frankfurt people had already spoken about homologation and the 
Total Bourgeoisie; we had read Cederna about ecological ruin and 
the ruin of monuments. Where he ventured prophecies (the wonders 
of the Soviet Union in the 1990s, the disappearance of local 
differences, the end of religion, uniformly growing Western well- 
being) he was generally wrong, as is right and human. He, of course, 
saw with extraordinary precociousness things that were already 
happening, and he saw them with that clarity and that promptness 
because for him they were not just sociological data, they were a 
question of life and death. But the mass myth prefers to think that, 
rather than a painful obsession, there was a mysterious ability as a 
seer at work in him (perhaps to be related, once again, to Mythical 
Poetry). If there are Prophets, we can stop trying. 


The third component of the myth is that of the courage of one's 
ideas, until death. Pasolini faced one scandal after another, one trial 
after another; he fortified himself with scandals (since he couldn't 
avoid them at the beginning) and accepted a continuous acceleration 
of his life. Courageously, of course, but also ineluctably. He said 
what he thought in magazines and newspapers in a frenzy of 
complete parrhesia, without fear of enmity; and the media situation 


was such that a single voice could still make itself heard. Pasolini 
often gave the impression of fighting with his bare hands against the 
tanks of Power. But he wouldn't have died for that: the apologue of 
Porno-Teo-Kolossal, of the poet who with his desperate pessimism 
pushes everyone else to die and is the only one who doesn't die, has 
a darkly and atrociously autobiographical grain. The reasons for his 
assassination are probably to be found in the reckless naivety with 
which he tried to stick his nose in the plots of Power to follow his 
own literary inspiration, and the perversions of his private life 
served as an excellent misleading trap. The uncritical mass 
admiration glosses over the causes and sanctifies even adophilia, 
because it is nice to have a martyr like those that Burma or South 
America can boast. Pasolini is the hero who died for his ideas and 
for his own diversity, eliminated by the hustlers or the pimps or the 
DC or the mafia, it doesn't matter. Power of myth. 


The fourth component is proof that passion is enough to 
understand. Pasolini thought “with love”; he thought big, without 
getting lost in erudition and minutiae. He disseminated simple 
concepts in the media. He “used” the culture, he stole here and 
there. Because of his own erotic obsession, he did not take culture 
seriously, making it flesh of his flesh, blood of his blood, 
indiscernible from itself (read the letters of Primo Levi, or Leone 
Ginzburg, to understand what I mean); he remained a "barbarian", 
and he boasted of it; for him culture was a film that could be 
detached from life at will. Exactly like he is doing with consumerist 
desire; in this sense, Pasolini was not an opponent of consumerism, 
he was a similar follower if not even a model. This segment of the 
"Pasolini myth" gives those who cultivate it the illusion that love can 
make up for ignorance: it grants the satisfaction of holding strong 
opinions without the need to go and check them in books. Marxist 
without ever having read Capital, improvised linguist, intuitive 
sociologist, tourist anthropologist. (And that one can enjoy this 
advantage without paying for it with the weight of an erotic 
obsession, as Pasolini instead violently paid for it.) 


The fifth component, even if it may appear paradoxical in a 
substantially homophobic country like Italy, is Pasolini's exemplary 
homosexuality. Pasolini never hid his homosexuality, at least 
starting from a certain date. But he has always expressed it very 
"manfully": his contempt for "queers" shines through in all of his 
novels, from Ragazzi di vita to Petrolio. He has never taken positions 
as a militant homosexual. He kept the ages of the boys he dated 
hidden and never talked about the money he gave them. He was, in 
short, a "homosexual who you could shake hands with." And above 
all, essential to our mass myth, he paid for it. He is a hero, all right, 
but a hero who has a flaw and to whom we can feel superior. As the 
perfect scapegoat, he sinned and was punished for everyone. This 
segment of the myth gives the satisfaction of feeling tolerant, and 
superior in some ways to a Myth. 


The sixth and final component, among those that I can bring out 
in a superficial reflection like mine, is the testimony that things were 
better before. This too is apparently paradoxical, in an inexhaustible 
experimenter and in a revolutionary in pectore like Pasolini. But the 
"color" in which the Pasolini myth is immersed is certainly the color 
of nostalgia; nostalgia for his nostalgia, nostalgia for the fifties and 
sixties, nostalgia for the kids in his life. Everyone says that his 
underclassmen were adorable while those of now are disgusting; but 
whoever says that would have found that even those of the past 
were disgusting, if only he had happened into them. Dead writers 
(and dead in that way!) are more reassuring than living ones, saying 
that the Pasolinis are no longer there is an anti-cultural grumble; as if 
to say that there are no more Callas and Marlon Brandos. Perhaps, 
like every myth, Pasolini's is also an excuse to escape from Time. 


The Pasolini myth is, politically, a transversal myth. While the 
Pavese myth, while it lasted, was typically a left-wing myth, the 
Pasolini myth is bipartisan. Television can make programs on 
Pasolini without having to ascribe them to a political party, it does 
not need to counterbalance them to level the playing field. Mass 
users of the myth are reassured by knowing that among Pasolini's 


admirers there are intellectuals of the right and left, from Goffredo 
Fofi to Marcello Veneziani. His bipartisan situation makes him 
particularly dear to the councilors of culture, because he is a flagship 
and a sure attraction: the squares fill up and if anyone opposes in the 
Council he will make a bad impression. Parliamentarians and 
subversive revolutionaries, singers and showgirls love him. They 
love him on the right because he was angry with long-haired people 
and with the students who occupied the universities, and because in 
recent years he extolled discipline. Because he was athletic and 
played soccer, they confuse him with Mishima. They love him on the 
left because he was a fellow traveller, a "critical conscience"; because 
he was full of contradictions, because he was gay; because he was a 
bit old-fashioned and preached Gramsci. Maurizio Costanzo loves 
him, because he was a super journalist who had discovered the 
suburbs, and because he sold the «Corriere» a culture that 
newspapers usually cannot afford. The filmmakers love him, 
because he didn't belong to the brotherhood. Theater directors love 
him because he is "cultured" but by putting him on stage you can 
show naked bodies. Nude and poetry. 

In short, his myth can count on those who promote "culture" in 
Italy. 


What to do? Defend Pasolini from the myth of him? Reproach 
Pasolini for having "prefabricated" himself for the myth? Of course, 
ever since his childhood Christological imitations, there was in him a 
vocation to bodily display that was much stronger than a simple 
neurotic exhibitionism (as his young friend Fabio Mauri had well 
understood); something that was closer to theater and sanctity, in an 
approximate triangle between Artaud, Dom Franzoni and Marilyn. 
To hope that on TV, instead of mind-blowing documentaries in 
which a camera placed on the rear window of a car shows fleeing 
streets while Pasolini briefly utters thoughtful phrases taken from his 
interviews, we would read and seriously discuss his work? I fear 
that myth and criticism travel different paths, or even belong to 
separate worlds. There is a Pasolini who belongs to Italian literature, 
and a Pasolini who belongs to a microchapter of the history of 


religions. And it is not at all certain that the Pasolini of the myth is 
the less interesting of the two. 


The Pasolini myth 
In «Micromega», 2006; then with variations 


in the online magazine «Le parole e le cose», 2 November 2015. 


7 
Beyond our fierce defense — 1981 


Of all the essays, this is my least favorite. Too heavy, perhaps the 
nine-year break I had taken (obscurely making me feel guilty, but 
also absurdly placing the blame on Pasolini) forced me to put it 
down hard, tackling the task of preface with too much philological 
and philosophical seriousness. I owe Graziella Chiarcossi the 
emotion of having held the Fund's papers in my hands for the first 
time, being able to see the corrections and second thoughts; but I 
translated her emotion into an unnecessarily insistent use of the 
unpublished. The attempt to read the Ashes as a novel is generous 
but holds little weight; between '51 and '56 Pasolini lived and created 
in so many directions that he could not sustain a coherent narrative 
thread in a series of short poems, often occasion. Even the "history" 
of Pasolini's poetry, which I try to outline here, is excessively 
burdened by intentions and capital letters. I would have done better 
to listen to the lightness of Vincenzo Cerami (who was Chiarcossi's 
partner), with his rugby player's physique and ironic smile; he had 
just published Goodbye Lenin, that was a way to relive from inside 
the Ashes. My only justification is that the following year I would 
begin the very long gestation of my first novel, and my whole mind 
was already going there. My sexual life was no longer dreamed of as 
in '72, but finally lived (badly, as Vincenzo never tired of pointing 
out to me with biting jokes) and I falsely believed that this gave me 
the right to theorize on the topic. 


With some surprise we must note that in Pasolini's first Italian 
verse librettos the main themes are the indifference of nature and 
nothingness: «Ah, the old hay no longer makes sense / under the 


first frost, / and the squalid stars, and it is a desert / horrible, 
unextensive..." (From the diary, PO I, p. 609). Leopardism is not only 
stylistic: human happiness is an ephemeral totality that is 
overturned in the infinite boredom of matter: «then you know that 
the sad enchantment / that has assailed you owes nothing to the 
vespers that are now falling and in the serene / darkens sadly" (From 
the diary, PO I, p. 634). Materialism and sensationism provide 
Leopardi with a theory of desperation, and certify to him that no god 
exists. In the early 1940s, in Casarsa, a young intellectual suffers for 
his love; being unhappy, he does not admit the illusory nature of 
happiness; from the closure of his own desire (the "hollow behind 
the knee" of his childhood memories...) he extracts a model of 
metaphysical Unity: "I found the name "mystical" for this state of 
internalization of mine” (Atti impuri, RR I, p. 21). Finding the name: 
means redeveloping the banal mystical experiences of everyday life, 
connecting them to a vision of the world that enhances them and 
makes them essential. All he has at hand is late-romantic eroticism, a 
distant branch of a Gnostic root: he reads Les nourritures terres. Do 
not hope to find God anywhere other than anywhere; the necessity 
of the option is intolerable, because it forces one to reject what one 
does not choose: the mysticism of the young Gide is made of 
absolute availability, superiority and detachment towards the bodies 
he loves. The young man in Friuli organizes a school for poor 
children, to whom he feels linked by history, by the ethnic roots of 
his maternal family: he reads Campos de Castilla, he keeps on the 
table the most anti-Leopardian of books, the Songs of the Greek 
People by Tommaseo. History shows him that the love of bodies, 
with which he tried to escape the nothingness of matter, is the 
nothingness of monotony. He is attracted to those kids by the life 
they live in his absence: but to possess it he would have to go outside 
himself, deal with normality. Sexual trauma, understood as a 
prohibition that installs emptiness and fear in the place of the Other, 
overdetermines itself metaphysically: «it is in this time that I had the 
sense of that "limit" beyond which there was no longer an I, but a 
other. Such was my true religious crisis [...]| which led me to 
understand hic et nunc that in these months without knowing it I 


had recovered the meaning of the word "mystical". [...] I didn't think 
directly about God, but about the other, which was more important 
to me" (Quaderni Rossi, RR I, p. 144). To the unitive mysticism, of 
immediate fusion and confusion with the divinity, to which Gidian 
eroticism seemed to be attached, is superimposed a mysticism of 
separation and frustration, of the wait for a Law, which obsesses, 
inviting an impossible yet necessary leap. (One might wonder 
whether the relationship between these two modes of mysticism was 
linked in those years to the relationship between the large and small 
bourgeoisie.) An atrocious hallucination that will remain in 
Pasolini's poetry is the writer visited in the room by his own corpse: 
the Other it is death. The Leopardian situation of the window open 
at night on a lost corner becomes the tense sign of two infinities 
devouring each other (fragile membrane, the "white, motionless 
curtain" that Pasolini said he remembered as the first image of his 
life) . 

There is no room for existence, except in some myth that allows 
identification. Pasolini's famous narcissism is one of these secondary 
formations of compromise, mainly due to his reading of Freud, who 
also provided him with the first "scientific" transcription of traumatic 
mysticism. But the mirror sends back disturbing images, a rose, the 
Devil; it is a lake of blood that becomes a mirror. The mysticism of 
the Law foresees the Incarnation, Christ dies so that men may be 
forgiven and saved; but in '48 the peasants in Friuli occupied the 
lands, and a few months later Pasolini chose these words of Gorky as 
an epigraph for the Marxist "leap" and was welcomed as the second 
"scientific" transcription (after the Freudian one) of the mystical leap. 
The Law of revolutionary objectivity has the same capacity for 
attraction and frustration as the heterosexual, paternal Law. 
Precisely at the point of greatest closeness to the people, now loved 
not only in their body but in their ideas, the tremendous charm of 
the Nightingale is re-established. Christ dies so that men may be 
naive and happy, that is, once again unattainable. Continuous 
atonement is the only form of life for the subject; the bourgeois 
literature he wants to master has often been literature of expiation. 
In Europe, quotes from Baudelaire and Rimbaud give a cultural 


dimension to the terrible nakedness of the outdoors, allowing for 
loosely descriptive passages: «the pass of Tarvisio, in the blue / 
dying of silent acetylene, / hears the landslides of its empty wells, / 
[...] and the hunter sleeps, absent / on the absent Carpathians" (From 
the diary, PO I, p. 623). While the greater immediacy of the diaries in 
hendecasyllables is blocked in a heavy archaism (from which the 
themes of "emptiness" and "cry" barely emerge), the rest of the 
production experiments with every type of mask: mannerism denies 
itself the normative choice of a style, and obtains results of 
astonishing psychological sincerity. It is a poem of youth, even 
Narcissus and Christ are adolescents; if the Law becomes 
conformism, the adolescent is the one who eternally atones for the 
adult world. Between eroticism, which would annihilate the world, 
and guilt, which makes the naturalness of the world unspeakable, 
boys are the point of resistance. They are like the angels of a 
Talmudic legend who, after having sung their hymn before God, fall 
silent and disappear into thin air; but their body and voice unfold 
variety in monotony. The passionate philologist (with a positivist 
background) reconciles the momentary with the invariable, the most 
subtle distinctions almost to the point of point space with the 
identification of large linguistic areas; if kids don't have a story, they 
certainly have an atlas (and atlases were one of the young Pasolini's 
obsessions). The space of culture and that of the beloved children: 
Italy joins the two dimensions, and it does so significantly through 
an autobiographical re-enactment which has the mother in the 
foreground (without forgetting that Italy is also the political gift of 
the partisan brother, the teenager leapt beyond the brink of death). 
The youthfully provocative attitude of this text does not prevent us 
from finding more than one announcement of the Ashes: «Already 
the Apennines are reddening their shadows / and under the almost 
warm sun / along the light blue banks of the Rhine / the rubbish is 
beginning to smell... / On the Tagliamento, sleepy teenagers / now 
wash themselves lightly amid flights of swallows / [...] / The 
mountain of Lerici trembled freshly with blue oils / [...] And 
Shelley's boat / [...] / In the shade of the early evening or of the after- 
dinner / [...] / Then the moon lies naked over the amazed fields / [...] 


/ You, Italy, too restless or calm?, don't you hear, while sleeping, the 
nightingale of madness... / Challenge someone with your wise sleep 
nation! / [...] /OQ wild and dim percussion instruments, / [...] / and 
the young revelers will hang the lamps / on the tables and benches, 
above the poles, / [...] / burned by the red color of the shirts» (L’ 
nightingale of the Catholic Church, PO I, pp. 471-480). The beloved 
body of the boys is removed from time; but the boys (this time 
together with their fathers) are also left behind by time, that is, by 
history. The anguish of the intellectual, who cannot penetrate to the 
center of that unknown life, is compensated by a sense of common 
eccentricity, of himself as different and of the poor as poor (there is 
also in him the small- bourgeois who feels excluded from the 
centres, and shortly afterwards will flee to the capital, seeking 
literary fame). The irreconcilable laceration between the prenatal 
One and the unattainable Other finds a mediation in progressive 
political commitment, in the non-conformist taste of simple emotions 
and in an extraordinary pedagogical vocation. Marx's discovery: «I 
know that intellectuals in youth really feel the physical inclination 
towards the people and believe that this is love. But this is not love: 
it is a mechanical inclination towards the masses." Marx's discovery 
was entitled, in the first and largest edition, My mother's search: 
distance. 


In the writings of 1950-51, in Rome, Pasolini almost no longer speaks 
of "sin": the injustice suffered was too much greater than any 
injustices committed; the fundamental turning point in his life 
appears to him to be a brutal forced move. "Sin" preserved the 
project of evolution without dramatic clashes; now the subject finds 
himself thrown into the world. The catastrophe that he feared so 
much has happened, and nothing has changed; its ineffectiveness 
demonstrates that the terror is deeper, and the fate inevitable: «I can 
only remain faithful / to the stupendous monotony of the mystery» ( 
(see Rome 1950, PO I, p. 699). In the diaries in verse he returns the 
anguish of not belonging was massive: «in the light of his laughter, / 


a thousand times in an always the same day, / it made the fear / of 
being elsewhere than in the dream of loving flash within me, with 
the suspicion / ancient and never excavated » (Poetry with literature, 
PO I, p. 735). Mystical fullness turns into a double exclusion, and 
anguish unleashes a resistance that will then become political doubt: 
«The gaze that separates me from the world / also separates me from 
me. I reflect / my confusion in a / naked light. But what is the use of 
light?"Gramsci's ashes, in PO I, p. 821). Poverty puts him almost on 
an equal footing with the boys he loves, just when the obsessive 
repetition of encounters establishes in him the coincidence between 
the fascinating unattainability of the love it generates and the class 
difference. Despair pushes him to defend himself: self-definition 
prevails over research. The extraordinary critical flair, and the 
equally impressive stylistic ear, which give him security for his life 
as a rebel, are the same qualities that make it impossible to free his 
existence from the trap of formal coincidences. Walled in them, he 
recognizes the uselessness of experience, in verses that will return in 
Recit: «He pays the price in ruthless and useless experiences / for 
inexperience who remains impure in it» (PO I, p. 744 — cf. POL, p 
.830). The excessive novelty of the Roman world is the symbol of the 
unbearability of the open, in a now crystallized polarity: «Italy has 
petrified the experience of the young Trastevere, who lives tied to 
his words as if he were living the life of another, this splendid and 
incorruptible Other" (RR IL, p. 336). The Roman landscape is violent 
and without nuances ("on the furious banks of the Aniene" - Poetry 
with literature, PO I, p. 737); he is a figure of that antithesis which is 
becoming one of Pasolini's stylistic keys: «newly created, or 
decrepit» (Glimpses of Roman nights in Ali dall'occhi azzurri, RR I, 
p- 334 — cf. L'umile Italia, PO I, p . 806, «decrepit and uncreated / 
dirty and splendid»). If he thinks back to Friuli it is with nostalgia, as 
of a gentle world where contrasts are attenuated, with tones that 
prelude Humble Italy: «My beloved, your family / in the after-dinner 
serene like parties / fill the starred one with voices, / the vegetable 
gardens... / poplars on the canal tremble... / From the village, 
lightly, / the blow of the anvil vibrates...” (L'identita, Diario 1950, 
PO I, p. 587). With the reporter's curiosity he catalogs the 


atmospheres that will be of the Ceneri: «the evening descends on 
Testaccio like a storm [...] you can hear the shutters lowering with 
sudden crashes [...] it seems that a wind full of odors and humidity 
is slamming the windows [ ...] instead it is the very calm dinner 
hour that is descending" (RR II, p. 420). The eternal psychological 
extraneousness has occurred in reality: now he is truly a "passerby" 
in an unknown world: "Along the abandoned riversides / dazzling 
crowns of lanterns, / a few stars on the sides of the clouds - / and on 
the outskirts, from Testaccio / in Monteverde; he stands tired and 
damp / a vibration of voices of passers-by / and motors — a lost 
encrustation / of our world on the silent universe »(Roma 1950, PO I, 
p- 712). If he dreams of Italy, it is now without youthful impulses, 
but almost as compensation for his personal uprooting: «I know how 
clear the Adriatic is / along the Venetian, Emilian shores, / and down 
in the vaporous Gargano, / [...] / And I know how clear it is in this 
October / the hill of San Luca above the sea / of heads that covers the 
circle of the stadium, / or in Trieste Via Venti Settembre / with its 
plants full of freshness, / [...] / From a radio flows a tango, vague / 
musical commentary, desperate / and feeble, to the splendor of the 
party / oblivious to Rome, to my boredom / resigned to dormant 
vertigo..." (Roma 1950, PO I, p. 709). 


+ 


The novelty of the puts the hendecasyllable into tension, the licenses 
of the rhyme combine with those of the number to violate and at the 
same time confirm the scheme of the "poem". The sentences are long 
and highly articulated, but so full of appositions and asides that it is 
difficult to follow their path: the oratory structure is invaded by 
creepers of decorative imagination, in turn stimulated precisely by 
the obligation of cadence. The clear distinction of the parts 
frequently leads to suspension points; the entire argumentative 
development (through the logic/emotional relationship) is linked to 
the elasticity that derives from the game between rhythmic traffic 
jam and metric institution. The evident literary tradition of meter 
frees us from the excessive literariness of the lexicon which, in fact, 


in the first draft of the text, abandons itself to hints of dialect 
mimesis: Apennines is above all metrical: the triplets 


chilli cafune (which is least imitated 
They would like Jesus in prayer 

that Priapus in the c...), quick 'and mana 
butchers, impostors and braves 

real and nzist. (C 1a 228-232) 


The long breath of Italy adds to the lyrical intensity of the diary 
poems; the link of attraction-exclusion with the open is not simply 
given, but discussed: how dangerous and how useful can the loss of 
self-awareness be for an intellectual? Also in this case the first drafts 
are significant, because in them the first person is more evident: 


Consumed down here in mystery 
and in pure solitude, among a people 


which convinces the truest cynicism 


and to the truest passion; to too much 

denying oneself and giving oneself too much; 
turn off consciences... [...] 

But the reason is certainly higher 

of my being alone among the poor and the happy 


in whose shameless eye he exposes himself 


life in the sun: one is not drunk 
if you are not pure and corrupt... This 


in a land where they are short 


the distances of the heart, and immense 
those of privilege, is what he pays 
who, a virgin, betrays the party 


bourgeois, lost by a vague 
nostalgia for more animalistic human phases 
e pure... (C 1b 225-248) 


But this tightening of knots and themes is made possible above all 
by a decisive formal invention: the diaphragm of the window 
overlooking the night is duplicated in the membrane of [laria's 
marble eyelids; of an adolescent petrified by death, but immortalized 
by one of the artistic masterpieces of the bourgeoisie in her nascent 
state. This opens up to the communist intellectual the possibility of a 
historical reflection, richer than youthful anti-bourgeois 
provocations. By eliminating from the first drafts a long final 
passage on Ravenna and the Upper Adriatic, Pasolini ensures that 
the text appears as a path towards the South: the intellectual must 
exemplarily turn towards where the distance is greatest. 


+ 


A song is often heard from the window: in 1952-53 Pasolini 
dedicated himself to research into popular poetry which would later 
become a long poem to Italy, Canzoniere italiano. The existential 
tremor has become a solid study and polemical idea of culture; at the 
same time he composed the popular song in verse which was 
released in 1954 (PO I, pp. 871-882). In it the visionary atlas of the 
Apennines returns, but weighted down and programmatic; the 
chaste surface of moonlight has been replaced by an indifferent hour 
of the day, morning or vespers, and a more precise political 
commitment. The song of the people is not only immobile, it is 
openly counter-revolutionary; but Gramsci was wrong not to give it 
importance, the PCI was wrong to perpetuate this disinterest, the 
neorealists who only know Lorca's Andalusian songs are wrong. 
Precisely when they are furthest from the forms of the State, the 
people have more anger and more revolutionary strength within 
them; For the intellectual, losing oneself momentarily in 
unawareness is the only way to plan the future. But there are no 
rules to say how this can happen, and the journey can stop as soon 
as it has begun, or turn into its opposite: 


in the civilized squares the uncivilized, 


and wonderful, to be our virgin 


State, becomes servile news; 

where the people fade into the crowd 

narrow in streets, waiting rooms, bars, 

there the poetic Camorra is prose, 

the poetic idle folk (Il canto popular, PO I, pp. 875-876) 


In Picasso the intellectual (more precisely, the artist) is in tune 
with the people as long as he remains faithful to his own negative: 
the controversy is against the devaluation of big-bourgeois art by 
left-wing culture (it is true that the PCI, against Moscow, she had 
accepted Picasso, but she preferred his more clearly involved 
works). The decadent artist has on his side the same words (blind, 
party, pure) that characterize popular darkness; the contact is 
marked by the trembling of the membrane that separates the two 
worlds, represented here by the canvas of the paintings itself. The 
security that comes from atonement qualifies every voluntary 
programming as an error, which thickens the membrane and opens 
up absence. But even the absence (with the popular song that is lost 
in the distance) is a situation not without charm: the individualistic 
invitation to remain inside the hell of contradiction is resistance 
towards a collective Law. (Meanwhile the polarity has found a 
definitive stylistic arrangement: subtle variations lead from the 
repetition of the identical to the repetition of the opposite, purely 
lexical antitheses dilute more radical antagonisms.) The verse «of the 
senses; and, of the senses, tersa joy" (PO I, p. 790) will become, in the 
definitive version, "of the senses, and of the senses, tersa boredom"; 
the diachronic oxymoron reveals the latent danger that absolute 
fullness turns into absolute emptiness. 

It is in this anguish that the diaries of the Spring Sonnet sink: "and 
now it is motionless enchantment, / now motionless terror... or that 
and this / together" (PO I, p. 764). The absence does not necessarily 
depend on errors, it is a natural fact: «it is spring / this vulgar, 
dazzled cast / which makes the evening whiter than dawn» (PO I, p. 
761). Life exists without us, and atrociously shapes us from the 
outside: «I leave the signs of myself / of the fight against an always 
dark / enemy, and, at the same time, of an unworthy surrender. / My 


life has descended one slope, / and my story another, at its border" 
(PO I, p. 769). Objectivity takes its revenge, trembling is not enough: 
«one form of our existence is over / and beginning / there is no new 
one, if trembling is a vice» (PO I, p. 759). Naturalness, and it is a 
condemnation rather than an invitation, presupposes a leap, a 
choice: «a bird flies [...] / Escape or triumph? Blind fear or flicker / of 
rapture, sacred although inebriated? / However pure, stripped of 
every vice, / necessary: and the more the darkness / thickens, the 
more the light blinds. The world / has no regrets: those who exist fly 
and sink" (PO I, p. 765). 


Fascism also has a dark vitality. The question of Notte a Piazza di 
Spagna (later Comizio) is how to distinguish popular darkness from 
fascist darkness, the «light of those who are what they do not know» 
from «the man who does not know what light he has within 
himself». In the first drafts, perhaps more courageously, Pasolini 
addresses the fascists directly, with a pity behind which it is not 
difficult to see pity for the bourgeois conformist destiny of his own 
father: 


Here, who you are, I see your myths 
bourgeois eyes burned by fire 


which was sex, and it's almost a wound 


not enclosed in your dim face 
and humiliated by work, by pride 
misery, buried in the childish game 


of appearances: from xxx prose 
of an existence that is almost poetic 


carefree days of the corroded 


race, which has lively phases among the people 


of absolute joy — it's xxxata 


from the morality on which it is based 


the impure order. You love 
with a feeling that is too legitimate 


to be love: and, xxxata 


it is, to be love, too illicit. 
What pity for your feelings 


given to the country, given to the species, 


that delude you into the ideal, biting 
on the nostalgia of a good never had: 
good of nobility, of height, of ardent 
and chosen passions. (C 2a 73-94) 


The terms that in the popular song marked the sudden reversal 
return: the poetry of the people changes into sad prose, due to the 
drying up caused by the sad law of bourgeois morality. Fascist 
darkness arises from a mistake: 


But can we forgive the mistake? 
Yours is a mistake. Others are 


the feelings emanating from the heart 


of this land of ours, another sound 
he has the language of this race. (C 2a 151-155) 


Lack of knowledge is inability to direct history: 


and if you don't know how to make history, born 
for privilege to history, as 


you can make it of a condemned homeland 


among his people, to humiliation, 
wonderful, of being pure nature? 


Even if you were pure, in yourselves, in your passion 


that deafens you, would still be impure 


your actions in an obsessed world: 


your dark love makes it dark, 


lost by it, act, not for it. (BOT 124-134) 


The distinction between two darknesses leads to the distinction 
between two laws: behind the father's condemnation looms the need 
for a good Law capable of deciding the new history. For now the 
compromise is given by the brother, paternal for energy of decisions, 
maternal for early death; but soon the reproach will be directed at 
himself for his lack of firmness in choosing the Law. 

Those who simply lose themselves in the people risk losing 
themselves in the brutality of the people; perhaps the life of others is 
pure only as others (see Charlot's motif, in PO I, pp. 883-884). Sexual 
attraction makes the Other shine through, but it can be an impious 
otherness, which saves neither the people nor the intellectual who 
loves them; an unbearable otherness, which restarts the shuttle 
between horror and seduction. Humble Italy tries to return, through 
nostalgia, to the world "before Rome": where the extremes were 
attenuated and desire spiritualized in the sign of the swallows, 
where mediation between children and adults was possible; where 
monotony was acceptable to the conscience and in the heart of a 
purely human time one could forget for a moment the anxiety of 
infinity. But it is a stop that gives a brief rest: now love and the Law 
must confront each other in their terrible nakedness. Up to this 
point, the future volume was to be entitled L'umile Italia: after the 
crisis of spring '54, as soon as the next composition begins to take 
shape, it is immediately clear that the Virgilian title will have to be 
abandoned, and that the volume will be called Le Gramsci's ashes. 


+ 


Revolutionary project could mean nothing else, for Pasolini at that 
moment, than Marxist analysis and search for the alliances required 
by the class struggle. He, bourgeois but poor like the poor, caught in 
the torment of keeping himself alive ("in the hardship / of earning 


my bread" says an older editorial more energetically - "will you ask 
me, from this unadorned tomb, a mystical act? an act irrational?”.C 
3a 103-104) feels emotionally close to the patrician Shelley (“the 
heroism / of this narcissus enchants me” says the same editorial team 
— C 3a 118-119). But in the image of this patrician it is not difficult to 
recognize upper-bourgeois secular mysticism, that aestheticizing 
eroticism which to him, Pasolini, a lower middle class man, 
appeared contaminated with the impure fascist law. It is therefore a 
question of betraying his paternal status, of giving up the 
stupendous geography of the Apennines, relying on Gramsci, less 
healthy than his fathers. A stranger to Gramsci, still confined, far 
from proletarian noise; but capable of making up for that real 
distance with a logical distance, the one that divides the world and 
recomposes it according to rational coordinates. According to those 
coordinates, being bourgeois appears to be an object "almost of 
mystical contempt"; the faint hint is clearer from a note in prose: 

Marxism is nothing but another form of mysticism, of distance 
rather than union, and as such it reunites with the deepest roots of 
psychological trauma: 


You will ask me, unadorned dead man, 
to abandon this evisceration 


passion to be in the world? 


or to do it differently, in a practice 
still religious? But, perhaps, this 


redemption would not remain dominated 


from sex, like the lost party? (C 3b 233-239) 


If Gramsci represses erotic passion, this in turn removes a need 
for Law that conditions sexual desire itself; two consequences arise 
from this. On the one hand, Marxism, so powerfully aided by the 
unconscious, wins without fighting on a rational level (what Contini 
called Pasolini's "anti-Enlightenment substance" is nothing other 
than this too-easy victory of reason); on the other, that it is in fact 


impossible to implement within oneself those changes that Marxism 
would require, impossible to reconcile justice with sincerity. The 
mystical leap (but also the very imperfect Marxism of Italian 
intellectuals) throws us back to the necessity of perennial 
contradiction; further back, to the dialogue between two adolescents, 
or rather between two dead people: "you, dead, and we / equally 
dead, with you". 

After the peak of the direct clash, we will witness a retreat: The 
Friuli fields (then the Friulian Quadri) seems to delay it for a little 
longer. The revolutionary choice is moved to another time (the 
struggles of '48) and to another person (the painter friend Zigaina, 
"more adult and youthful"); the beloved landscape is expressed in a 
work of art that exorcises death, by an artist who has an 
intermediate function between Picasso and Gramsci. Perhaps due to 
this residual possibility of mediation (in addition to the fact that it 
had been published first in a magazine) Pasolini placed this text 
before the Ashes in the final ordering of the volume. Even here, 
however, the dismay of having to give up the infinite manifests 
itself: 


He who does not choose ONE life has no life. 


And he abandons himself to the whims of the breeze 
that blows from an infinite earth 


and make our thousand springs. (C 2a 142-145) 


The ego could renounce it only in exchange for another infinite, 
which is precisely the one to which access is barred: all that remains 
for the ego is the clear awareness of this impasse. 


+ 


In April 1955 Ragazzi di vita was released, establishing Pasolini as a 
successful writer; in December of the same year Pasolini was accused 
of obscene publication; it is the beginning of a series of judicial 
accusations, some of which will have the hateful character of 


persecution. In Recit, feeling accused causes one to regress to the 
adolescent situation of the victim: the word "different" appears for 
the first time in Ashes. But the return of that situation is also a way 
to resolve the intellectual impasse: there is too much false security in 
the world for one's own condemnation to perpetual contradiction 
not to take on the value of a civil teaching, a new disguise for the 
ancient obsession with bearing witness. The relationship with the 
people ceases to be problematic if it can be simple solidarity of the 
excluded; if the comparison is between personal (at times heroic) 
non-conformism and dominant acquiescence, it is no longer a 
question of strategy: the testimony can become purer, be that of an 
inextinguishable Pain, of a Truth higher than any political 
revolution: 


They don't want anyone who isn't a servant at heart 


shout or turn - it, mild and immature, 


born to a natural destiny of passion 


in which darkness of instincts is light of reason; 


they don't want anyone born to law 


of conscience burn in unrelated vice 


of disinterest; that ignores the rules 


of his caste and alive, anarchic, of the heart. 


They don't want anything to speak against power 


on a country of poor people, that its flags 


still blesses, uses his courts, 


to defend miserable goods and miserable evils, 


even after the red dawn of freedom 


that the pure sun of another age dyed the mountains. (C 5c 95-108) 


They don't want life to reveal other life; 


may the old truth be reborn 


They don't want the waste that pity produces 


with its ancient flame of ever-living light. 


They are careful that evil is the original evil, 


you do not bleed, you remain common and necessary; 


that the man who commits evil is confused 


in the gray silence, in the anonymous use, 


pain was also almost established 
of those who feel the first plague of the world in their hearts! (C 5b 67-76) 


One's own private resistance is compared to the Resistance. 


In this time Pasolini achieved perfect confidence in his own 
technical mastery. in two editions (The cry of the digger spreads out 
in large areas that do not hide the suture marks, the verses show 
much more casual evasions of the hendecasyllabic norm; C 6a, C 6b) 
there is even no graphic division between the tercets, in so that the 
rhymes remain disguised and can sometimes be missing. The 
innovation is experimented (and will be maintained there) even in 
the contemporary first fragments of Wealth. Pasolini's social status is 
changing: it is human and right to look back, to mythologize the free 
energy that he was able to transform his dramatic escape from Friuli 
into a success. The youthful enthusiasm, which claimed to renew the 
mission of the intellectual through contact with the people, has 
become a more mature testimony of life, in joy and in anguish. Joy is 
relying on a sense of distances abolished, within the accepted limits 
of the trauma, having in exchange a first-hand sociological 
knowledge and a gratification of prenatal fullness: 


There is no border between the road 


and the rooms... Everything is open, everything 
it is light, noise. The clothes are on 


on the body like air. Voices, shouts, 


they resonate here, they are ours, everything 
It is common. Kidnapped by an intoxication 


which miraculously is no longer mysterious, 


Motorcycles race through the neighborhoods 
between the Janiculum, Villa Pamphili, 


they are sweet evening facts, passions 


shared by all, kind 
movements of the terrible night, of 


wonderful night, so immense it seems 


poor. All that's left to do is go out, 

sing, consume yourself with this night, 

erased erase, die 

for too much life. From all of Rome 

in the warmth of the summer night 

all that remains are open rooms 

sidewalks, the air that makes it alive. (C 5a 277-296) 


Anguish is unconsciously suffering the impossibility of the leap 
beyond the limit, that leap which on another level is represented by 
the abstract rigor of the revolutionary law. During that night which 
is the narrative dimension of the Crying, the dream frees us from the 
boredom of existence by regressing to the maternal landscape. While 
half asleep in the morning, the sun-lion resurrects masochistic ghosts 
(the tiger devouring a naked young man in an illustration seen as a 
boy...); but Khrushchev is also a lion who denounced Stalin's crimes. 
The sweetness of masturbation overlaps with the hopes raised by the 
Soviet thaw. The old cry of the teenager is now the cry of an 
excavator that changes the face of the city; the Hegelian idea of the 
suffering necessary for every change bends here (as Fortini clearly 
saw) towards the acceptance of reformist revisionism. 


The harsh attack that Una polemica in versi addresses to the PCI and 
to the fossilising of its party bureaucracy does not contradict this 
position. The polemical objective is doctrinarism, not unlike in 
Picasso; but compared to Picasso, error has changed place, becoming 
a positive quality: «it is towards error / that I push you, towards 
religious / error». Faced with the reality that makes every 
preconceived scheme ineffective, the penitential attitude of 
confessing guilt prevails over self-criticism. The mysticism of the 
Law is devalued here: both as "Party mysticism" (as a short note in 
prose says) and as the "mystical rigor" of the intellectuals of 
"Ragionamenti". The extremism of the latter, their reference to the 
"scientificity" of the political struggle appears to Pasolini as a 
moralistic renunciation of one's own person; it scares him precisely 
because it seems to place itself beyond that limit beyond which he 
(in his existential situation) sees only death ("another heartfelt, 
sadistic / form of death" says the first editorial — C 5a 112-113; and 
the Fragment on Death will be dedicated to Fortini). But the deadly 
abstractions are dissolved in the concrete story of the Party, in the 
almost tautological tenacity of life, always moving under the 
institutions and theories, always witnessed by a song: this time, that 
of an old drunk (in this book without fathers, the shadow of the PCI 
as father). The relationship between theory and practice is confused 
with that between law and naturalness; the clear opposition to the 
theoretical rigidity of the Party does not exclude an agreement with 
its practical, inertial, continuity. 

Life is bigger than history. In this differential space the poet's 
passion should have changed into political action, but the traumatic 
void prevented any development; two forms of mysticism have 
wor each other out and have had to rely on vague hopes of 
renewal. In the Land of Work, the events of Hungary have also made 
those hopes fall: passion, disappointed, can be nothing other than an 
internal paradise, which is matched by the closed popular hell. Freed 
from the weight of hope, the violence of sex seems to calm down, 
granting a more relaxed gaze, full of moved pity. 


In the first projects (see C 3) the Ashes also included To a boy, 
where the Resistance is pure life that passes from an adolescent 
(Guido Pasolini) to another adolescent (Bernardo Bertolucci), 
excluding adults. In June 1957, Le ceneri di Gramsci was published 
by Garzanti: a book that must also be read as a novel. 


+ 


Almost immediately it became a mythical book; his destiny (or his 
fault) was to bring out the worst sides of those who admired him. 
The communists interpreted it as a book in which Pasolini was often 
against the PCI in his thoughts, but essentially favorable in his solid 
common sense and concrete political action. (They weren't wrong, 
after all; it's just that they considered the first attitude wrong and the 
second right, while perhaps the opposite was true.) This led them to 
devalue the intellectual demands contained in the book, and 
ultimately also to consider the feeling as guilt, even if it's a happy 
fault. They considered it the book in which the bourgeois 
intellectual's resistance to class organization was typically expressed. 
But, apart from the fact that perhaps the bourgeois intellectuals who 
found themselves very well in the Party were more typical, 
generically calling all the most varied shades of petty bourgeoisie 
(with their various cultural characteristics) bourgeoisie certainly did 
not help understanding. It was considered very easy to "overcome" 
the Ashes intellectually; but this certainty was often a form of rather 
irrational abdication in the face of the image of the proletariat, even 
as it forced a genuine mystical experience to survive as neurosis and 
sentimental protest. The impoverishment is even greater if we 
change direction and make Ashes a prophetic book, which sensed 
the end of Marxism and the definitive victory of Power with 
extraordinary anticipation; a book of the fight for the fight, of the 
béance, of the party. Better to read it as an attempt, characterized 
psychologically and socially, to give rational and political citizenship 
to an uncommon experience of the infinite. The shapelessness of 
matter, as a horrible clot or as the light of love, is fixed throughout 
the book with the mild and indomitable courage of those who need 


courage to live; an extraordinary semantic dilation seems to abolish 
the impenetrability of bodies, as if things were prolonging their 
boundaries. Spaces are continuously created, or rather abysmal 
glimpses of unconscious logic, where we only saw a flat surface. 
Better to welcome the poetry of the Ashes into its intellectual 
teaching (because the intellect is also made of these openings), and 
fight to be, in our material, i.e. social existence, «beyond our 
tenacious defense of it» (Il canto popolo, PO I, p. 785). 


Note to the texts. 


Before the Garzanti edition, the individual compositions of 
Gramsci's Ashes were published in the magazine in this order: 
L'Appennino, in «Paragone-letteratura», n. 36 (December 1952), pp. 
52-58; Picasso, in «Dark Workshops», notebook XII (1953), pp. 402- 
410; Night in Piazza di Spagna, in «Botteghe oscure», quaderno XIV 
(1954), pp. 351-356; Humble Italy, in «Paragone-literatura», n. 52 
(April 1954), pp. 38-43; The fields of Friuli, in «Officina», n. 2 (July 
1955), pp. 59-66; Gramsci's ashes, in «Nuovi Argomenti», nn. 17-18 
(November 1955-February 1956), pp. 72-82; Recit, in «Botteghe 
oscure», quaderno XVIII (1956), pp. 414-419; A controversy in verse, 
in «Officina», n. 7 (November 1956), pp. 283-290; La Terra di Lavoro, 
in «Nuovi Argomenti», n. 26 (May-June 1957), pp. 62-67; The crying 
of the digger, in «Il contemporari», 8 June 1957, p. 1. The popular 
song was instead released as a booklet, Edizioni della Meridiana, 
Milan 1954. 

In the Pasolini Collection (Thanksella Chiarcossi, who I thank, 
allowed me to consult it) there are six folders that contain typed 
versions of the compositions of the Ceneri (a seventh folder bears the 
heading «Ceneri di Gramsci» but in reality contains personal 
documents of Gramsci's father Pasolini); I give a very brief 
description of the contents of these folders, numbering them starting 
from the one containing the oldest papers: 

folder C 1: bears the heading «Diari Il»; contains two editions of 
Rome 1950 and a copy of the proofs, six editions of the 1951-52 


diaries, five love poems of '45, the Popular Poems and three editions 
of the Apennines (C 1a, C 1b, C 1c). 

folder C 2: bears the heading «Scartafaccio 1954-55»; contains 
draft essays, anthologies and biographies (among these the first draft 
of A Violent Life), fables, songs, three drafts of the Spring Sonnet; 
then contains two redactions of the popular song (C 2a, C 2b; C 2a 
bears the titles, gradually erased, Popolare poem, Ballata, Fragmento 
per una ballata all'Italia; between C 2a and C 2b there are four sheets 
which contain the canzonetta Writing «The popular song»), two 
editions of Picasso (C 2a, C 2b), two of L'umile Italia (C 2a, C 2b; C 2a 
bears the title Le rondini), three of Notte a Piazza di Spagna (C 2a, C 
2b, C 2c; immediately after C 2a there are six sheets which contain, in 
double edition, Il motif di Charlot and At the airport), five editions of 
I campi del Friuli (C 2a, C 2b, C 2c, C 2d, C 2e; C 2d is fragmentary; 
C 2a bears the titles, later cancelled, Lettera a Zigaina, Ruda; C 2c 
bears the title, cancelled, Un'unica vita). 

folder C 3: bears the heading «L'umile Italia» and, in brackets, 
«Gramsci's ashes». Contains a file including an editorial of 
L'Appennino (C 3a), two of Canto popular (C 3a, C 3b), one of 
L'umile Italia (C 3a) and five of Le ceneri di Gramsci (C 3a, C 3b, C 
3c, C 3d, C 3e; C 3a, C 3c, C 3d are fragmentary; C 3a bears the title A 
garden, C 3b the titles, gradually erased, A sunset, Elegy, Il maggio 
del '54, Nel English cemetery, C 3d the title Fragment); it then 
contains three booklets including respectively L'Appennino (C 3b), Il 
canto popolo (C 3c), Picasso (C 3); and another issue including an 
editorial of Notte a Piazza di Spagna (C 3), one of L'umile Italia (C 
3b), one of I campi del Friuli (C 3) and one of Le ceneri di Gramsci (C 
3f) . A folder with larger folded sheets contains: The crying of the 
digger (C 3), Recit (C 3), A polemic in verse (C 3), La Terra di Lavoro 
(C 3) and an index with a first group of seven compositions (The 
Apennines, The popular song, Picasso, Night at the Spanish Steps, 
The humble Italy, The fields of Friuli, The ashes of Gramsci) and a 
second group of five (Recit, The crying of the digger, A polemic in 
verses, To a boy, La Terra di Lavoro — which also bears the deleted 
title Salvia splendid). 


folder C 4: bears the heading «L'umile Italia» and, in brackets, 
«The ashes of Gramsci», and again in brackets «Duplicates». 
Contains two editorials of L'Appennino (C 4a, C 4b), two of Canto 
popular (C 4a, C 4b), two of Picasso (C 4a, C 4b), two of Notte a 
Piazza di Spagna (C 4a, C 4b), two of L'umile Italia (C 4a, C 4b), two 
of I campi del Friuli (C 4a, C 4b), and two of Le ceneri di Gramsci (C 
4a, C 4b); it also contains an index that includes the seven 
compositions in order. 

folder C 5: bears the heading «Scartafaccio 1955-57» and, in 
brackets, «Le ceneri di Gramsci ecco». It contains two editions of 
Domenica all'Acqua Acetosa, two of To a boy, the translations made 
for Foreign Poetry of the Twentieth Century, drafts of stories, some 
manuscript sheets with the title Sapore di mutton, a poem in Friulian 
entitled Dos gueris; it then contains four editions of Recit (C 5a, C 5b, 
C 5c, C 5d; C 5a and C 5c are fragmentary), three of Pianto della 
digger (C 5a, C 5b, C 5c — fragmentary), four of Una polemica in 
verses (C 5a, C 5b, C 5c, C 5d; C 5a is fragmentary and bears the 
titles, gradually erased, E questo il momento, Lettera, Dopo il 20 
congress of the CPSU), seven of La Terra di Lavoro ( C 5a, C 5b, C 5c, 
C 5d, C 5e, C 5f, C 5g; C 5a, C 5b, C 5c are fragmentary; C 5a is in 
Alexandrian couplets instead of triplets, C 5b is in septenary 
quatrains which derive from the splitting of the couplets; up to C 5f 
the title is Salvia splendid). 

folder C 6: without heading, with larger sheets. It contains two 
redactions (C 6a, C 6b) of all the compositions except Quadri 
friulani, which is not even included in the attached index; The cry of 
the digger is present only in the chapters. I and IV, which have no 
graphic division between the triplets. 


In essay citations, the folder abbreviation indicates which editorial 
team is referring to, followed by the verse numbers. I have used 
these intermediate drafts liberally, both because they are 
unpublished and because, in their provisional nature, they allow the 
emotions and reasoning underlying the definitive text to shine 
through more clearly. 


Beyond our fierce defense of it 
In Pier Paolo Pasolini, The Ashes of Gramsci, Preface by 
Walter Siti, Einaudi, Turin 1981. 


1. The reference to these two passages by Tommaseo may help to set the tone of his 
pedagogy before the encounter with Marxism: «But in a popular and kind soul, the 
thought of being loved by someone greater than oneself spreads in every act a grace of 
humility, a contented and fearful joy, which is like aura on a flower"; «He was fond of 
children; and he studied their language, knowing the truth, and flourishing with poetic 
life; he studied the foreheads, and the smiles, and the signs of affection: and they began 
to grow fond of him; so he was happy as if he were loved in return. He felt like a brother 
to them more than a father" (Fede e Bellezza, Milan 1942, pp. 158 and 163). (Cf. in the 
Ashes «not father but humble / brother»: PO I, p. 951.) 

2. The composition and editorial events of the Nightingale of the Catholic Church are very 
complex, and can be summarized in these phases: 1) idea and first composition of the 
book, around 1948-49: my research belongs to this phase mother; the book is made up of 
the current sections, plus a diary section; 2) draft, which is claimed to be definitive, of the 
book presented to Mondadori in 1950 (at this stage the last section is already entitled The 
discovery of Marx): the book is made up of the current sections, plus two sections of 
diaries, one including the diaries 1945-47, the other the diaries 1948-49; 3) Mondadori 
does not publish the book, while three other blocks of diaries are created (1950, 1951-52, 
1953) and a non-diary Appendix to the Nightingale; 4) in 1954 the 1945-47 diaries were 
published by Sciascia (incomplete); 5) in 1958 the Nightingale leaves Longanesi, and both 
the diary sections and the Appendix are sacrificed; 6) the typescripts attest to various 
attempts to order the diaries for publication: among these attempts, Twenty-three diary 
pages, including compositions from 1950 and 1951; 7) in 1960 he published (with the 
titles Roma 1950 and Spring Sonetto) the diaries 1950 and 1953; 8) around 1963-64 
Pasolini planned a volume, entitled Poetry with literature, which should have contained 
(again sacrificing the 1948-49 diaries): Roma 1950, the 1951-52 diaries, Spring Sonnet and 
the non-diary Appendix to Nightingale; the index and a typescript (in duplicate) of the 
1951-52 diaries remain from this project; the Appendix does not exist in this most recent 
editorial, but only, in two editorials, in the old dossier prepared for the Nightingale; 9) a 


section of the Appendix and some of the 1951-52 diaries, in an intermediate editorial 


team, are published with the title Poesie inedite in P.P. Pasolini, Poems, Garzanti, Milan 
1975. 

3. P.P. Pasolini, Poems and pages found, Lato Side 1980, p. 10. 

4. The tercets appear here for the first time in Pasolini's poetry: the tercet songs of the 
Testament Coran (in La Miglior Giovani, Sansoni, Florence 1954) and those of La Marcia 
della Giovani (1950, released in « Open City", no. 2, June 1957), where the return of the 
same rhyming words blocks the fluidity of the discourse. 

5. I have not found the exact model of the verses of the popular song (of nine 
hendecasyllables rhymed according to the ABABCDCDC scheme), nor of that of Umile 
Italia (of ten nine-syllables rhymed according to the ABABACD CCD scheme); it may 
also be that they are Pasolini's inventions (the first already experimented in the Ballade of 
the Nightingale's delirium). But the origin seems to be Provengal: Bel m'es qu'eu chan en 
aquel mes by Bertran di Ventadorn has a rhyme scheme (ABAB[C]D[C]DC) identical to 
the popular song (except that the rhymes in square brackets are rhymes in the middle); 
Pus sabers no-m val ni sens by Guiraut Riquier has a scheme (ABABA CDCDC) which is 
equivalent to the first part of Umile Italia plus the second of the Popular Song; vice versa 
Al plus leu qu'ieu sai far chansons by Guilhem de Cabestanh has a scheme 
(ABABCDCCD) which is equivalent to the first part of Canto popular plus the second of 
Umile Italia. For the transition from the more closed structure of the song to the more 
agile one of the poem, Felibrist mediation was probably needed: the verses of Li frisoun 
de Marieto by Alphonse Tavan have the same scheme as the stanzas of the song by 
Guilhem de Cabestanh; and it is the same scheme adopted by Pasolini for Viers 
Pordenon and the mont, the last composition of the Testament Coran (almost 
contemporary therefore with the popular song). It is also not excluded that Pasolini 
wanted to exploit the similarity between these verses and the (sufficiently elastic) scheme 
of the popular weirdo. 

6. For this text, as for another that I will mention later, among the papers in the collection 
there is, in addition to the versions in verse, also a short "list" in prose; presumably prior 
to the most ancient version in verse. 

7. In this, as in other cases, the more explicit verses then disappear from the definitive 
version; but they remain underground to "load" the text with unspoken reasons 
(subjectively increasing its effectiveness of self-conviction and, objectively, its 
absoluteness); here Pasolini still has that "esteem for poetry" which ten years later he 
would criticize in his autobiography in verse Poeta delle Ceneri (PO II, p. 1276). 

8. The interventions on the oldest Ceneri that had appeared in the magazine date back to 


this period; the new draftings tend towards greater freedom compared to the 


hendecasyllabic norm and towards a lesser abundance of qualifying adjectives. 


8 
Two rereadings — 2007 


When the Bellonci Foundation decided to republish some of the 
most important books that had participated in the Strega prize, I 
took the opportunity to reread Pasolini's two "Roman novels" (which 
had competed three times for the Strega, without ever winning) as if 
they were part of a single unfinished project. Looking at them as two 
doors of a triptych, it was even clearer to me how the second wanted 
to be a "correct response" to the first, deliberately presenting itself as 
"good" ideologically despite accentuating the violence. A violent life 
is a calculated and progressive work: perhaps the only novel by 
Pasolini that aims to respect the rules of the well-made realistic novel 
and for this very reason, in the implacable court of inspiration, a 
dead end road. It is notable that getting too close to the objective 
reality of a petty-bourgeois heterosexual love scared Pasolini to the 
point of preventing him from completing his planned trilogy (Il Rio 
della Grana will never see the light). In his wandering between life 
and vocabulary, he had gone from the enamored and imprecise 
reproduction of a still exotic vernacular to a rather complex system 
of varied uses of dialect depending on narrative needs, and the 
author-function itself had changed over time: from the curious 
reporter and voyeur to the mature denunciation of a degraded 
suburb. There the social novel would have waited for him, against 
which he rebels with a burst of offended lyricism; Simone Weil's 
"charity" that could have filtered to him from Elsa Morante is 
indigestible to him - too much adherence to reality is ruining his 
poetry in verse. All he has left is the prose of art and above all that 
technological organ of eros which is cinema: from the caresses that 
the camera reserves for Accattone and his friends up to the kisses 
that Pasolini in the flesh, with his body he plans to give to some 


young people from Cairo in the screenplay of The Flower of the 
Arabian Nights. 

In the two prefaces below there are a couple of cryptic hints that 
are better explained: when I speak of "subterranely Manzonian 
words" regarding Tommaso's conversion to communism, I am 
referring to the episode of The Betrothed in which Lucia arrives at 
the castle of 'Unnamed: during the day, when the old woman who 
welcomes her perceives the name of the Virgin like a blinded child 
opens up confusedly to the memory of the light, and after the 
restless night, when the dawn is announced by the happy sound of 
the bells. The other reference is to the scene in Petrolio in which 
Merda holds the girl tightly to his waist (because this is what the 
new etiquette of the couple, or rather of the "couple") dictates, until 
he faints from the effort; the same parodic hyperbole is moreover 
repeated in some verses of To the Greek students, in a breath (in the 
New Youth). As for the idea that Pasolini, at the chronological height 
of Petrolio, had now fallen out of love with the suburbs and no 
longer had eyes to look at them or ears to listen to them, I believe it 
derives from my personal pilgrimages in love through the suburbs, 
in that 2007 in which I was concluding the writing of the Contagion. 


I. The protagonist is the witness 


When it appeared in 1955, some critics (including Emilio Cecchi and 
Franco Fortini) spoke of Ragazzi di vita as a book of short stories. 
And they weren't entirely wrong: the unity of the novel is rather 
labile, entrusted as it is to surface devices. Pasolini himself 
summarizes the plot, writing to Garzanti and wanting to convince 
the publisher of an iron structure: 


This structure could be defined with the general formula: the post-war arc in 
Rome, from the hopeful chaos of the first days of liberation to the reaction of 
'50-51. It is a very specific arc that corresponds to the passage of the protagonist 
and his companions from the age of childhood to early youth: that is, from the 


heroic and amoral age to the already prosaic and immoral age [...]. Riccetto, in 


the first chapter of the novel, going boating with some friends on the Tiber, at a 
certain moment throws himself into swimming to save a swallow that is 
drowning under Ponte Sisto. In the last chapter, a young boy, Genesio, drowns 
on the Aniene, and Riccetto, already almost a young man, doesn't lift a finger to 
save him. The entire narrative arc takes place between these two moments. (LL, 
pp. 870-871) 


The role of the protagonist is therefore entrusted to Riccetto, and 
it is true that Riccetto is always on stage: when he disappears from 
circulation because he spends three years in prison, the novel also 
records a time leap of three years. But in the second part, once 
released from prison, Riccetto is a strangely evanescent protagonist, 
who takes little part in the adventures of others and when he does, 
he does so listlessly. It almost seems that the baton of protagonist is 
passed to little Genesio, and in a completely external way Pasolini 
has invented a hook: Riccetto goes to work as a bricklayer in the 
modest construction company run by Genesio's father. As if the 
protagonist couldn't help but be a child; as if his growth excluded 
him from the role of protagonist. Riccetto has grown fat, sluggish 
and has lost vitality; the episode of the swallow at the beginning and 
that of the failure to save the boy at the end present themselves as a 
moral apologue, as an easily decodable acronym for the cynicism 
that comes with adulthood. (The insistence on this double episode, 
in reality, has a deeper and more interesting meaning, but we will 
return to it in its place.) 

This is all the architecture that Pasolini was able to devise to give 
unity to the novel; but the essential is missing, that is, an intimate 
and cogent sense of causality. What made nineteenth-century novels 
unified was precisely the presence of a strong consequentiality, 
whereby each event modified the state of things and conditioned 
what followed; in Ragazzi di vita, on the contrary, each episode 
stands alone and does not influence subsequent events in the 
slightest, which may or may not exist. The case of Riccetto's arrest is 
truly macroscopic: he commits a miserable theft and runs away 
feeling hunted - but is arrested by chance, due to an unfortunate 
coincidence that has no relation to the theft committed. Similarly, the 


most tragic events, the most "novel-like", are first announced and 
then denied: the Piattoletta fire turns out to be a simple burn in the 
following chapter; to Alduccio who believes he has killed his mother 
it will be Riccetto who reveals that the mother was only injured. Be 
careful to avoid melodrama, of course; but also, I would say, an 
unconscious refusal to narrate impressive scenes that the author did 
not witness. Indeed, throughout the book it is as if the narrator was 
always an eyewitness to the boys' exploits; their raids correspond to 
his wanderings, the fragmentary nature of the "paintings" 
corresponds to the randomness of his hypothetical inspections. 
(Already at that chronological height Pasolini was thinking in 
cinematographic terms, just read the Studies on the life of Testaccio, 
from 1951.) Throughout the novel, there are very few scenes that 
take place in a closed place: as if his boys the narrator did not want 
to lose sight of them. 

The ferocious constructive will is more materially about the 
system than ideally about subordinations and paths; He doesn't 
know where to direct his kids, he only has the idea in his head that 
they become corrupt as they age. But she wants to "make the book": 
she wants to channel the hundreds of pages of notes, sketches, short 
stories into something that leaves its mark, in a Bellian monument 
that redeems her obsession every evening. The preparatory work 
shows this with moving clarity: there is no central axis, no mother 
story that asks to be told — there is a work of bricolage, a series of 
indexes where one tries to assemble everything with everything. 
What results, as we will see, is a novel of unequal texture, as if 
different strands, of different origins and values, were intertwined 
while remaining nevertheless distinguishable. No unity, then? Not 
even in tone, not even lyrical? Probably not, even if it is true that 
once read the book leaves the impression of a poem (the linguistic 
material being an analogue of the vitality represented). The 
profound unity, if anything, is provided by the author who is not 
there; the only character who is not seen in the book because he is 
the one who, subjectively, looks at what we see. The so-called 
omniscient narrator escapes the status of narratological abstraction 
to become a man of flesh and blood: the just thirty-year-old Pier 


Paolo who feels like painting from behind, in a corner of the 
painting, perhaps with a notepad in hand. 


So what are the different strands, stylistic and thematic, that 
intertwine in the texture of the novel? The first and most evident, 
when it clashes with the vulgarities of speech, is the lyrical one. We 
remember that Pasolini had been, and still was, an extraordinary 
prose writer of art, in the shadow of Comisso and Longhi. 


Marcello, on the other hand, lived in the Skyscrapers a little further on: as big as 
mountain chains, with thousands of windows, in rows, in circles, diagonally, on 
the streets, on the courtyards, on the steps, to the north, to the south, in full 
alone, in the shade, closed or wide open, empty or fluttering with laundry, 


silent or full of the noise of women or the whining of children. (RR I, p. 564) 


In this register, descriptions of the sky are privileged; the sky is 
very present (also for symbolic purposes) throughout the novel, and 
every time Pasolini describes it it is a tour de force: 


then you could see the whole sky: covered with thousands of little clouds as 
small as pustules, like bubbles, which descended towards the vanished and 
serrated tops of the skyscrapers in the background, in all shapes and all colours. 
Black shells, yellowish mussels, blue whiskers, egg-red spit; and in a circle, after 
a strip of blue, clear and glassy like a river of the polar earth, a large white 
cloud, all curly, fresh and immense that looked like the Mount of Purgatory. 
(RR I, p. 665) 


This is Pasolini who goes around the villages, occasionally raising 
his eyes and thus compensating for the loss of dignity; Pasolini 
himself who, upon returning home, took off towards poetry in verse. 
Then there is another type of lyricism, more affected and Pascoli- 
like, which is that of diminutives: the cubetto, the scucchietta, the 
zinalino - it is the tone that is related to the children who die, in a 
Deamicisian tear. Finally there is the high poetry that comes to act as 


a crutch, Belli but above all Dante; it is an already more 
programmatic lyricism, used as a stamp of quality. And we even 
slide towards the worst D'Annunzio, when he wants to wax lyrical 
with the pages of a dictionary: 


It shone at the end of the garden, on the perches, the willows, the angel's 
breasts, the cherry trees, the elderberries [...] with the curved facades of chard or 
cappuccina half in light and half in shade, and the yellow plots of lettuce and 
the gold-green ones of the leeks and the curd. (RR I, p. 649) 


The second strand is what I would call erotic, and which 
stylistically expresses itself with a very precise figure, free indirect. 
Inserting the voice of the young people into your text, the words 
heard from their mouths, alludes to a connection, almost to a 
penetration. It means welcoming them, almost kissing them, 
accepting to dishonor oneself: 


but he rarely did this because he got back pain from bending over, and then his 
mouth was so caked with dust that he barely needed a tube of wine to disinfect 
it, and in that way half of the deaf people who were deaf went away. he had 
made up for it. (RR I, p. 620) 


This style is very often combined with the best lyricism, in pauses 
of momentary paradise, parentheses of oblivion in which all 
negativity is cancelled: 


From San Lorenzo, to Verano, up to Portonaccio there was a whole celebration, 
a caciara, a choir of choirs. Riccetto sang: 

How beautiful you are Rome, 

how beautiful you are Rome in the early evening, 
at the top of his lungs, completely reconciled with life, all full of nice plans for 
the near future, and feeling the money in his pocket: the money, which is the 


source of all pleasure and all satisfaction in this dirty world. (RR I, p. 596) 


They are the gifts that Pasolini gives himself, it is the sacred 
source of desire without which the book would not have a soul. The 


distribution of free indirection in the text is not uniform; when 
Pasolini abandons his loving gaze and constructs his monument a 
little more coldly with repertoire pieces, with the objective 
description of current events (the, let's say, documentary part of the 
book), the free indirect coherently disappears. See for example the 
description of the crowd assault on the Mercati Generali: 


The word spread immediately: five or six hundred people rushed after the 
leading group. The door was broken down, and everyone threw themselves in, 
crushing each other. Riccetto and Marcello were in the middle. They were 
swallowed by the suction of the crowd, almost without touching the ground 
with their feet, through the door. We went down a spiral staircase: the crowd 
behind pushed, and some women screamed half-stifled. The spiral staircase was 
overflowing with people. A thin iron railing gave way, split, and a woman fell 


down screaming and hit her head on a step at the bottom. (RR I, p. 527) 


The third trend is what could be called tape recording, speech 
recording. It is a philological streak, as an amateur dialectologist, 
which Pasolini had already exercised in Friuli and which in Rome, in 
contact with a more exotic and more noble language, receives new 
impulse. But here too there is a dichotomy between loving listening 
and scientific documentation. Some of the boys' sentences come as 
lightning revelations, glimpses captured only once by the 
protagonist-witness (like when, to ironically call one of them an 
intellectual, another tells him "I'm like a director"); others still belong 
to everyday life and direct testimony, but are more common 
intercalaries ("let's do a generic little thing", referring to mercenary 
sex consumed unwillingly); we now slide towards the cliché, the 
picturesque joke recycled countless times ("he would blind you three 
eyes with two fingers"); up to the use of real proverbs, perhaps 
drawn more from books (his favorite Zanazzo) than from life 
("because those who go around lick, and those who stay at home dry 
their tongues"). Rather than listening in love, here one senses the 
pride of someone who has learned a new language (which is also the 
pride of an acquired familiarity with the speakers) and immediately 


wants to put it into practice, exaggerating some of its features (‘li 
mortacci tua" repeated twelve times in three pages). 

Pasolini claims that the book, as well as a declaration of love, is 
also a denunciation; then the philologist puts the tape recorder into 
action and records typical tales, stories made to impress. These are 
the so-called "pieces" ("you have to listen to this piece"), when the 
kids almost become their own philologists and perform for a listener 
who will rewrite it at home. In the last proofreading, Pasolini tries to 
standardize stylistically; to read the pieces in their transcription 
brutalism we must resort to those who were excluded at the last 
moment: 


He comes to me and said: Ricce, there's stuff in that truck, if we'll pack it in half. 
I said: Well, okay, teach me what the truck is. She says: There he is. I went there 
on that truck. He says: 'Stuff is inside those doors. I went there, I took the stuff, 
with Righetto's wheelbarrow, and we went inside a house to divide it. (RR I, p. 
812) 


From here the transition is short to the fourth and final strand 
which we could call historical-sociological. All the scenes that the 
protagonist-witness could not have witnessed belong to this 
category; they are for example all the scenes of memory (the German 
occupation, the Americans), or the typical scenes, placed there to 
illustrate a situation of degradation (the three card game, the scene 
in the gambling den, the brothel, the dreams of mother visited by the 
devil). It is, if we want, the most realistic extreme (of a realism that 
oscillates between Zola and Renato Castellani), but also the coldest 
level of writing, where ideology prevails over obsession. If it is true 
that, after reading the novel, one has the impression of having read a 
poem, it must be recognized that it is a poem with many notes. 


‘ 
We were saying that the hidden protagonist of the book is the writer 


when he looks and listens; but this protagonist is not immobile, he is 
not always the same from beginning to end. The story of the 


narrator, the dramatic story of the relationship with his subject is 
perhaps the most compelling plot of the book, and is intertwined 
with the story of the boys, up to a disturbing negative identification 
between the protagonist-Pier Paolo and the protagonist Riccetto. 
Proceeding with some simplification, we could say that in the first 
two chapters the author-witness experiences himself, fascinated by 
his own subject but still uncertain between love and document; the 
years he recounts are the furthest from him, the historical illustration 
imposes itself. Chapters three and four are perhaps the freest, those 
in which the author-witness abandons himself to wandering 
together with his boys; Night at Villa Borghese is a single 
uninterrupted hymn to love. In the fifth chapter the author-witness 
feels the need to objectify his characters, to make them react with the 
world; the blessed dreamed exclusive communion with them ends; 
Riccetto looks for a job (which will make him tired) and through a 
meeting with an old man he finds his girlfriend; the episode of the 
boys visiting the house of the old man and his family is perhaps the 
most deliberately objective in the book (it is the only one, among 
other things, in which the boys decline their personal names, and we 
learn that Riccetto call Claudio Mastracca); the chapter ends with 
Riccetto's arrest. From the sixth chapter, one gets the impression that 
something has happened to the author-witness; that he is to some 
extent disillusioned, that he deliberately increases the dysphoric 
moments, the tiredness, the squalor. In the final chapters he recovers 
his loving gaze, but in terms of memory and elegy; the bath on the 
Aniene is the tired and melancholic repetition of the one on the Tiber 
in the first chapter; seen through the eyes of Riccetto, now fattened 
and cynical, the whole landscape has a funereal hue. But what is 
most interesting is that in these last chapters Riccetto's gaze 
coincides with that of the author-witness, Riccetto is not lovable 
because the author-witness has realized that he is no longer capable 
of loving. Transforming his erotic obsession into love would have 
meant losing himself in that world that he had discovered with so 
much enthusiasm, but which is also a world of filth and self- 
destruction. The author-witness pulls back, he wants to remain a 
witness and not be swallowed up by what he loves. And then comes, 


for us readers, the decisive illumination: the witness Pier Paolo 
behaves, with respect to the universe of the villages, exactly like the 
adult Riccetto who prefers not to dive into the river to save Genesio, 
given that the current is too fast and he is afraid of drowning too. 
The refined rondo closure of the novel (which ends on _ that 
"rhombus" on the horizon with which the first chapter was 
inaugurated) actually hides a tragedy, which is not only the tragedy 
of the suburbs but also an existential tragedy of Pasolini; the 
"political" justification of the letter to Garzanti is an allegory of the 
author's condemnation to remain himself. Pasolini is unable to 
accept the commandment of love, of dying to be reborn, but 
condemns himself to perceive the lives of others as an indistinct 
background noise ("life is a buzz", he writes in the contemporary 
Ashes of Gramsci). 


In Ragazzi di vita Pasolini concretely pays the price for what he 
reproached himself in the abstract in Ashes, of loving the people not 
out of intellectual and ethical passion but out of carnal obsession. 
This obviously reduces the range of sociological sampling, the 
"proof" value of the book (as Penna would say, Pasolini chooses «the 
noble sex. And then, of this, / only one age (noble yes, but fresh)»); 
and above all it forces Pasolini to stop on the path of love: while 
ethical and intellectual (or religious) love can go to the point of 
extreme self-sacrifice (heroes, saints), carnal obsession must stop at a 
certain point because the loss of self would be experienced by the 
ego itself as unjustified and suicidal. «I love Pier Paolo, you know!» 
Pasolini could say about himself, exactly as his character, refusing to 
jump into the river, says «I want to be well with Riccetto, sa'!». On 
the other hand, carnal obsession, replacing charity (secular or 
religious) as the driving force of the work, gives the book a personal 
urgency, a liveliness, an immature grace that has not made it age. 
Ragazzi di vita has aged less than A violent life, which is also four 
years later; but above all the book has not lost its relevance in the 
villages where he was born. The villages have changed, of course, 


redesigned by consumerism, invaded by every form of 
crossbreeding; but despite Pasolini's subsequent analyses, the 
anthropological and psychological mechanisms he intuited in the 
early 1950s have not changed much. Today's Roman suburbs 
resemble those of Ragazzi di vita more than the mortuary, weakened 
(and yes, ideological) ones of Petrolio. In the early fifties, Pasolini 
had captured the essential: the impossibility of planning any future 
even in the short term, the arrogant laziness and the distrust in 
action, the absolute sexual amorality and the strength of mysterious 
yet dominant women, the need for immediate pleasures and the 
pathetic goodness that equalizes delinquency, linguistic creativity as 
an elementary form of self-defense. 

The title of the book has become a common definition, we still talk 
about "boys of life", even if male prostitution is perhaps the thing 
that has changed the most in the village. And then, in '55, "boys of 
life" did not mean "boys who live life"; Pasolini, at the obscenity trial 
brought against the novel, explains that he meant "boys from bad 
life", perhaps alluding to that Guagliune 'e malavita, a popular song 
he quoted in verse in 1952; «de vita» was said and still is said of 
something that is cool, fashionable («this girl is really de vita»); in 
everyone's memory, perhaps it also simply means "boys full of life". 
Dense, polysemic, very successful title, for a text overflowing with 
energy. You sense, reading it, that it is the novel of a young man, 
who never tires of smelling and portraying; in the novel it is always 
summer and he moves constantly, on foot or by bus: 


It was morning, and on the bridge the old buses, the one for Monte Sacro, the 
one for Tiburtino III, the one for Settecamini, and the 409 which turned 
immediately under the bridge, down Casal Bertone and Acqua Bullicante, 
towards Porta Furba, were changing gear scraping through the crowd. (RR I, p. 
578) 


He is a thirty-year-old intellectual who wants to demonstrate 
familiarity with the peripheral topography, as a challenge to his 
intellectual friends, those who do not move from the center; despite 
the final renunciation, or rather precisely because of the weight of 


guilt that that inevitable renunciation brings with it (due to the 
awareness of an open wound and an unanswered request), the 
whole novel is an invitation to take risks. 


The protagonist is the witness 
In Pier Paolo Pasolini, Ragazzi di vita, Strega 1955, Preface by Walter Siti, Utet | Goffredo 


and Maria Bellonci Foundation, Turin 2007. 


IT. A love paid dearly 


Ragazzi di vita was released by Garzanti at the end of May 1955; on 
2 July Pasolini announced to Garzanti himself that he was already 
working on the "second book", which was provisionally titled A 
Violent Life. There is no interval: the second novel is presented as a 
continuation and, in a certain sense, as a consolidation of the first. 
Struck by the criticisms that appeared in the official communist 
organs (in which he was accused of decadent complacency and 
betrayal of proletarian hopes) and by more general reservations 
about the lack of unity of Ragazzi di vita, Pasolini decides to give his 
new novel an unassailable structure, centered on a single protagonist 
(Tommaso Puzzilli) and on his political awareness, which will take 
him from the MSI to the PCI. An “ideological axis" that was 
fashionable at the time and which actually in 1959, when the book 
came out, earned him the applause of Carlo Salinari (along with the 
doubts and rejections of Marxism less close to the establishment, 
from Franco Fortini to the young Alberto Asor Rosa). The fact 
remains that A Violent Life is not imaginable without the precedent 
of the Boys, both because it wants to correct some of its immaturities 
and imperfections, and because it intends (in certain aspects) to 
make it worse. 

The title is already studied from a continuity perspective, with the 
clever use of the term "life", although here, perhaps, with a more 
conscious commercial and cinematographic astuteness. The years in 
which A Violent Life was written were those in which in Italy we 


began to talk about "rebel without a cause" and teddy boys, and 
Pasolini would become (for cinema and the media) an expert on 
youth maladjustment. This did not fail to leave traces in the writing 
of Pasolini's second novel; where in fact we notice, compared to the 
first, an exhibited surenchére of violence: 


When they were four or five kilometers from the petrol station, they took the 
gun away from the petrol station attendant, made him lie down, after having 
snatched his bag, and began to beat him up. Tommaso held him with his arms 
behind his back and Ugo began to massacre him first on his stomach, then on 
his face. Immediately a little blood began to flow from his teeth and one 
eyebrow, and he became disturbed. Then Shitter got out too, and with a sort of 
groan began to kick him on his shoulders, on his face, on his stomach. As 
Tommaso let go of his grip, and he fell onto the asphalt, Shitter gave him two or 
three more kicks on the back and everywhere, wherever he hit, he hit. Then, all 
swollen and bleeding, they rolled him down the edge of the railway, between 
two or three thickets. (RR I, p. 884) 


The amoral kids have become real delinquents; as if Pasolini 
wanted to surprise the good bourgeois who had already been 
scandalized by the previous book, telling them "that was still 
nothing, now I'll really show you the harshness of the suburbs". He 
goes looking for the most wicked stories, like when he tells of the old 
prostitute killed by the pimp with twelve stab wounds in the belly, 
thus leaving her son (the aforementioned Shitter) without 
sustenance, who commits suicide by hanging himself from a beam. It 
takes on the colors of the disgusting and unpleasant, see for example 
(compared to the ultimately poetic fire of Piattoletta in Ragazzi di 
vita, burned for playing Indians) the fire set on the clothes of the old 
homeless man Cunappa: 


They made a pile of the jacket and trousers and while two or three held the old 
man tightly by the arms, the others ended up undressing him, laughing like 
sluts. Disgusted by the stench, they threw the shirt, the lumpy sweater, the 
underwear, the cap and the shoes onto the pile. They left him only the pedals: 


then they pushed him aside, naked like his mother had made him, with all that 
white hair, and set him on fire. (RR I, p. 1058) 


There is almost a challenge to the readers’ ability to digest, a 
conscious reconnection to extreme traditions of the realism of 
poverty, from Zola to Steinbeck. In a journalistic investigation from 
1958, entitled I hovels, Pasolini wrote: 


Certain limits of human baseness cannot, it seems, be touched artistically, 
certain deviations of psychology forced by an abject social environment cannot, 


it seems, be represented. (RR I, p. 1463) 


Certainly, compared to Ragazzi di vita, the rate of sociological 
documentation, political awareness and controversy has increased. 
But the writer's subjective attitude has also changed: going from 
thirty to thirty-five years old, Pasolini has lost his naivety and 
wonder, the squalor of the environment he describes, and perhaps of 
the life he himself leads, has been more fully revealed to him; the 
river baths are now tired summaries, the fagots are described with 
more ferocious sadness; see this snapshot of a movie where he fights: 


The stalls under the light seemed like when you lift a stone and find everything 
underneath full of worms: a pile of worms twisted around each other, moving 
and crawling from all sides, twisting their heads and tails. , half mad, hit by the 
light as they are. (RR I, p. 1128) 


Even the weather has changed compared to the first novel; there is 
always the epic of heat and summer (a December is described "as if it 
were August"), but it rains much more, and the sky is anything but a 
lyrical redemption ("it was still raining, and the prairies they were 
full of streaks of white fog, and above, in the sky, the moon shone 
like a stain of blood." 


What has been said up to this point finds its counterpart in the 
use of dialect: just take a look at the two glossaries that follow the 
novels, from the 132 entries of Ragazzi di vita to the 412 of A violent 


life. There's no doubt that Pasolini learned the language better by 
hanging out with the kids - so he uses more Roman dialect and the 
dialogues are less primitive, but there is something programmatic, 
ageressively didactic, in his filling the writing with heavily slang 
terms: «the ciavatta" (the money), "il moresca" (the fence), "the witty" 
(the revolver), "fare a gazim" (divide the loot). Even in the context of 
proofreading, therefore, outside the direct influence of the popular 
voice, "sere" becomes "ghegano" and surveillance transforms into 
"panfia". As if he wanted to impose on readers another language, 
spoken by an unknown, alien race. The poetry and lightness of 
loving listening are replaced by a project, and free indirection slides 
towards open mannerism: 


Tommasino, during his time in office, had been Latin. As for two or three 
Sundays in that part, he had been with Irene, and then he had stayed there, in 
Garbante, after leaving the mecca, with that fishmonger friend of his called 
Settimio. He had slept at his house and then, with him, since they were 
completely starry, in white, like turnips, he had gone into Rome all day to make 
fools of himself. (RR I, p. 952) 


A taste for retaliation, for price increases, is not foreign to the 
linguistic program: «I keep a hunger that I shit myself» had been 
criticized in Ragazzi di vita as vulgar, and here, punctually, Pasolini 
has another character say «I keep a sghecia I'm shitting myself." 
What in Ragazzi di vita was instinct, or involuntary reflex, here is 
planned out; even poeticity is a resource of the text that must be 
exploited to the maximum; in the first edition, Thomas' death was 
told in verse (triplets that were a little crumbling as in the Religion of 
my time); but if you look for poetry it is not a good sign, it means 
that inspiration has abandoned us. 


+ 


However, the strongest, structural and perhaps unconscious 
relationship between the two "Roman novels" lies precisely in the 
two endings; or rather, in the relationship that the last pages of A 


Violent Life establish with that natural parable which in Ragazzi di 
vita was given by the parallelism between Riccetto's saving of the 
swallow, in the first chapter, and Riccetto's refusal to become cynical, 
in the end, to throw himself into the water to save Genesio, the 
eldest of three little brothers. Tommaso, in the flood of Little 
Shanghai, enters dark, filthy water, populated by panteganes "with 
long, black, plastered hair"; there he puts his life at risk to save a 
creature, not a swallow but a poor whore, and manages to bring her 
to safety, just as he brings two "good, good... cute" little brothers to 
safety; following this heroic gesture, he will die from a resurgence of 
tuberculosis. Albeit with significant variations, it seems to me that 
there are elements to consider the second ending a palinody of the 
first: Tommaso is the anti-Riccetto, he does what the other one 
refused to do, he is the positive double of him. 

The transformation of a poor boy confused by life into a generous 
young man, capable of sacrificing himself for others, is due to the 
communist idea; just as conversion to Christianity could change the 
heart of the cruelest persecutor, so the "red rag” can obtain the 
miracle of ethical and civil conversion. The conversion takes place 
inside the Forlanini hospital, and is announced with secretly 
Manzonian words. 


But then, little by little, some bells began to ring. They came faintly, muffled, as 
if they were coming from far away, beyond the pavilions and gardens, perhaps 
on the Portuense [...] It was a sound that Tommaso had never heard: or perhaps 
he had heard it as a boy, and he didn't remember it. It seemed to come up from 
the bottom of the earth, or from some point in the sky, above the early morning 
clouds, where there is a little light that is barely colored, and already seems like 
that of a beautiful and happy day. (RR I, p. 1073) 


The guide for this secular conversion is "a certain Guglielmi”, 
secretary of the communist cell inside the hospital and himself a 
patient; this Guglielmi is an incarnation of the Gramsci imagined in 
the Ashes, "not a father but a humble brother", who dissolves the 
authority of what must be in physical weakness, making it 
acceptable. Thomas' conversion is mythical, symbolic, simply 


declared until the occasion of the sacrifice makes it actual. There is 
no gradual change in the protagonist. A Violent Life is not a 
Bildungsroman; the young fascists who sing "to win you need lions" 
are no worse than the young communists who skimp on the 
proceeds of the dance in the section. In Tommaso, rather than 
increasing his level of consciousness, his energies decrease as his 
lungs get worse, until his heroic gesture takes him back to the village 
where he was born, and the flood water that welcomes him is like 
the amniotic fluid in which it falls. The kiss of ideology coincides 
with death, like the kiss of the woman in Leopardi's Consalvo. 
Tommaso, in depth, is one of the many Narcissus or Davids of 
Pasolini's Friulian poetry: a creature who goes blind to death to pay 
for the excessive weight of the world - as Accattone will be. But 
Pasolini built a thesis novel around him, a narrative machine that 
wants to keep pace with Pratolini's Metello; as in Metello, there are 
sumptuous mass scenes (the police raid, the serenade at Garbatella, 
the battle in the sanatorium, the flood) — there is a lot of context, a lot 
of collective life; the sequence of events works, the plot flows in a 
conventional and reassuring way. Paradoxically, for a "one man 
novel", the dull point of the plot, the ganglion that doesn't react and 
makes it sound hollow, is precisely its protagonist; one feels that 
Tommaso belongs to another orbit, not that of society and politics 
but that of poetry and death. A dream, which Tommaso has shortly 
before his death, lasts three pages - a long-winded, inconclusive 
dream, in search of an unconscious knot that isn't there. It is as if 
Thomas, in that dream, complained to his creator: «it is useless for 
you to continue to exploit me, I have no more interiority than this; 
the role you have placed on my shoulders is too heavy, I am not a 
problematic individual and I will never become one." Pasolini 
demands too much from Tommaso because he demanded too much 
from himself. 


The only real, autonomous movement that Tommaso's psyche 
makes, the only one that resembles a formation, is love for Irene. 


While Riccetto's engagement, in Ragazzi di vita, does not change his 
behavior (and we never see his girlfriend), the engagement with 
Irene is the only authentic, internal motivation that pushes Tommaso 
to want to change his life. And Irene is described by Pasolini with a 
kind of paternalistic superiority which however does not exclude 
compassion and tenderness: 


Thus, all together, they arrived in a hurry to the dark street, to the little gardens 
of Piazza Sant'Eustorgio, where, already in agreement, all heart and soul, they 
left each other and gave each other the bet, in low voices, they said each other 
just in half a breath hello, and Irene went down along the fence of the gardens, 
lengthening her pace, and even doing a bit of a run every now and then. (RR I, 
p. 924) 


The relationship between Tommaso and Irene is certainly the 
most beautiful heterosexual love story ever written by Pasolini, the 
least stylized and schematic; the proportion between feeling and 
conformism has the credibility of life, and the modesty with which 
Pasolini observes them is not frequent in his texts. It is for Irene that 
Tommaso would be willing to join the Christian Democrats: 


“You know I'm thinking about Ire” he exclaimed. “I speak to the priest, and I 
too sign up for the Democratic Party!” In Irene's house everyone was 
communist, and she too had always thought so, since she was little, as her father 
had taught her. She thought about it for a while, all optimistic and judicious, 
and then she said: “It's not a bad idea, Toma! And then, having departed 
tomorrow, they will be able to help us..." (RR I, p. 1043) 


Here Pasolini seems to approach another side of the villages, 
different from the vitalistic, violent, poetic one that has always 
fascinated him, but no less true: the compromising side, eager for 
recommendations and success. Tommaso and Irene's marriage plan 
would inevitably lead them towards integration. It is at this point 
that Pasolini begins to rebel against his own discovery and pulls 
back: instead of listening to the love of the two boys and letting them 
go where love would take them, he cannot stop himself from 


considering Irene's presence as a stumbling block for the fate of 
Thomas. The decision to marry Irene involves first of all an 
undressing, which we cannot help but perceive as symbolic: "all that 
stuff like that for kids, for scoundrels, was no longer appropriate for 
a good boy with all the credentials". Walking and looking at the shop 
windows with Irene, Tommaso renounces the friendships of the 
past, pretends not to see Lello begging on the pavement, to the point 
of desire for real dispossession and self-denial: 


Look, this is the conclusion, you understood me: I want you well, and this is 
what I want will change from what I know: I don't want them Tommaso 
anymore! (RR I, p. 1039) 


But Pasolini cannot allow Tommaso to no longer be Tommaso: for 
the ideological project, but also for the balance of Pasolini's internal 
ghosts, Tommaso must become a communist and therefore die. It 
was during his outings with Irene that tuberculosis seriously 
attacked him, and the decision to go to Little Shanghai to help the 
flood victims was taken after he refused an appointment with Irene 
("Can't you see what a flood it's making? Let's go with water, to 
Irene?", and immediately, suddenly; "But it's raining, but it's raining! 
But it's raining here for three days in a row, it's raining!" - RR |, 
1155). A form of enmity is created between the author and _ his 
character, the affectionate irony turns into sarcasm (and reaches out 
towards future, terrible annotations by Petrolio): 


He had grabbed her below the waist, which was nice and tight, and was holding 
her tightly, as if he were afraid she would fall. They were silent and silent as 
engaged couples are, going step by step where they have to go. Tommaso, 
having walked all the way down the Via di Pietralata and onto the Tiburtina, 
had become severely weakened by holding the girl so tightly, holding her as if 
she were feeling ill. But he wouldn't have left even if the guards came. (RR I, p. 
1045) 


The woman returns to being the one who takes Pasolini's boys 
away, and who is naturally petty-bourgeois; Pasolini has no choice 


but to hate her, incapable as he is of accepting that love for her 
would instead be the "good" of the boy he loves. The same situation 
is created for a character that many years later will be created for a 
real boy, Ninetto Davoli, when she announces her intention to get 
married to Pasolini. The fear of losing his protagonist combines with 
the fear of losing himself in the characters, and gives rise to an 
uncontrolled chain reaction in Pasolini. 


+ 


While Tommaso throws himself into the flood water, Pasolini refuses 
to let himself be carried away by the flow of the novel. 

That '59, the year of the release of A Violent Life, was a crucial 
year for the destiny of Pasolini as a narrator. In 1959 he wrote an 
unfortunate screenplay, Puzza di funerale (unfortunate because 
Pasolini was later forced to withdraw his signature from the film), 
which featured a delicate and intense courtship scene like those 
between Tommaso and Irene; he plans to make a story out of this 
screenplay, but then doesn't write it. Also in 1959 he tried to patch 
up the old construction site of the Friulian novel on land occupation, 
titling it The Days of the De Gasperi Award, but this attempt was 
also interrupted. 

On the back cover of A Violent Life, the third novel of the "Roman 
trilogy" is announced, which should be titled I] Rio della Grana; 
Pasolini talks about it with Garzanti, he says in various interviews 
that it will be the story of a young Calabrian who immigrated to 
Rome; he adds that the Roman dialect is now too much for him, he 
plans a story about Italian emigrants in Belgium. In short, with an 
almost suspicious anxiety, in 1959 Pasolini tried to establish himself 
as an objective novelist. 

But the following year, already at the beginning of 1960, the 
horizon completely changed. In April he wrote the Uncivilized 
Poems, suffocated by anger and disappointment, by an acute sense 
of loneliness and impotence; towards the end of the year he jots 
down, in the form of a diary, the adrenaline spent in following 
Accattone's conflicting events, and proposes to Garzanti a book of 


extremely private diaries, the title of which should be La rage, or 
alternatively L enormity of my life. There is no further mention of 
the Rio della Grana. Pasolini convinces himself that his dimension as 
a writer is the subjective one, and that the ego will no longer be able 
to disappear from his narratives; if nothing else as a designer, always 
immanent on stage, of deliberately unfinished works, crumbling 
narrative monuments understood as always open wounds. 
Inexhaustible metanarrator, always in the line of fire, defending 
himself and offending. 

A Violent Life, his most traditionally novel, is therefore a dead 
end. It will be said that many external factors contributed to this 
result: the pressure of the cinema, the move to a more bourgeois 
neighbourhood, the events of July 1960 and the demonstrations 
against the Tambroni government, the beginning of a stable 
journalistic collaboration, etc. But that love, that love between 
Tommaso and Irene that could not be fully explained, must have left 
a mark - a fear of oneself, a surge of narcissism as a guarantee of 
identity, a resignation to one's own voice. 


A love paid dearly 
In Pier Paolo Pasolini, A violent life, Witch 1959, Preface by Walter Siti, Utet | Goffredo and 


Maria Bellonci Foundation, Turin 2007. 


9 
Pasolini and Proust — 1996 


There is little to say here, except that it is the clarification of a poetic 
choice of mine: together with the pleasure of indicating an 
unexpected Pasolini source, there was the pleasure of showing 
Pasolini in an evident posture of a follower. Starting from a not very 
dissimilar perception of erotic desire, the great novelist and the one 
of average caliber separate themselves not only in terms of results 
but also and above all on an ethical level: Proust understands the 
lesson, pays for his neurosis and renounces living, to write ; Pasolini 
lets life devour his writing and desperately cultivates his compulsion 
to repeat; not even Chia's "laboratory" would have become for him, 
if he had not been murdered, an analogue of the cork-lined room on 
Boulevard Haussmann. (It must be said, in compensation, that 
Pasolini was a successful poet while Proust's writing will forever 
bear the stigmata of the failed poet.) Pasolini's Proustism has an 
expiry date around 1950: how many other influences did he have 
immediately in the meantime, Rimbaud Gide Machado, and how 
many he will suffer later, Belli Dante Pound — how many interrupted 
paths is his writing rich in (and indebted to), which will never cease 
to be experimental! He never found Time again because he never 
abandoned Paradise; he never accepted his belonging to the 
bourgeoisie, masters of the time. After so many words spent by 
superficial criticism on Pasolini's "prophetism", the passage from the 
Recherche that I quote at the end of my essay, in which Proust 
"foresees' Pasolini through Charlus, seems to me (even when 
rereading it) formidable. 

In '96 I was still coming out of Nude School, written under the 
banner of René Girard and his "triangular desire"; as a scholar I was 
particularly attracted to hybrid forms of narration (in L'Aquila I had 


held a course entitled Narrating without inventing) and above all to 
anthropology which becomes a "novel in the field", from Lévi- 
Strauss to Clifford Geertz. 


Oriane de Guermantes and Tommasino Puzzilli, strange couple. I 
began to think that Proust had something to do with Pasolini when I 
read I parlanti, a text by Pasolini written in 1947 but published in 
«Botteghe Oscure» only in 1951. 


If I were to break down the charge summarized in the name of one of the towns 
of this stalemate, of this confinement, which for me has become the area on the 
right bank of the Tagliamento with Casarsa as its centre, it is certain that the 
weakest accent would fall on the wonder of to see the mystery of the place so 
beautifully translated into the mystery of the name. My admiration for the 
unknown Celtic, Slavic or Romance poets to whom the invention of the names 
of my love colony must be attributed would, however touching, be a somewhat 
secondary fact [...]. Generally I don't enjoy the descriptive toponym even if it 
has that equivalence with reality whereby the physical weight passes from 
matter to expression: Fuessis, a tortuous place full of ditches [...]. The 
suddenness of the toponym extracts from the untranslatable physiognomy of a 
place just enough to identify it in an essential way, miraculously operating the 
connection of analogy and almost of the automatic process, if we accept the 
presence, I don't know, of an agricultural and unconscious climatic: similar 
verbal invention, identifying it, personifies the place. The transparency of the 
air, the fold of the land, the indefinable design of the coppice forest or the canal 
are concentrated in the word, drinking in the life of the definition [...]. But his 
grandmother, his mother's mother, came from Casale Monferrato: a Piedmont 
painted in bright pink, like in the atlas of his childhood, which wrapped the 
immobile events of his grandmother's life with a fiery and precious shell [...]; it 
was at this point, when she thought of the name Monferrato, a warlike name 
which then merged with some iron feudal story [...] Pordenone - the name - 
appeared in her life placing itself on a completely different level from the 
others. In the meantime, he had long remained tied to the memory of a briefcase 
bought in a shop in the town, where he and his father had accidentally ended 
up [...]. However, despite this aura of domestic, commercial and prosaic 


elements, the name of the town did not fail to inspire in him a kind of intense 


respect, almost panic, perhaps due to the augmentative appearance of the name 
[...]. (RR IL, pp. 163-188) 


It is difficult not to glimpse, transparent under quotes like these, a 
famous passage from the third part of Du coté de chez Swann, the 
one entitled Noms de pays: le nom. 


But if these names forever absorbed the image I had of these cities, it was only 
by transforming it, only by subjecting its reappearance in me to their own laws; 
they thus had the consequence of making it more beautiful, but also more 
different from what the towns of Normandy or Tuscany could be in reality, and, 
by increasing the arbitrary joys of my imagination, of aggravating the future 
disappointment of my travels. . They exalted the idea I had of certain places on 
earth, making them more particular, therefore more real. I did not then 
represent the cities, the landscapes, the monuments as more or less pleasant 
paintings, cut here and there from the same material, but each of them as an 
unknown, essentially different from the others, for which my soul thirsted. and 
that she would benefit from knowing. How much they took on something even 
more individual, from being designated by names, names that were only for 
them, names like people have! [...] But names present people — and cities that 
they accustom us to believe to be individual, unique like people — a confused 
image which draws from them, from their bright or dark sound, the color with 
which it is uniformly painted , like one of those posters, entirely blue or entirely 
red, not only the sky and the sea, but the boats, the church, the passers-by. The 
name of Parma, one of the towns I most wanted to go to since I had read the 
Chartreuse, appeared to me compact, smooth, mauve and soft [...] Bayeux so 
high in its noble reddish lace and whose peak was illuminated by the old gold 
of its last syllable; Glazed whose acute diamond accent of black wood formed 
the old glazing; the soft Lamballe which, in its white, ranges from eggshell 
yellow to pearl gray; Coutances, Norman cathedral which its final diphthong, 
greasy and yellowing, crowns with a tower of butter; Lannion with the sound, 
in its village silence, of the coach followed by the fly; Questambert, Pontorson, 
laughable and naive, white feathers and yellow beaks scattered on the road to 
these fluvial and poetic places; Benodet, a barely moored name that seems to 
want to drag the river into the middle of its algae; Pont-Aven, white and pink 


flight of the wing of a light headdress which is shudderingly reflected in the 


green water of the canal; Quimperlé, better attached, and since the Middle Ages, 
between the streams of which it gurgles and becomes impregnated in a 
grayness similar to that drawn, through the cobwebs of a glass roof, the rays of 


the sun changed into blunt points of burnished silver. (I 387-389) 


The filiation is, it seems to me, undeniable: the Pasolini variant is 
certainly more pale, as is natural for every epigonism; the precision 
and splendor of Proustian aestheticism are degraded to thrills of 
artistic prose. While Proust underlines the cognitive mechanism, 
almost as a sensist idéologue or as a Gestalt philosopher, in Pasolini 
(without excluding, as we will see, a genuine interest in 
understanding through introspection) nostalgia and elegy rather 
prevail; above all, but I will return to this extensively later, Pasolini 
lacks any hint of the inevitable future "déception" that the seduction 
of names prefigures. For now, let's stick to the observation of an 
underground proustism in the Speakers, and ask ourselves how 
episodic or casual it is. 


In a folder of the Pasolini Archive at the Vieusseux Fund there is 
an autobiographical story entitled While the magmatic The first part 
of L'La recherche sacilese (Sacile is the Friulian town where the 
Pasolinis lived, with intervals, between '29 and '32); it derives from a 
larger "novel", or rather accumulation of materials, entitled For a 
novel of the sea, dating back to the 1947-50s and contained in 
another folder. (The Romance of the Sea is perhaps alluded to 
precisely in the Parlanti, where regarding a trip to Pordenone made 
by the protagonist, that is, by the author himself, it is said: «it was a 
memorable event, to be explored in depth in a whole chapter part of 
the novella of his childhood in Sacile" - RR II, p. 189.) Romanzo del 
mare is still unpublished, the Recherche sacilese has instead merged 
(as second and third part) into that Operetta marina which was 
published recently. Operetta marina is in turn consisting of a draft 
(slightly earlier and more extensive) of Primavera sul Po, an 
autobiographical story (also deriving from the Romanzo del mare) 
which Pasolini himself published in «Galleria» in 1953. A marine 
operetta was presented by Pasolini at the Taranto prize of '51, it did 


not win but was judged by the commission to be "a very fine 
Proustian story”. 

Deciding to publish Primavera sul Po as an independent text, 
Pasolini made some cuts, including a passage that was unusual for 
him: 


[...] in the Public Gardens; these were almost the social environment of the 
children, as Corso Campi or the Farinacci living room was for the adults of that 
time. Even in our wild, flat games, there was something worldly in the Public 
Gardens of Cremona. (RR II, p. 370) 


As if, having to present his credentials to an audience that still 
knew little about him as a prose writer, he preferred to settle on the 
safe shores of artistic prose, leaving more properly novelistic themes 
to writings of a more relaxed measure and more complicated 
ambition. (It is true, however, that even in the more narrative 
Operetta marina the mundane theme is not developed further, 
indeed the protagonist is quick to say that mundane relationships 
belong to other children, not to him who is "blinded by sensations"; 
he dissociates himself from bourgeois education declaring 
unmotivated sympathies for poor children; he insists on his own 
natural barbarity and on his never having left paradise: «the 
corruption that obedience to the destiny of birth requires did not 
take place» — RR IIL, p. 391.) 

In a story from 1948, Le soglie di Pordenone, where he stages the 
episode (visit of the city with his father and purchase of a briefcase) 
already mentioned in Parlanti, he comments thus: 


I was such a child at nine years old, when I lived in Sacile. Only now do I know, 
having almost become the guinea pig of my experiments, or at least the object of 
such continuous and inexhaustible introspection that it has almost become 


second nature; Proust calls it the search for lost time. 


The first two meanings that Pasolini gives to the word "recherche" 
are therefore that of "remembrance of the past, with particular 
regard to childhood" and that of "investigation in an almost scientific 


sense, conducted through introspection, on one's own psychic 
diversity"; the first is very banal and very fashionable, the second is 
more original and with positivistic-zolian streaks. A positivism that 
does not exclude, but rather explicitly implies, knowledge of Freud 
or a Freudian vernacular: 


[...] but who could have ever predicted that the resolution of that trauma as 
long as the first period of my life would be in a literary key, even in a cursus 
proustianus? (RR I, p. 392) 


The crypto-quotation of the writing to Silvana Mauri on 11 
February 1950 and announcing the Parlanti from which we started is 
therefore anything but random; between '47 and '50 there was 
certainly a "Proust project" in Pasolini's head, understood as the 
writing of an autobiographical and highly rationalistic novel, 
stylistically characterized by a syntax full of folds, leavening and 
open to alternatives of thought , and from a precious lexicon, 
iridescent with rare perceptions and coloristic subtleties. But the 
project expands, wavers, and fades from the Operetta marina to the 
Parlanti and from these to Romans which will then be part of an 
intermediate draft of the Sogno di una cosa; it overflows into Atti 
impuri, as we will see, and, hardening, arrives at Amado mio (which 
bears the subtitle «in the shadow of C. Kavafis»); Better youth 
(another provisional title of Sogno di una cosa), he summarizes it 
thus: «you have to think to a very strange crossroads [...] between 
Proust and Verga" (LL, p. 640). 

As it expands, the project loses concreteness and becomes more of 
a tone, a writing idea, a network of suggestions and partial 
identifications; not only autobiographical now, it aspires to portray 
the entire world of "kids" and the air of poetic vitality that surrounds 
them. A third, more elusive and much more idiosyncratic meaning 
emerges that Pasolini gives to the word "recherche". 


- the winter 
It imbues distant things with dark light 


and slightly lights up, mauve and green, the neighbors, in an exterior 


lost in the depths of the Italian ages... 
with Piero's blue lands springing from unspeakable 


blues from Languedoc... from Occitan 


severity of Origins... which here, in the crude appendices 
of the exquisite Centers, are green and mauve, 


for mud, and sky, lemons and roses... Federici's eyes 


with half a heart in circles of rock almond trees where 
the light of Arabia falls, the other half in some depression 
beaded with fog: with distant, insanely new Alps. 


I'm going crazy! I've been trying all my life 
to express this dismay from Recherche 


— that I already felt like a child, on the Tagliamento, 


or on the Po, closer to the matrices — to the circle 
of my isoglots — deaf, out of habit 


to every private, infantile, uncertain 


pre-expressiveness, where the heart is naked. (Project of future works, PO I, pp. 
1245-1246) 


A "dismay from Recherche": dismay, I would say, at the infinite 
desirability and at the same time at the desperate elusiveness of 
what is. Things, in their material density but also in the radiance that 
makes them absolute; It is a credit to Pasolini's critical intelligence to 
have understood that this is a theme of Proust. There lies the secret 
of the Proustian metaphor, in that translucent reflection which is the 
visual dominant of his masterpiece - in the inexhaustible and always 
frustrated need to introject a luminous Being that escapes us: 


I had fun looking at the carafes that the kids put in the Vivonne to catch the 
little fish, and which, filled by the river where they are in turn enclosed, both 
“containers” with transparent sides like hardened water and “contents” 
immersed in a larger container of liquid and current crystal, evoked the image 


of freshness in a more delicious and more irritating way than they would have 


done on a served table, by showing it only in flight in this perpetual alliteration 
between water without consistency where the hands could not capture it and 


glass without fluidity where the palate could not enjoy it. (I 168) 


The "dismay of Recherche" is therefore very similar to a search for 
dismay, kneeling in an adoration of the Being which is not 
psychological but basically religious. The third, almost mystical 
meaning that Pasolini gives to the word "recherche" is that of "sacred 
trembling in the face of the mystery that makes things unbearably 
desirable". 


I couldn't explain exactly why, but I have the impression that the 
most obvious observation falls here, namely that both Pasolini and 
Proust were homosexuals. Typical, although not exclusive, of 
homosexual imagery is for example the need to describe the loved 
body as an infinite body, which expands to include the landscape 
and in which the landscape is promptly reflected: 


[...] it was not possible, it was not human to know where the little girl from 
Sacile ended and the walls and air of the village began within her. (Marine 
operetta, RR I, p. 394) 


[...] look at the color of the clods around Malassociazione and the color (in 
memory) of that part of the cheek that is between the jaws and the nostrils of an 


Emilian: the correspondence is perfect. (Fuejs Leaves, RR I, p. 1295) 


it seemed to me that the beauty of the trees was still his, and that the soul of 
these horizons, of the village of Roussainville [...] his kiss would deliver it to 
me. (I 156) 


it seemed to me that I would have kissed the entire beach of Balbec on both 
cheeks of the young girl. (II 363) 


his sleep, on the edge of which I dreamed with a fresh voluptuousness of which 
I would never have grown tired and which I could have enjoyed indefinitely, 


was for me quite a landscape. (III 70) 


Parallel is the need to broaden the desire from the loved one to the 
"type": 


in the evening you are your companions and your companions are you, there is 
no limit to beauty. (Glimpses of Roman Nights, RR II, p. 347) 


even now the sight of one gave me a pleasure which included, in a proportion 
that I would not have been able to express, that of seeing the others following 
her closely. (1 944) 


The special nature of the body that is loved in that moment arises 
from a subtle, inexhaustible game of comparisons with the collective 
beauty of the group: the «petite bande» of Balbec beach is certainly a 
model underlying the "teams" of Friulian youth - model not 
unaware, if Gil shouts to Benito, in Amado mio (with a candid 
cynicism that is actually more Gidian or Peyrefittian than Proustian) 
"poor Albertine!" (RR IL, p. 217). 

If the desire is a desire for the infinite rather than for an 
individual body, the maximum intensity will be measured in the 
case of casual encounters, with unknown bodies that concentrate the 
whole mystery within themselves, and even more so if the body 
disappears before we have been able to reach it: 


so much so that it is from yesterday [...] an uncontainable desperation for a boy 
sitting on a wall and left behind forever and everywhere by the moving tram. 
(LL, p. 631) 


however our car was moving away, the beautiful girl was already behind us 
and, as she possessed none of the notions of me that constitute a person, her 
eyes, which had barely seen me, had already forgotten me. Was it because I had 
only glimpsed her that I found her so beautiful? (I 712) 


At the base there is a common notion, vitally romantic and 
provocative for Pasolini, tragic for Proust, of the interchangeability 
of the loved body; body that does not belong to a single individual 
but is the replica of a series that is lost in the depths of history: 


so that these popular crowds of feast days are as precious for the voluptuous as, 
for the archaeologist, the disorder of a land where an excavation reveals ancient 
medals. (III 168) 


Arnaldo, born in Campo dei Fiori in '32, and now speaking of Trastevere, via 
della Lungara: what can still make his soul, as black as his hair, tremble? (An 
archaeologist who finds an intact statue, not perfect, but so full of Latinity that it 
made the neurotic Pygmalion of 1950 die of love, can well understand the 
beauty of the mud encrustations that disfigure the stone...) (Glimpses of Roman 
nights, cit., RR IL, p. 341) 


What appears to be a sign of superficiality in the sphere of human 
relationships, on the level of knowledge, alludes to an impersonal 
and archaic depth; it is an unknown harmony that the 
interchangeable bodies refer to, a harmony that in its most static 
form can simply be a meta-historical canon of beauty: 


Wouldn't a city that no longer has handsome men be like a city whose entire 
statuary had been broken? (III 793) 


but which in its most dynamic aspect is the image of the life of 
others - a life which, due to the fact of being excluded from it, seems 
heavenly to us, if it is true that hope is fundamentally an elsewhere: 


and it was consequently his whole life that inspired me with desire; painful 
desire, because I felt it unrealizable, but intoxicating, because what had until 
then been my life having suddenly ceased to be my total life, being no more 
than a small part of the space extended before me that I burned to run, and 
which was made of the lives of these young girls, offered me this extension, this 


possible multiplication of oneself, which is happiness. (I 794) 
To the point that one could even argue that the attraction exerted 
by a beautiful body is just a ruse of the Being to capture our attention 


and push us to look at the world with creative eyes: 


Loneliness: you have to be very strong 


to love solitude; you have to have good legs 

and an uncommon resistance; you shouldn't risk it 

cold, flu or sore throat; they need not be feared 

robbers or murderers; if you have to walk 

throughout the afternoon or perhaps throughout the evening 

you have to know how to do it without realizing it; there is nothing to sit down; 
especially in winter; with the wind blowing on the wet grass, 

and then with the large stones among the damp and muddy rubbish; 
there's no comfort at all, there's no doubt about that, 

in addition to having a whole day and night ahead of you 

without duties or limits of any kind. 


Sex is an excuse. (Verses from the will, PO II, p. 118) 


Because it seemed to me that I would only really have possessed her there, 
when I would have crossed these places which enveloped her in so many 
memories - a veil that my desire wanted to tear away, and those that nature 
interposes between the woman and a few being] [...] so that, deceived by the 
illusion of possessing her thus more whole, they are forced to first seize the 
landscapes in the midst of which she lives and which, more useful for their 
imagination than sensual pleasure, n would not have been enough, however, 
without him, to attract them. (I 690) 


The desire for bodies experienced in all its extension leads beyond 
bodies, to the desire to possess the life and unknown places of which 
those bodies are a sign - to possess their ideas, history, social 


characteristics and the world that produced them; ultimately to be 
God: 


But we feel that what shines in this reflective disc [a girl's eyes] is not due only 
to its material composition; that these are, unknown to us, the black shadows of 
the ideas that this being has, relative to the people and places that he knows [...] 
the shadows also of the house to which she is going to return, of the projects 
that she forms or that we trained for her; and above all that it is her, with her 


desires, her sympathies, her repulsions, her obscure and incessant will. (I 794) 


Returning to the Parlanti, we can now see how the ability of 
names to translate the untranslatable of places is only the piece of a 
very otherwise compact background. Starting from an explicit 
parallel between the mystery of places and the mystery of bodies: 


But the town is an inhabited place: there the physiognomy, face of an immense 
prism, ramification that is lost in the darkness of marriages between relatives, of 
the climate, of the production of the soil, and spills outwards into those 
dimensions of love that they are the hair, the mouths, the chests, the wombs (the 
body as a statue of precious material, self-object, flower) the physiognomy falls 
into the place, in the thickest and most massive of untranslatability, which only 


the name has the power to dryly extract into the light. (RR IL, p. 164) 


passing through the photograph of the boy Stefano perceived at 
first glance as «a pink and humid vespers», or through the «pure 
equivalence» between the body of Pieri Querin and the willows of 
the San Floreano curve; until the dream of entering the thoughts of 
one of the boys: 


but what poeticity would not have pervaded his interior speech, full of fractures 
and leaps, incomplete, yet dissolved in its conventional smoothness with 
sudden tones of a happy child, if it had been possible to transcribe it in its 
entirety and with capillary realism on a page written in shorthand speed of a 
thought never turned to itself and soaring in an apparently simple yet so 
tortuous flight? (RR IL, p. 169) 


In Pasolini, of course, very soon and ultimately already here, the 
existential anxiety of penetrating the unknown life of others is tamed 
and takes the more morally acceptable form of the desire to know 
another social class. Landscape of the environmental novel, one of 
the paragraphs is titled: this is how Proust begins to contaminate 
himself with Verga. But the text also speaks of the "unconscious 
romance" of the individual boys, with a tone that seems to evoke 
some medieval "roman", and makes the various Stefano and Armido 
the heroes of a romantic epic. Pasolini, attracted by popular songs, 
disperses himself in sketches and forever abandons references to the 


autobiographical project. So when we encounter a precise allusion to 
none other than the famous passage of the «morceau de madeleine 
trempé dans le tilleul»: 


but if I try to open this perception of humidity like a fan, if I enter into it like a 
tenaciously scented labyrinth of wet willows, mud, coal and fields, little by little 
the shapeless stain thins out like a fog, and I enter the nakedness of humidity, 
until I come close to that Truth that has been hidden from us for so many years 
and which would reveal to me the meaning of Casarsa. But the places and times 
in which all my lost time fell are already emerging in my memory. (RR II, p. 
166) 


when we encounter this allusion in the Parlanti, I say, we must 
note that what is missing is precisely what defined the Proustian 
step, that is, its enormous structural significance. 


St. Stephen, St. 

za sentenars of ains or za mént 
jo ieri in te. 

Drenti, and no four, 

pognet tal zenoli 

I heard the zenoli, I smelled the fen. 
I went to soj uculli. 

Four, and no drenti, 

I don't hear the zenoli 

nor the cialt from me cuarp. 

I went back to the era 


a say that I live without them! (Ciant de la mi muart, PO I, p. 49) 


The anxiety of possessing the body of the boy Stefano calms down 
only in the privileged moment in which it seems that one's body 
coincides from the inside with the body of the boy; immediately 
afterwards, the loved one, recovering individuality, recovers 
impenetrability. Despair remains, which is the impotence of those 


who perceive the desired body as a barrier. If you do not become the 
other, the other returns to being the Unknown from which you are 
excluded. 

But the awareness (with the connected desperation) that one does 
not truly know the other except by becoming him, is fundamental in 
anthropology; reflection on one's profession as a profession marked 
by an irredeemable paradox is increasingly frequent among 
anthropologists and it is no coincidence that it is accompanied by an 
increasingly clear self-awareness of the literary nature of their 
testimonies. In the middle there is, I believe, an analogy between the 
anthropologist's drive to explore and that of the lover to possess; on 
the ambition that men have to know each other completely, Vincent 
Crapanzano writes for example in one of his books on Morocco: 


The presumption that this knowledge can be achieved can have two different 
foundations: believing in total sexual possession [...] or reducing the Other to 
something that can be grasped once and for all, an exemplar. The one is an 
object of passion and the other a product of science, in reality they cannot be 


separated so easily, and naturally both are illusory. 


How can we not think of the specifically anthropological interests 
of the young Pasolini, of popular poetry, of the idea of a 
sociolinguistic atlas of Friuli? To the subtle and obsessive taxonomy 
of physical types, which compares his erotic forays to real "field 
work"? To the "researcher's" analytical finesse with which he 
catalogs the gestures, the dances, the smiles? 


Contini says, regarding the coagulation of philology and lyricism 
in Gadda, «the overwhelming proximity varies, out of desperation, 
in chronology». Something like this happens to Pasolini: the anguish 
for impossible possession is so strong in him that he tries to tame it 
by projecting the infinity of the body onto a more accessible 
historical duration, or onto a geographical breadth. The insatiable 
desire to penetrate the mystery of bodies is transformed into 
scientific curiosity, and vice versa scientific curiosity is imbued with 


eroticism — Pasolini reads the bodies of parents in the bodies of 
children: 


Furthermore, Desiderio would have been willing to bet any sum on the direct 
maternal inheritance of the skin and lips. For the blue eyes no one would have 
accepted the bet, because there was no doubt. In the black hair, however, there 
was the devil's hand: with that skin and those lips, there are no saints, a woman 
is blonde. So what about that haze? That hair, in nervous waves, polished with 
the blackest of Brill? The mother who had become a man throbbed throughout 
her body. (My beloved, RR I, p. 201) 


[...] I try hard to recognize in the children (let's suppose: a blond boy) the 
laughter of their fathers (a blond boy from twenty years ago, who I would never 


have been able to caress with my gaze). (Impurious Acts, RR I, p. 40) 


and beyond that the body of the ancestors, up to the Celtic or 
Slavic "barbarians" who invaded Friuli. He jokingly ventures, in the 
Parlanti, unlikely hypotheses of a "positive" connection between 
phonetics and physiognomy: 


Perhaps when the young people of Valvasone and Malafiesta had 
diphthongized the circumflex vowels, removed the s from the plurals, 
pronounced the sibilants with th, they would have become blond, and would 
have kissed differently? (RR II, p. 186) 


He boasts, again in the Parlanti, of being able to distinguish 
different "ethnicities" between the inhabitants of the same village: 


He and his companion represented, by contrasting with clear evidence, the two 
different races of Caorle: a pale one with very golden sunburst hair, a short 
profile, a face already a little delightfully wrinkled; the other, Armido, with a 
big head, a round and badly shaped mouth, delightfully similar to his 
fisherman father. (RR II, p. 194) 


We have come a long way from the naive, infantile fascination of 
names - but surprisingly, closing the circle, the memory of an 


anthropologist who recalls the birth of his own vocation brings us 
back to that infantile fascination: 


Brazil was outlined in my imagination like sheaves of twisted palm trees, hiding 
bizarre architecture, all bathed in the smell of cassolette, an olfactory detail 
introduced surreptitiously, it seems, by the unconsciously perceived 
homophony of the words “Brazil ” and “sizzling”, but which, more than any 
experience acquired, explains that even today I think of Brazil first of all as a 


burnt perfume. 


The matrix of Lévi-Strauss’ passage is, perhaps through Leiris, 
still Proust; and also in the Recherche we find the acrobatic links 
between linguistics and physiognomy: 


When Andrée sharply plucked a low note, she could not prevent the Périgord 
string of her vocal instrument from giving off a singing sound, very much in 


harmony with the southern purity of her features. (I 910) 


Even in Proust the anxiety of desire is calmed with etymological 
and historical-cultural observations: 


and that the true opus francigenum, whose secret has not been lost since the 
13th century, and which will not perish with our churches, is not so much the 
stone angels of Saint-André-des-Champs as the small French, nobles, bourgeois 
or peasants, with faces sculpted with this delicacy and frankness remaining as 


traditional as at the famous porch, but still creative. (II 409) 


He also enjoys looking for maternal traits in the bodies of 
beautiful boys: 


Into one had passed, undulating in a virile body, the royal presence of Madame 
de Surgis, and the same fiery, reddish and pearly pallor flowed into the 
marmoreal cheeks of the mother and this son; but his brother had received the 
Greek forehead, the perfect nose, the neck of a statue, the infinite eyes; thus 
made of various gifts that the goddess had shared, their double beauty offered 


the abstract pleasure of thinking that the cause of this beauty was outside them; 


it was as if their mother's main attributes had been incarnated in two different 
bodies. (II 686) 


he also ventures, humorously, "positivist" taxonomies: 


And, the generations of men keeping their characters like a family of plants, just 
as on the withered face of the mother, the same sign, which could have helped 


in the classification of a variety, swelled before the eye of the son. (II 821) 


It's her, nini, it's a dirty cuarp, 
the pink freshness 
gave timp fart. (Dili, POL, p. 12) 


I saw my body 

of when you were fruit, 

in the sad domains, 

the live pierdut. (O me donzel, ibid., p. 16) 


[...] ju fin tal veil 
from the Bassa cui ciampanilis 


miss tai dis of Avril. (Lumis, ibid, p. 94) 


— this lost world 
in melancholy, in Easter joys, 


joyfully alive even if silent! (Friulian paintings, PO I, p. 813) 


life is a buzz, and these are lost 


in it, they forgive her peacefully. (Gramsci's ashes, ibid., p. 826) 


The Proustian echo is still audible in the first of the passages cited, 
but little by little it merges into the mix of a typically and originally 
Pasolini theme: that of "getting lost", or "being lost". “Lost” then 
means “suspended, unaware, dissolved in the tremor of Being”; 
social harmonics are then added to this core, which could be called 
creaturely, of the theme, whereby "being lost" means "being 


forgotten by history, having remained intact, innocent". The 
changing, vague nature of the theme is sought and favored, because 
it helps to hide among its nuances the contradiction that arises from 
siding with the people despite being, due to class extraction, 
separated from the people. 

Of the key Proustian expression, «temps perdu», only one of the 
meanings is preserved (watering down and deviating it), that of 
"time passed, vanished into the distance"; while the other one, that of 
"wasted time", is completely dropped. Not to mention a third and 
more powerful Proustian meaning, which places the emphasis not 
on the participle but on the noun: what is sought is precisely the 
temporal dimension, which has been lost because one has lived 
passively in it without ever being able to master it , and whose 
recovery means the transition from amateurism to writing, putting 
an end to waste. 

None of this in Pasolini, for whom lost childhood remains a 
present good, in the freshness of impressions and in the obsession 
with vitality; his polemical refusal to become an adult captures in a 
lyrical knot the eternal, blind duration of desire and makes the joy of 
expression adhere to it, as if "lost" and "rediscovered" time reflected 
each other in a sticky punctuality. (No one ever ages in Pasolini's 
novels; his boys die from excess purity, and it is significant that the 
only book where time really passes is the New Youth, that is, a 
collection of lyrics that abrogates, desperately erases in catastrophic 
palinody the youthful lyrics: not time mastered, but time suffered.) 


In Proust it is immersion in time that reveals the illusory nature of 
names, both of person and place (since «il en est des noms des 
personnes comme des noms des pays» — II 567). When the 
protagonist thinks of the name of the Prince of Agrigento, he thinks 
of «une transparent verrerie, sous laquelle je voyais, frappés au bord 
de la violette par les rayons obliques d'un soleil d'or, les cubes roses 
d'une cité antique” (II 432); but when, as time has passed and his 
worldly prestige has increased, he manages to have _ the 
aforementioned prince introduced: 


Alas, the common cockchafer to whom I was introduced, and who pirouetted to 
say hello with a heavy casualness that he thought elegant, was as independent 
of his name as of a work of art that he owned, without bearing on no reflection 


of her, without perhaps ever having looked at her. (II 433) 


Similarly, when he returns to the places whose Norman names 
had enchanted him, Brichot spoils his pleasure by explaining the 
etymology of those names: 


I found the flower that ended certain names charming, like Fiquefleur, 
Honfleur, Barfleur, Harfleur, etc., and amusing the beef at the end of 
Bricqueboeuf. But the flower disappeared, and also the ox, when Brichot [...] 
taught us that “flower” means “port” (like fiord) and that “boeuf”, in Norman 
budh, means “hut”. (II 1098) 


Even more radical than etymology, habit wears away the charm of 
names and the very charm of the unknown over which the names 
seemed to watch over: 


[...] it was not only the names of the places in this country which had lost their 


initial mystery, but these places themselves. (II 1109) 


Historical time and_ subjective time lead to _ inevitable 
disappointment, names are like treasure chests that should never be 
opened: 


[...] but for Balbec, as soon as I entered it, it was as if I had half-opened a name 
that should have been kept hermetically closed. (I 660) 


If it is true that, throughout the duration of our life, «for more or 
less revoyons apparaitre, juxtaposées mais entierement distinctes les 
unes des autres, les teintes qu'au cours de notre existence nous 
présenta successivement un méme nom» (The names in Proust they 
are just an example of the more general functioning of desire:II 12), 
our cognitive task is then to analyze the crystallizations of the prism, 
dismantle it and see how it is made. In Pasolini's work there is no 


time to witness the disappointment of the names, which remain a 
sign of barbaric and childish lyricism, like the "noms férocement 
erecs, slaves, celtiques" of an illumination by Rimbaud. 


Amorous curiosity is like that which the names of countries excite in us: always 


disappointed, it is reborn and always remains insatiable. (III 143) 


Eroticism (like snobbery) works in Proust according to a well- 
known mechanism: we desire someone (or something) until it 
escapes us and because others desire it, only to feel bored and 
disgusted when no one is contesting its possession anymore. René 
Girard saw in the And he pointed out that the inauthentic desire 
lurks at the very roots of the Narrator's childhood, right from the 
scene of the denied maternal kiss and from that (no less significant) 
of the recitation of Berma.Recherche one of the most probative texts 
for his hypothesis of triangular desire (or desire according to the 
Other) as the foundation of fictional truth. 

Pasolini is, from this point of view, completely in the grip of the 
romantic lie: for him, desire is authentic by definition and instead of 
having to be unmasked it is it that unmasks (see Theorem) the 
inauthenticity of social roles. It is no coincidence that jealousy is 
absent from his work, even though it is so imbued with eroticism 
(with one exception-counterproof: the Hobby of the sonnet, that is, a 
lyric cycle and an unfinished one at that). Nor that the relationship 
between eroticism and money, which is instead central in the 
ruthless Proustian analysis, is completely removed (or hastily 
dismissed as a somewhat shameful incident): 


And this pleasure of being in love, of living only from love, the reality of which 
he sometimes doubted, the price for which he paid in short, as a dilettante of 
immaterial sensations, increased its value to him — as we see in people uncertain 
whether the spectacle of the sea and the sound of its waves are delicious, 
convince themselves of this as well as of the rare quality of their disinterested 
tastes, by renting a hundred francs per day the hotel room which allows them to 
taste them. (I 267) 


Instead of identifying bourgeois fathers as the "mediators" (Girard 
would say) of his desire, he prefers to project them before himself as 
enemies. 

But Pasolini's "resistance to the novel" is also measured according 
to another, more essential parameter. Faced with the vital (and 
always disappointing) resurgence of desire, Proust's attitude is that 
of someone who wants to «close a jour d'un peu plus pres la nature 
de cette force» (III 172), until he realizes that 


We can really, in this sense, by changing the meaning of the expression, say that 


we always revolve in the same vicious circle. (III 827) 


The decision is consequent, radical: once it has been ascertained 
that «les pays n'étaient pas tels que leur nom me les peignait» (II 
876), all that remains is a logical conclusion, to stop travelling: 


I was therefore not going to try one more experiment on the path that I had 


known for a long time would lead to nothing. (III 877) 


Proust responds to the intellectual discovery of the necessary 
inauthenticity of desire with a real and practical movement: the 
renunciation of life for writing. Dedicating oneself to the novel 
means «cessing brusquement de vivre pour soi-méme» (I 555); dying 
to life to generate art. 

Pasolini, on the other hand, seems to focus on the object of desire, 
without rising to a higher logical level to observe its modality; he 
multiplies the techniques to progressively get closer to the 
"sacredness" of bodies, revolves around the mystery of sex, exalts the 
vitality of boys, politically sublimates their desirability by imagining 
them as subjects of revolution, and every time he falls back 
frustrated. The obsession with defining oneself ideologically and 
psychologically replaces, as a defense, "getting involved" narratively; 
life is an indisputable primum that he cannot give up, he himself 
complains in recent years that «the gragnel a no'l e muart /e lui ale 
restat bessoul» (La nuova youth, PO II, p. 481). The exceptional 
experimental mobility appears almost the substitute for an 


impossible crossing-the-threshold, and at the center of the vicious 
circle is the eternal present of poetry; Pasolini remains a poet, 
whatever he does, while Proustian prose arises from the ashes of 


poetry: 


as long as it is only about life, we ruin ourselves, we make ourselves sick, we kill 
ourselves for lies. It is true that it is from the matrix of these lies that (if one has 


passed the age of being a poet) one can only extract a little truth. (III 910) 


With all Pasolini's extraordinary ear, his mimetic abilities and an 
undoubted affinity, his Proust is in short a Proust who did not write 
the Recherche. 


1950, with Pasolini's arrival in Rome, can be taken as the limit date of 
Proustian influence; Giubileo is from 1950, a satirical story which 
merged into Ali with blue eyes in which the meeting of two 
homosexuals is described thus: 


Like two beetles that meet, and to understand each other they only have to 
move their antennas imperceptibly, so a light pressure of the latter's fingertips 
was enough for Fabbrizio and Giubileo, lighter than a breeze, insistent enough 
and dignified distraction could allow: and they understood each other. (RR IL, 
pp. 390-391) 


Under this scene, obviously, the meeting of Charlus and Jupien at 
the beginning of But it is now a cultural reference, open to anyone 
with a smattering of Proustian: with '51, and with the intuition of 
Sodome et Gomorrhe; and that whole famous passage, with the 
theoretical reflections on homosexuality and the homosexual-Jewish 
parallel, will remain in Pasolini's head for a long time; if he still 
refers to it in an article from '68.Ragazzi di vita, it effectively ends 
that constellation of names-bodies-linguistics-desire-anthropology 
on which profound Proustism was based; and the project of an 


autobiographical novel of great perceptive and analytical finesse 
falls, swallowed up by other more extroverted justifications. 

If anything, a trace of Proust's style seems to linger longer in the 
poem; in a well-known essay from '44, Spitzer highlighted, among 
other figures, a retarding syntactic structure, based on bifurcation, 
whereby we have: A coordinated with B, then B bifurcates into B1 
and B2, which B2 in turn once gives rise to B2x and B2y and so on. 
«In these sentences — concluded Spitzer - so _ intellectually 
constructed, but also so pathetically twisted, something that is 
already liberated and something that is not yet liberated vibrates 
together». 

A similar syntax, full of crossroads and repetitions, characterizes 
Pasolini's poems in the period from the last texts of the Nightingale 
up to all the Ashes and beyond: 


The patrician owl, with on the chest 
a greedy green or a purple whatever 


It only makes sense to set itself on fire, 


or in the eye a scrawl, crazy and cunning, 
to betray; the flowers that incarnate 


to a fetus or a chair and a nail polish 


of tones that waxes them into the compound 
gear; the beaches where he gloats 


the joy of a cadaverous August, 


in which inventing has a Mongolian, 
monumental freedom that costs nothing, 
a brutal freedom that the world 


transfigured by the unknown force 
who has vice, who has pleasure 


of performing [...]. (Picasso, PO I, pp. 790-791) 


Irresoluteness and rationalism, immersed in a diluent of lyric 
sensiblerie; this is perhaps the last Proustian legacy, like a receding 


echo. 


The "bifurcation" syntactic structure is typical of Bertolucci's 
poetic style and derives, I would say, from an independent parallel 
Proustian filiation; but certainly there was, as we know, direct 
contact between the two poets, and precisely in Pasolini's early 
Roman years. If, regarding this specific figure of style, the younger 
one perhaps functioned as a catalyst, it is also true that the older one 
unconsciously contributed to the devaluation of Proust in the 
consideration of the other: after his friendship with Bertolucci, 
Pasolini cataloged Proustism among the phenomena of “bourgeois 
neurosis” and was less attracted to it. 

When, in the last period of his life, Pasolini resumed the project of 
a quasi-autobiographical novel with Petrolio, he did not miss a nod 
to Proust: «a la recherche comme a la recherche» (RR IL, p. 1302); but 
the inability, again and again, to face the "triangular" inauthenticity 
of desire led him to rather accentuate the schizophrenic split of the 
protagonist - and instead of the compositional unity of the novel he 
privileged the jumble, the farrago, the idea of modernity like an epic 
in disrepair. 


Having the temperament of a lyricist and a prophet, not a 
novelist, it was inevitable that he appreciated the expressive-elegiac 
side of a builder like Proust, not the architectural-cognitive one. But 
the novel is touchy, and takes revenge: 


[...] to keep him company, to play cards, only pleased himself with common 
people who exploited him [...] “I hate the average genre,” he said, “bourgeois 
comedy is stilted, it makes me must be either the princesses of classical tragedy 
or the big farce” [...] the point where a Charlus finds himself in relation to the 
desire to create scandals around him, forces him to take life seriously, to put 
emotions into pleasure , prevents him from stopping, from immobilizing 
himself in an ironic and external view of things, constantly reopens a painful 
current in him. (III 831) 


Time, not dominated by structure, passively spills over on the 
author; not having been able to die in character, Pasolini risked 
becoming a character himself, being Charlus. 


Pasolini and Proust 

In Studies offered to Luigi Blasucci by his students and colleagues from Pisa, 
edited by Lucio Lugnani, Marco Santagata, Alfredo Stussi, 

Maria Pacini Fazzi, 

Lucca 1996, pp. 517-534. 


1. See it now in RR IL, pp. 163-196. 

2. The Proustian quotations are taken from the 1954 Gallimard edition of the Recherche, the 
one edited by P. Clarac and A. Ferré: the Roman numeral indicates the tome, the Arabic 
numeral the page. 

3. The folder bears the handwritten heading «I Parlanti — Cecilia (Lied) — Primavera sul Po — 
La recherche sacilese». 

4. The italics are Pasolini's. 

5. The publisher and curator, Nico Naldini, rightly says that the Operetta marina is «a 
descent into the ravines of memory with a recherche that could become a contribution of 
applied science, so exemplary and without a shadow of ambiguity had his work proved 
to be “complex” and everything that was derived from it» (in the Introduction to 
Romans, Guanda, Parma 1984, p. 16); but even more rightly he points out that Pasolini 
soon turned away from the project, turning to the more congenial Rimbaud. 

6. Of the Romance of the Sea we have published in the “Meridiani” edition the two sections 
closest to the author's will: Marine Operetta in RR I, pp. 367-420; Coleus of Samos, ibid., 
pp. 339-365. 

7. Thus in the pages of the magazine there is barely a mention of that little girl Silvia who in 
Operetta marina seems to take on the features of a Cremonese Gilberte. 

8. The thresholds of Pordenone can be read in P.P. Pasolini, A country of storms and 
primroses, pp. 228-231 (the passage cited is on p. 228), Guanda, Parma 1993. 

9. In a folder of the Fund, which bears the autograph heading «Fragments and reductions 
from The Best Youth (1948-50)», a draft by Parlanti has the subtitle «in the shadow of Ch. 


F. Ramuz». 


10. For both Pasolini and Proust, the image of the membrane that separates the Ego from 
the poetry of things is fundamental, and for both the creative word has the task of 
breaking that membrane. 

11. V. Crapanzano, Tuhami. Portrait of a Moroccan, Chicago 1980, cited in C. Geertz, Works 
and lives. The anthropologist as author, il Mulino, Bologna 1990. 

12. G. Contini, Forty years of friendship, Einaudi, Turin 1989, p. 7. 

13. C. Lévi-Strauss, Tristes tropiques, Plon, Paris 1993, p. 51. Sul proustismo di Tristes 
tropiques cfr. R. Bastide, Lévi-Strauss or the ethnographer in search of lost time, “African 
Presence”, n. 3, 1955, pp. 150-155. 

14. The Rimbaudi passage in question (from Enfance) is quoted by Pasolini in Operetta 
marina (RR I, p. 415). 

15. R. Girard, Romantic lie and romantic truth, Grasset, Paris 1961. 

16. In My Dream («Freedom», 7 September 1946, now in RR I, pp. 1302-1304) Pasolini 
recounts an imminence of revelation openly modeled, once again, on Proustian episodes 
of involuntary memory; but instead of a vocation to writing, what darkly shines at the 
end is the discovery of a commonality with his father, and this discovery coincides with 
his death. 

17. P.P. Pasolini, The dialogues, edited by G. Ferretti, Editori Riuniti, Rome 1992, p. 539. A 
precise point of that Proustian passage, the one where homosexuals are compared «aux 
animaux qui ne se domestiquent pas» (II 624), is perhaps at the origin of the first episode 
(scripted and partially shot but not included in the film) of Birds and birds, the one 
entitled, in the screenplay, The white man. (Confirming the Proustian trail, some scenes 
of the episode take place in a small French village called Combray.) 

18. L. Spitzer, On the style of Proust, in Marcel Proust and other essays on modern French 


literature, Einaudi, Turin 1959; the passage cited is on p. 262. 
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Pasolini and the Iliad — 2004 


I have never loved Pasolini's classicism too much, a training ground 
for critics-professors and ultimately shy compared to other 
twentieth-century experiments. Except perhaps for the Dionysus 
relived in Theorem's Guest, and the splendid film-to-be-made Notes 
for an African Orestiad (where, however, Aeschylus is really a 
pretext to get to the heart of Africa), his Oedipus and Medee and 
Pylades smell always a little scholastic and overly intellectual 
provocations. The case of childhood memories linked to the Homeric 
epic, to Hector and to the battles seems different to me: in this case 
the "Greek" myth is one with the real school memories left to their 
completely erotic naivety. It all takes place in Cremona between the 
ages of eleven and thirteen: the presence of the three-year-old 
younger brother is essential, who helps to translate the embarrassing 
eroticism into an acceptable game between boys (only a few years 
later, in Bologna , things will find their names and it will be up to 
Guido to punch the bullies who called his older brother "busone"). 
Sexual precocity needs masks - in the park the children playing 
"dress up" as Hector or Ulysses, just as much later his Oedipus at the 
cinema will not be played by an actor who wants us to believe in the 
story, but Franco will be there Citti "disguised" as Oedipus (or the 
athlete Giuseppe Gentile as Jason and Callas as Medea). In short, the 
classical myth is a "mute", a veil for the unspeakability of eros, the 
ineffable "theta veleta". Pasolini is erotically mature at eleven and 
therefore unfortunately will be condemned to be erotically infantile 
at fifty. Psychic immobility has to do with an interference of logical 
classes, between life and the representation of life: a problem that he 
already naively posed when drawing Achilles' shield (made by a 


god) or dreaming that a Friulian peasant could embody the Pericle 
Ducati academic models. 

In the gardens of Cremona, a dream of "warlike bands" takes 
shape which only at the end of his life Pasolini will be able to 
confess: the blissful dream of a world without women, in which the 
human race can reproduce through male parthenogenesis, as in the 
rite of “couvade”. (A dream so secret that to illustrate it in this essay 
I had to quote almost only Pasolini's texts which were very little 
known and almost always remained unpublished during his 
lifetime). Radical misogyny in which I have reflected myself many 
times, with the only poor defense of irony. 


Pasolini and Greek tragedy is a very popular theme, Orestes 
Oedipus Medea; Pasolini and Greek lyric poetry, someone has talked 
about it, the translations of Sappho etc.; Much has also been said 
about Pasolini and Greek philosophy, the Platonic dialogues and 
Gnosticism; I don't know that Pasolini's relationship with Greek 
epics has ever been studied, and especially with the While he recalls 
his own beginnings Pasolini writes: «at thirteen I was an epic poet 
(from the Iliad. In fact, in the index of the names found at the end of 
Mondadori's two volumes of Essays on literature and art, the Iliad is 
mentioned only once and this would seem to justify those who have 
not dealt with it. In the preface to the new reader, prepared for the 
auto-anthology of Poems, Iliad to the Lusiads)" (SLA IL, p. 2513). 
These puerilia have not been found among the unpublished papers 
(there is the outline of a poem, much later, but chivalrous and not 
epic, a Tancred in octaves); Thirteen, however, is an age worth 
focusing on: Pasolini was thirteen in 1935 and for two years, 
following his father's transfers, he had been living in Cremona. 
There is a story from '47, entitled Douce, which belongs to the 
construction site of Atti impuri and which is found, in manuscript, in 
the last part of the so-called Red Notebooks (then, typewritten, in the 
same file that contains Atti impuri as an appendix to the novel 
principal); the story has the form of a diary and talks about the love 
for the fourteen-year-old farmer Angelo Dus (RR I, pp. 158-185). I 
quote a passage: 


It is at this point that the discussion should fall on Achilles' shield, how much 
that terrible shield made me suffer would be too long and difficult to say. It was 
then that I felt the first anguish in front of the relationship between the two 
durations, so different from each other, such as reality and its representation. 
And I was truly unfortunate in that song of the Iliad, in which the real and the 
indication of it owe to what is called epic naivety a fusion that seems made on 
purpose to lead to desperation that boy who was too afraid not to understand 
who I was. The mutual loans between the real oxen, judges and girls and the 
fake oxen, judges and girls were something like an oscillation that made my 
perplexity obsessive. I remember one day dividing a sheet of paper into ten 
segments, and I depicted the creation of the world: I was just thirteen years old, 
and I lived in Cremona. (ibid., p. 183) 


We find ourselves, suddenly, at the heart of Pasolini's creativity. 
The problem is that of the relationship between two different logical 
levels: that of life and that of the (artistic) representation of life. It is 
known that when two different logical levels are confused in the 
same volitional act, the result can only be a paradox. Pasolini wants 
to live fully and create fully, he does not accept that to create one 
must partly die, if one is not God (and it is God that Pasolini wants 
to become by imagining "the creation of the world"; a little further on 
in the story, he speaks of "suffering » with which «[he] gave in to 
coloring green that rectangle that should have been the meadow on 
which God breathed life into Adam»). Behind the intellectual screen 
of "understanding" ("that boy who was too afraid not to understand 
that I was") is the theme of "possessing" that takes center stage: on 
the previous page he has already confessed that "when I was thirteen 
» he was «driven to draw above all by the desire to take possession 
of things», to redeem himself from the fact of living «outside any 
form of possession»; each of his drawings became "part of a cycle", 
but even an entire cycle had to confess itself powerless in the face of 
objects; an "obsession" was born, a "kind of infirmity, of discomfort, 
almost of fainting, which gave [him] the resistance of things to being 
taken over by [him]". Here is the paradox: he is superior to life 
because he strives to express it, but life is superior to him because it 
excludes him; therefore he feels inferior to what he considers himself 


superior to, he envies what he despises. Unless, in fact, you are 
endowed with divine energy; it is the utopia that is realized in the 
eighteenth book of Homer. Any reader of Homer actually has a 
"sway", almost a flickering of vision, due to the confusion between 
two different levels of writing, and this is justified in the text with 
the divine power of ‘artificer. The absolute illusionism of the work of 
craftsmanship (or art) then borders on the miracle: representing the 
world does not exclude one from the world if, and only if, by 
representing it one creates it. This is the dream that Pasolini seems to 
link to epic extroversion, to the myth of the epic as freshness and full 
participation in things: the dream of a creation that comes before (or 
at least is extraneous to) the paradoxes of neurosis.Iliad, with a force 
in which epic "naivety" seems to have very little place. Describing 
Hephaestus making Achilles’ shield, the epic text alternates the 
explicit description of the artefact ("he threw indestructible copper 
into the fire", "the cows were made of gold and tin") with a direct 
description of reality ("and behold they arrived, followed by two 
shepherds / who played the bagpipe, not suspecting the deception"); 


But what is perhaps most interesting to our discussion is the 
erotic context in which the reflection on art (and the artist) is inserted 
in Douce. The fourteen-year-old Angelo Dus is gifted for drawing 
exactly as the thirteen-year-old Pasolini from Cremona was; teaching 
him to draw is a way to woo him, to get inside him. «I extracted 
Pericle Ducati's large volume on classical art from the folder and 
began to show the figures to Angelo and comment on them» (RR I, 
p. 181). Greek art is for Pasolini the first "putting into form" of 
homosexual (or perhaps more precisely, at this level, pederastic) 
instincts; at the beginning of the story, when he still doesn't know 
the boy's name, he internally christens him "my little Greek from 
Syracuse"; in the Red Notebooks of the same period he writes: «even 
the human beauty (for me: Greek) of the boys' bodies»; the Greek 
myth is widespread throughout the European homosexual 
imagination and culminates, for Pasolini, in the two models 
provided by Penna and Kavafis. In short, Pericle Ducati's History of 
Classical Art (the manual he used at university) also functions as an 


erotic guide; we find explicit citations of it in the Youth of Spring (PC 
I, pp. 2587-2599), the film script written in 1940 for the GUF of 
Bologna. There the eroticism is openly supported by the statuary: at 
a certain point one imagines "seven little children covered only by a 
fig leaf" (PC IL, p. 2590), as if in everyday life the Greek boys went 
around with a fig leaf on the pudenda; there too we insist on 
iteration as an instrument of possession ("An archaic metope. The 
head of a child, seen from top to bottom, playing. A triglyph. The 
head of another child, seen from bottom to top, playing. Another 
metope. The head of a child... Another triglyph. All the children 
playing. The whole frieze" — PC IIL, p. 2591); even there we look for 
confusion between life and representation of life ("Six athletes and 
the young man line up on the track [...] Intertwining of running legs. 
[...] A Greek vase representing a race of ephebes" — PC II, p . 2594). It 
is the blind side, and in the light, of the neurotic paradox: until 
impotence appears, confusion can be cunningly exploited to claim a 
naive right to desire: the writer has license to possess children in life 
because he knows how to represent them in art . Nor is there a lack 
of a quote from the Iliad in the Youth of Spring: «he is one-eyed, 
lame, and has a large hump on his chest; he has a pointed head and 
sparse hair" (PC IL, p. 2591); it is the description of Thersites in the 
second book, and serves to bring out the beauty of the ephebes by 
contrast (the stickiness of memory will fish out Thersites again, and 
again with the same purpose, after substituting African beauty for 
Greek beauty in the erotic album, in the '69, in a passage from the 
Notes for an African Orestiad: «flash-back on the Greek army under 
the walls of Troy and on the Trojan War [...] Greek soldiers 
exercising: under the command of a Thersites, naturally» — PC II, p. 
1184). 

In short, the undertaking of drawing Achilles' shield is mediately 
imbued with eroticism, and it is so through a hypocritical exchange 
of masks between being and having: «his drawings are very similar 
to those I made when I was a boy» (RR I, p . 181). At the end of the 
diary-story the protagonist realizes that he is no longer interested in 
possessing Angelo, because through the excursus on Cremona in 
1935 he has come to be Angelo; indeed to be one more fully than 


Angelo will ever be, to be one in a conscious way - that is to be able 
to be Angelo's teacher: «of the four or five drawings I made in pastel 
I made him choose one, under which, giving it to him, I wrote this 
extraordinary dedication : “To little Giotto” his Cimabue» (RR I, p. 
180). 


The eroticization of an untitled text which bears in the epigraph 
the indication «(In Cremona, in '33)»: Iliad, however, goes much 
further, and to get there we start again from a poetic text also from 
'47, belonging to one of the editorial teams of the diary collection 
entitled Via degli Amori: 


The scent of pastels 
bright drunkenness 

and the heart is tortured 
from the imagined world: 
heel 

Fine room, and fierce, 


from the pencils a scent of oceans. 


[...] the shield of Achilles 
with its Zones! 

Invaded, on the page 

I try dull images, 

and the intention 

and attempted by a thousand 
vague uncertainties, drips 
that gnaw desire in the heart. 
Yet serious 

with my pale pencil 


I draw flocks, hills, slaves, leaders... 


But a more mature ray of sunshine 

the worn wall 

of the kitchen lights up, 

and other seductions take the heart. (PO IIL, pp. 731-732) 


Perhaps due to a slip of the tongue, Pasolini dates back to '33 that 
undertaking which in Douce he had dated to '35; in any case, these 
are the years of his stay in Cremona, and perhaps it is no coincidence 
that here he imagines himself more of a boy; the seductions that 
assail him when "a more mature ray of sunshine" lights up are 
indeed sensual seductions, seductions of bodies and not of paper, 
but they are linked to that typically infantile activity which is play. 
Already in Douce he had been forced to recognize: «after all, 
drawing was for me then only an aspect of the game» (RR I, p. 182). 

Marine Operetta is a text from 1950, a relic of that larger project 
which was supposed to be the Romance of the Sea (RR I, pp. 365- 
420); in this text, with strong Proustian ambitions, Pasolini recalls his 
stay in Cremona in 1933-35, «the summaries of the Iliad» (RR I, pp. 
382-383), but above all the games he played together with a gang of 
boys to the public gardens and on the banks of the Po; markedly 
adventurous and _ warlike games, with secret existential 
complications which, adds Pasolini, «perhaps only my little brother 
Guido was capable of sharing with me» (RR I, p. 378). The verses of 
Via degli Amori run alongside and trace the same moment of 
autobiographical experience: one of the compositions is entitled 
L'urlo di Ettore a Eleno, and it is also (like the previous one we cited) 
accompanied by the caption «(A Cremona nel '33)»: 


The Hellenic landscape with Xanthus 


and Ida shines in a feverish blue. 


Hector's scream at Helenus, and the ferocity 
of Minerva, the favorite goddess, 

they distress me: I don't want the spear 
d'Ettore falls empty on the sand! 


Alone, on the dusty plain, 

he moves with perfect ardor 

of the armor... And it still does to me 
awe the Hero, the Groom, on the dot 


of death, so alone. 


Upon his death 
now I know that it was exploding in my chest 
Love. (PO IL, p. 715) 


In the Iliad there is no cry from Hector to his brother Helenus; 
instead there is a very famous scream from Hector to his other 
brother Deiphobus (or rather, to Athena who has falsely assumed the 
appearance of Deiphobus) during the final clash with Achilles, in the 
twenty-second book; this is clearly the episode to which Pasolini's 
text refers. Pasolini accidentally exchanged one brother for the other 
(in both the twelfth and thirteenth books, in several passages the two 
brothers are mentioned together); the slip underlines that what 
matters is that Ettore is with a brother, and it is not far-fetched to 
imagine that these are the two Pasolini brothers busy "playing the 
Iliad" with the other boys. In Operetta marina it is said that while the 
other boys would be satisfied with ordinary settings for their war 
games, Pasolini insists on Greek settings: 


Everything that was dead, strictly statuary and figurative in that Aegean, had 
however taken on a swollen, absolute, carnal life in my cohesion; the young 
people and naked children who lived there [...] gave a real life, although not 
historical but insanely gratuitous, to my nostalgia possessed in believing it was 
possible to bring back into play a sublime world that did not exist which in it 
[...] to capture, of that world, its poetic refraction in which pure playfulness was 
made, a matter of adventure in itself, in which, for example, Ulysses was a 
twelve-year-old disguised as Ulysses [...] the pains, the concerns of the hero 
reduced to pure, underlying, merely ennobling flatus vocis, what would remain 
of him was the simple, absolute action, without logical conjunctions, without 
beginning and end. Purely figurative adults, the antagonists, Circe, the 
Cimmerians, Antinous etc., would have had to deal with a child, and thus enter 
into a playful relationship with him, dying like companions struck by an elder 
sword. (RR I, pp. 387-388) 


In short, if drawing was only "an aspect of the game", the game is 
thought of as a more lively form of representation, which has to do 
with real bodies rather than paper profiles. (It will be, for Pasolini, 


the miracle of cinema: what is his Jason if not Giuseppe Gentile 
"masked as Jason"?) Of the two poetic texts that I have cited so far, 
the first will be excluded from the final draft of Via degli Amori and 
the second preserved. From the effort to reproduce Achilles’ shield 
to the declaration of love for Hector there is a burst of seriousness; as 
if the second episode made the memory of the first fatuous and a 
little useless. Here too, what drives the seriousness is an exchange of 
roles between being and having: the brothers Pier Paolo and Guido, 
we have seen, play war in the public gardens; but precisely two 
teenage brothers playing in the public gardens were, in the Red 
Notebooks, at the origin of the erotic obsession (the one to which 
Pasolini gave the imaginary name of «teta veleta»): «boys who 
played in the public gardens in front of the house mine [...] the 
concave part inside the knee where bending while running stretched 
the nerves with an elegant and violent gesture [...] that gesture of a 
current youth [...] two brothers, two teenagers, who more than the 
others made me feel that soft feeling » (RR I, p. 131). It is because we 
would like to own two teenage brothers who play, that being two 
teenage brothers who play acquires flavor (and has, at the same 
time, a certain anesthetic-consoling power). In the same way, 
identifying with Hector consoles (and relaunches) the desire for 
Hector (that Hector is, for a homosexual boy, the main object of 
desire in the Iliad is absolutely obvious: because husband and father, 
in fact, as well as hero, because he is destined to defeat, because it is 
his body that is seen torn to pieces on stage for the longest time). 


The exchange of masks between being and having also appears 
decisive in the structure of a mysterious and cryptic prose poem, of 
Rimbaudian ancestry, entitled, as the obscurity of the text suggests, 
it is the declaration of love to a young man, Dino , which for some 
reason reminds the protagonist of the sexual disturbances of pre- 
adolescence ("from that sky, mist, sun, silk, air of 1932, to Dino's 
chest..." — Dead in his youth and dated 1948; PO I, p. 691) ; this 
declaration of love is imbued with feelings of guilt, the protagonist 
ego splits into a Madman who desires and a rational adult who 
watches him desire; and begs Dino to appease this sense of guilt by 


canceling the distance between childhood and youth in the game: 
«Go inside, Dino, go and keep company with the Fool who wanders 
around the den, no longer knowing how to come out of the heat and 
darkness soft with sins ; perhaps you will find him as a boy with a 
bunch of cyclamens between the pages of the notebook, and you are 
good enough to let him play, if I ask you... Deceive him: I am no 
longer the Fool, and I can pretend to believe that you have forgotten 
the desires..." (PO I, p. 692). 

In the third and final part of the text, which should be a sort of 
dialectical synthesis of the other two, desire and guilt seem to merge 
and cancel each other out in a provisional identification of the 
protagonist with Dino, and acting as a vector for this provisional 
identification there is still once the Iliad, the sixth book, in Monti's 
translation, with the heroic figure of Hector at the centre: 


Sunday evening of 1948, trembling on Dino's column, trembling with alcohol, 
the tiger or my manhood, I don't know, walks before me with rays and corals. 
My heart beats in the heart of a cheerful boy. 

Longing for silver and gold, the shadow of the party sings crying a corridor of 
blue wind in the crystal mountain of the future. And I sing crying: «The day 
will come, I foresee my heart telling me»! 

Young man with hair like Sunday stars, I sing almost crying: «De l'armi onusto 
dei slain enemies» or: «The hauberk of the blood of yours is still dirty», melting 
in the fixed garden of nettles and stars. 

Near the peeling wall of the house, returning from the hours of the young 
Sunday, on the silver mane of the songs of my unknown peers, I sing with a 
hopelessly grateful heart: «Ettorre smiled when he saw him, and was silent»! 

I cry out with my heart shining with shadows, eyes and breasts, I cry out to the 
black and calm air that loves me: «You father, your brother, you flourishing 
husband»... 

Dino as far away as the sky. I alone with the young man of myself who died of 
youth. 

I vent tenderly about the sky and dance on the handlebars of the bicycle drunk 
with the lights of Sunday 1948 with a heartbreaking voice of tears and pitied 
love: "The parent smiled...". (PO I, pp. 692-693) 


Let us remember the words with which the passage, quoted 
above, from Operetta marina ended: «Purely figurative adults, the 
antagonists, Circe, the Cimmerians, Antinous etc., would have had 
to deal with a child, and thus place themselves with him in a gaming 
relationship, dying like comrades struck by an elder sword." What is 
called into question, in this imaginary knot, is none other than death: 
and the problem is, I would say, how to free death from the sense of 
guilt. The Hero's death (like his "concerns") is reduced to a mere 
flatus vocis; it is nothing other than the distinctive sign of the Hero 
himself, the threshold that separates him from the ordinary and 
constitutes an additional attraction. In a story, also from 1948, 
entitled The ideal and perfect peer, Pasolini writes: 


This ideal peer (but generally a few years younger) belonging to a social class 
lower than mine and placed further back in evolution, at a stage of complete 
and mysterious virility, is then shattered in the thousand of my "companions" 
from Casarsa, San Giovanni, San Vito, Ligugnana [...] and in the equally many 
possible, and still unknown, companions that I meet every day and every 
Sunday [...]. It goes without saying the extreme importance that the sense of 
death has in such poeticity, as a line of demarcation, the Todeslinie, because it is 
precisely behind this line that the events so close and material of light, energy 
and attraction, of a vespers or of a noon, and dated with impassive precision in 


a diary entry. (RR I, pp. 1340-1341, italics are Pasolini's) 


Death, seen from this perspective, is nothing other than the line of 
form, the one that allows you to isolate a fragment of life and make it 
become representation; death cuts the Gordian knot of paradox, 
erecting life as a representation of itself (this is what Pasolini 
theorized much later, when he spoke of film editing as a form of 
death). But behind the intellectual enthusiasm for the discovery of a 
form there is the psychological delight of having been able to evade 
another, obsessive and intrusive, form of death. The boys in 
Pasolini's works generally die because they are loved with a 
maternal love, or because their mother appears behind them: they 
pay for the guilt of forbidden incest with their own lives. They 
literally die of sin, or are the scapegoat of a (paternal) society that 


devours them. Among Monti's quotes from Morto di youth there is 
one, the fifth, which is inaccurate: "your father, your brother, you 
flourishing husband" writes Pasolini, while Monti had written: "you 
my father, your mother, your brother , / you flourishing husband". It 
is precisely the mother who, strangely, is eliminated by the slip. 
Behind the "game of the Iliad" there is the dream of a warlike society 
of males, on a side that Pasolini would probably call pre-oedipal (i.e. 
narcissistic), which Deleuze and Guattari would call "anedipic" and 
which to me seems rather post-oedipal , escape and removal of the 
Freudian "triangle". On this side, being Hector (or possessing 
Hector), husband and father, means canceling the symbolic (tragic) 
value of fatherhood. 

«Desiring to be fucked by the socius» write Deleuze and Guattari 
in Anti-Oedipus, «does not derive from the father and the mother». 
The Oedipal position, which they identify with a "depressive 
position", is for them nothing but the cover of a deeper schizoid 
position, the one which is expressed, as we know, by the famous 
"desiring machine". Without taking sides with a dated and 
provocative interpretation like this (I have already said that the 
origin of the mechanism seems to me compatible, in Pasolini, with 
the most orthodox Freudian theory), there is no doubt that the 
schizoid alternative is present in 'Pasolini's imagery, and just as 
another pole compared to the assumption of guilt typical of the 
Oedipus-Christ axis. «I alone with the young man of myself, dead of 
youth»; himself and the Fool or, elsewhere, himself and the Thief, up 
to the two Carli di Petrolio; the tragic showdown is dribbled in favor 
of a picaresque cleavage, which displaces authoritarian unitarism in 
favor of eternal irresponsibility. The "desiring machine" presupposes 
the innocence of the libertine: throughout Pasolini's work the 
(Christ-Oedipal) theme of the victim is contrasted with an irrefutable 
attraction for the executioners. From the "rascals" who flank the 
Passion in Renaissance painting, to the peasant epic of the Turcs tal 
Fritil (TE, pp. 40-80), from which the Iliad is certainly not absent ("al 
mour Nart Bazana, barba da la me femina, with ducius I know fis 
and nevous zovints; there ades al pour Pieruti Pasut, me fios, with 
so seas and I know equals; there ades a morin ducius I nustris 


parins, and consurins, and friends..." - TE, p. 73 ), but which finds the 
physicality and outrageousness typical of Iliadic duels especially in 
the chorus of the very cruel Turks: «I vin ge idea di copaju duciu: / 
ciapaju pai ciaviei, seaighi il cuel. / Tal fouc qu'al brusa li sos puoris 
vilis / sent mil fantas, infans e zovinutis / a deis a deis a bagnaran di 
sanc / l'oru inseat dai nustris cuarps pagans" (TE, p. 69). And again 
to the gang of the Argonauts, an epic trait unrelated to the 
Euripidean tragedy, up to the raiders of Salo. 

The young proletarians of the fight for the De Gasperi award in 
the novel of '49 (what in '62 would be called if it were nothing other 
than the discovery of Marx (let's not forget that the first draft of Il 
dream of a thing), or the tuberculosis boys who in A Violent Life 
they fight inside Forlanini, after all they could be Homeric "young 
heroes" (it was Calvino who recognized Pasolini as «an excellent 
descriptor of battles»), Discovery of Marx in the Nightingale was 
entitled The Discovery of My mother) reopens the Oedipal triangle 
and outlines them as "victims". Even if it would be blind not to 
recognise, beneath the ideology (the "paternal" element par 
excellence), an unavoidable residue of play, a feeling of being happy 
in groups of only adolescent males, a taste for "shooting" and 
unproblematic sadism. 


For many years the references to the returns a hint to the shield of 
Achilles: «Ah, glow of the shield of Achilles, / everything ends in a 
bit of surviving silver / in the depths where a mulberry tree, an olive 
tree, / a valley with its montagnole / [...]. But / I am outside the 
shield, / the mulberry trees around me are destroyed, / your words 
an untranslatable babble of beasts, / of swallows, you know, those 
who spoke barbarously, on the / uncultivated mountains". As when 
he attempted to draw it, the shield with its bands still represents life 
in its variety; in the desperation of those years, it is no longer the 
youthful anxiety of possessing the world that is underlined, but 
rather the certainty of being excluded from it. It should be noted 
that, throughout the text, the visions of ordinary life that are listed 
are no longer the rural and archaic ones of the twenty-second book, 
but are visions of contemporary life that we could call petty- 


bourgeois; crowd at the seaside of Ostia, mediocre prosecutors 
conducting a trial, industrialized northern countryside; in short, it is 
precisely the world that is his enemy and that he despises, the one 
from which he complains of being cut off. Iliads are silent in 
Pasolini's production; in a still unpublished poem from 1963, entitled 
Self-Defense, 

But all it takes is for, in a cyclothymic oscillation, victimism to be 
replaced by a vitalistic lash, the narcissistic and potentially sadistic 
desire to possess boys without complications, and here the myth of 
Hector returns. Interesting, in this regard, is the outline of a 
theatrical text dated '64 and entitled, the allusion is obviously to the 
Stone Guest of The Bark Guest; Don Giovanni by Mozart-Da Ponte, 
and the protagonist of Pasolini's text is called precisely Pier 
Giovanni. It is a cross between Don Giovanni and Pier Paolo which 
curiously leaves, on the other side of the chiasmus, that very Don 
Paolo who was his guilty double in a theatrical text entitled The 
Chaplain, which in '64 Pasolini had taken up again to modernize it 
and make it on stage with the new title Nel '46! This is the caption 
for scene I: 


The scene represents a large meadow between Quarticciolo and Tor Sapienza. 
At first the moon is a soft focus behind the spikelets of the couch grass, the 
nettles, the thistles, which, following the inclination of the large meadow, reach 
up to the sky; on the lower edge of the meadow, on the road, there is some work 
in progress: piles of mud; and tracks of bulldozers on the muddy earth; at the 
end, next to the moon, you can glimpse — if you have the strength to raise your 
eyes and observe — some construction sites [...]. Some boys from Centocelle are 
crowded together among thistles and weeds, with their feet on the soft earth. 
There are four of them. The fifth is higher up, not only, where pieces of 
newspaper are whitening... So when the moon is a low and torn fire, which 
throbs like shapeless lava behind the large lawn. Then, when the moon is high 
and clear in the blue sky, they leave. A last look - if you have the strength to 
take it - sees them with the lobster pink, golden yellow, blue green t-shirts of 
last summer, and the high trousers, wrapped with the large flaps of the back 


pockets on the tight brown fabric; one no - named Nicola - has white American 


trousers, buttoned at the front like those of sailors, with small black buttons. 
(PO II, p. 944) 


This is, clearly, the incunabulum of what would later become, in 
Petrolio, the long episode of the "Casilina meadow". In Pier 
Giovanni's monologue in verse (in an approximate Venetian dialect 
which is perhaps influenced by a poem just earlier in the collection, 
addressed to Giacomo Noventa), the protagonist lists the five boys 
with whom he made love (the "last five" ), Ciro Paolo Bruno Peppe 
Nicola, and gives the following motivation for that love: 


I'm tired and crafty, 

I think I'm a maniac 

in changing myself for another 
nor self-love! (PO IL, pp. 945-946) 


It is a relationship that is both schizoid and narcissistic; in reality 
it is not he who makes love to a boy, but takes the place of the boy's 
mirror image at the moment in which he loves himself. Never was a 
male love club more self-sufficient and irresponsible. When the 
Guest appears and asks him: «Aren't you afraid of me?», Pier 
Giovanni replies: «Actually, no... I learned to be strong a long time 
ago». We are back to the sixth book of the Iliad translated by Monti: 
in lines 581-582, Hector says to Andromache, who advises him to 
keep safe from the Scaean gates, «I have long since learned / to be 
strong, and to fly between first." In short, Pasolini resorts to the 
Iliadic memory to counteract the sense of guilt, with an attitude of 
bravado and defiance («Guest: It could be “God” who sent me. Pier 
Giovanni: So much the better!»). To top it off, when Pier Giovanni 
invites the Guest to dinner, he provides his real address (Pier Paolo 
Pasolini's) and his real telephone number: «Why don't you come to 
dinner with me tomorrow evening? Via Eufrate 9, telephone 
5911913" (PO IL, p. 947). 


A poem is from 1968 entitled and written, according to a note by 
Pasolini, «on indirect orders from “Paese sera”». The text must be 


read in close connection with Come Timothy! NotesMirmicolalia, 
Trasumanar's poem dedicated to the "Braibanti case". Just as there 
Pasolini asked for solidarity and support for Braibanti first from the 
"convicts" of Regina Coeli and then from the students of the student 
movement, so here he asks to make a collection (to pay a lawyer for 
Braibanti) from the great Italian industrial dynasties, from Agnelli to 
Crespi ( in the First Letter to Timothy, Saint Paul recommends 
generosity and good use of wealth to the rich). The incipit of the text, 
however, is rather disconcerting at first glance: 


I, the undersigned, Hector, of Priam and Hecuba, 


married, with offspring (Astyanax) 


(Cremona, 1933 — Rome, 1968: 


«ah, no, this heart doesn't allow it») 


I watch the army of industrialists from the walls of Troy [...]. (PO IL p. 223) 


In short, Pasolini presents himself "disguised as Hector", and 
gives Cremona as the date of birth of this hybrid character in '33, i.e. 
the date of his summaries of the Iliad and of the attempt to draw the 
shield. The meaning to be attributed to the date of his death is less 
certain; perhaps, as if to say that the character exhausts himself in 
the generous attempt, and dies heroically in this last battle. The verse 
that follows the two dates is once again taken from the sixth book 
translated by Monti, indeed they are exactly the two hemistics that 
precede the verses cited (four years earlier) in the Bark Guest: «ah, 
no he allows it, / no , this heart: for a long time I learned / to be 
strong, and to fly among the first" (vv. 580-582). There follows a list 
of the members of the Agnelli family, from Gianni to Cristina to 
Susanna to Clara (including Nuvoletti and Ira Furstenberg), then we 
turn to Giulia Maria Crespi and, potentially, to all the Italian 
industrialists one by one: «From the stands of the walls of Troy this 
review of the army / (The following is a list in alphabetical order / of 
affable industrialists / along the Xanthus and the Simoenta: FOR 
THE COLLECTION)». (PO II, p. 224) 


But what's the point of dressing up as Hector? Perhaps the answer 
is led to by a reference in the text to "my fellow Tersites", that is, to 
the intellectuals who, it should be noted, are not at all disinterested 
in Braibanti, but rather give financial help. But they give it, so to 
speak, without exposing themselves, remaining within their 
corporation ("we understand each other among the _ petty 
bourgeois"). Pasolini, on the other hand, exposes himself to ridicule, 
risks indiscretion (crossing the threshold between literature and 
reality, in one of the first drafts of the text there was even a note: 
«The collection I am talking about in these poetic notes is open: just 
address the checks to Lorenza Mazzetti, at the “Paese sera”, Rome»). 
Regardless of the balance of power and the rules of etiquette, he 
dares to question the Greats, naming them one by one, face to face. 
Sticking to the game means rejecting the symbolic hierarchization of 
the world, understood as an alibi for cowardice. What on the erotic 
level was the dream of a sexuality free from "paternal" blame, on the 
political level becomes the dream of a free and anarchic use of the 
media, in which the individual can allow himself direct and 
scandalous interventions, transforming his own life into an “action 
poem”. 


Petrolio's schizoid split arises from an elimination of the struggle 
with his father: the protagonist is actually called Carlo, which was 
the name of Pasolini's father. The split presents itself as an 
alternative to Oedipus: I must not kill my father because I must not 
replace him; there is a part of me that takes on symbolic (and social) 
responsibilities and grows up, another part that remains a boy and 
continues to enjoy (play) in a world where parents simply don't exist 
(or where incest It's not tragic.) In the last composition of New 
Youth, the one entitled Greetings and wishes, Pasolini turns to a 
young fascist and says to him: 


[...] Ciapiti 
you, on the spalis, this is full. 
I can't, nobody will understand 


the scandal A neighbor answered 


from judissi from the world; encia 
it didn't bother him. And he responded 
of himself that he is such a world. By the way 


defend his weakened sgnerfs, 


and stay at the zouc that he never wanted. 

Sit on this floor, pretend you hate me: 

bring it to you Al lus tal cour. And I will send them 
lizeéir, zint before, sielzint for always 

life, youth. (PO II, p. 518) 


The burden he asks the young fascist to carry is that of tradition, 
that of a "sublime conservatism" which takes upon itself, precisely, 
the paternal axis. It is still a split, which tends to take away from the 
young fascist the charm of the "executioner" and entrust him with 
that of defender of order, with the sole profound psychological aim 
of being able to go back to being Pasolini, the young barbarian 
anarchist and vitalist. This same final part of Greetings and wishes 
was used a few months later, with small changes and translated into 
Italian, for the ending of Bestia da stile (in that Appendix VI which 
presents itself as «notes for a hymn»). The entire ending of Bestia da 
stile is interwoven with quotes taken from Corpo d'amore by 
Norman O. Brown, a book also made entirely of quotes; and with a 
quote from Roheim reported in Brown's book ("wandering heroes 
are phallic heroes, in a state of permanent erection; erect in the plain; 
Hermes, the phallus, is the god of the streets"), linked to two quotes 
(always found in Brown) from Reik («the young initiates join 
together in the desert without a father»; «Romulus and Remus, 
leaders of a gang of juvenile delinquents»), Pasolini composes some 
verses of his planned “hymn”; verses in which he invites the young 
fascist mentioned above to hate «The young males who meet / in the 
desert, the criminals! And from there they come / to found Rome. / 
Damn dicks protected by Mercury." (TE, p. 848) 

For some years, at least since the times of that mimesis of 
childbirth that future fathers carry out in some societies, so as to 
participate in the act of the wife; Pasolini reads the ritual as an 


allusion to a myth of male parthenogenesis. Speaking of Medea and 
related anthropological readings, Pasolini had shown _ himself 
fascinated by the ritual of the "couvade", Eliade's Myth and reality, 
when he spoke about it in «Tempo» on 30 August 1974, he noted that 
in archaic societies (African but not only) «initiation is purely male»; 
initiation, on the other hand, symbolically represents the second 
birth; therefore, throughout Africa and in much of the Third World, 
"woman was never really born" (SLA II, p. 2115). The "notes for a 
hymn", written under the sign of Pound, are immersed in a frenetic 
multilingualism, with inserts in Greek, Latin, Lombard dialect, 
courtly Italian etc.; reviewing Giovanna Bemporad's translation of 
the Odyssey in 1971, Pasolini had argued that perhaps only an 
uncultured popular language or "a macaronic and magmatic 
superlanguage" (SLA II, p. 2592) could translate Homer today. 
Perhaps, the ending of Bestia da stile is the extreme "epic" emergence 
in Pasolini's work. Structurally, considering Beast of Style as a 
whole, the Appendix should be the answer to the question that the 
entire text poses: how should a poet "engage" today? The answer, 
roughly and trivializing, is this: given that the world (made up of 
men and women) is going down an unknowable path, then the poet 
is free to abandon himself to the game of his own desires; free to 
imagine a West in decline, in which the defense of tradition is 
entrusted to young fascist males and the (utopian) opposition to 
young barbarian anarchists born parthenogenetically, while in the 
Third World (full of the future) women were never really born . 
They are the mysterious and immoral rights of Poetry (in that same 
'74, in the screenplay of Porno-Teo-Kolossal, Pasolini invents the 
terrible emblem of the poet who, after having pushed all of Paris to 
suicide with his own desperate poems, is the the only one not to kill 
himself and remains alone to drink a glass in a café in Saint- 
Germain). 


The thread of the Iliad (and, narrowing through the telescope, of 
the sixth book and of Hector) is so tenacious in its slenderness, so 
long-lasting in its karst progression, that it can only be explained if it 
is opposed to something big; I think I have shown that it is opposed 


to Oedipus, Greek against Greek, ancient against ancient; but now it 
occurs to me that it could also oppose the Oresteia, if it is true that 
democracy, with its weight, is the secular (and modern) translation 
of regicide. Resulting in matricide, if women get in the way; Hector 
as anti-Agamemnon, in short, and Andromache as _anti- 
Clytemnestra. 


Pasolini, the Iliad and the young heroes 
In The Greek myth in Pasolini's works, edited by Elena Fabbro, 
Forum, Udine 1994, pp. 163-180. 


1. P.P. Pasolini, Poesie, Milan 1970 (now in SLA II, pp. 2511-2522). 

2. I take the quotes from the translation by G. Paduano, Homer, Iliad, Einaudi, Turin 1997; 
the verses cited are respectively vv. 474, 525-526, 574. 

3. The text is now published in PO II, pp. 713-732. The "scent of oceans" is linked to the 
"shield of Achilles" because, as is known, in the outermost band of the (round) shield 
Hephaestus had depicted the Ocean. But, more generally, the reading of the Homeric 
epic fits into an "adventurous" moment of Pasolini's work, full of exotic motifs. See for 
example L'atlante, a 1947 text dedicated to the erotic dreams he had as a boy (complete 
with attraction for the executioners: «And while he watches me / the horrid Tamerlane / I 
hope desperately. / Oh to love him, to serve him! »); in the verse jokingly numbered 
DCCVI we read: «Asia, Australia sings... / And I, impube Ulysses, / no, I do not arm my 
enchanted ear with wax» (PO I, pp. 541-542). 

4. This prose poem belongs to the "diary pages" that Pasolini for a while thought of 
collecting in the Nightingale of the Catholic Church, and for which he later planned (but 
without realizing it) a separate publication (now in PO I, pp. 691-693). 

5. The Homeric quotations come respectively from vv. 585, 634, 595, 522, 559-560 and 621 of 
the sixth book. 

6. Calvino's observation is in a letter to Pasolini dated 9 June 1959; see it in LE II, 
Chronology, p. XLIX. 

7. The text is currently found in the Pasolini Fund at the Gabinetto Vieusseux in Florence, in 


a coral-colored folder with the non-autograph heading «Poetry in the form of a rose». 


8. The theatrical sketch is found in the file with the autograph heading «Poesie marxiste» 
(the poetic collection that Pasolini planned after Poetry in the form of a rose), as if it were 
to form an integral part of that poetic collection (now in PO IL, pp. 944-947). 

9. The poem was published in the First Biennial of Italian Poetry, edited by A. Noferi, 
Florence 1969 (now in PO II, pp. 223-225). 

10. Traces of it remain in some poems written during the making of the film: see especially 
La couvade and On the fathers (now in PO IL, pp. 266-268 and 269-270). Apollonius 


Rodius himself, moreover, mentions this strange rite in a passage from the second book 
of the Argonautica. 


11 
Pasolini and Elsa Morante — 1994 


For Pasolini, Morante was the cross between a mother (ironically, a 
queen) and a playmate with whom it is nice to argue and then make 
peace; anything but a woman (which she was) with a free and lively 
sexuality. She was also a musical consultant, she opened the doors of 
Mozart and ethnic music to him. They exchanged ideas and 
characters, spoke to each other through texts; she is a narrator with 
the need for poetry, he is a poet with the need for narration, 
passionate on opposite sides. She often served me as a contrast 
liquid to x-ray Pasolini's character; here, still immersed as I was in 
thoughts about eros and agape, I saw this corner above all. But it 
would be fun, for example, to understand how much Morante's 
political fury served Pasolini to purify his own, measuring its comic 
aspects (it seems that Gadda, having ended up having dinner with 
both of them once, when asked by a friend about how the dinner 
replied, referring to her, "she screamed a lot tonight"). Elsa as a 
talking cricket, as a warning Erinyes, as a pain in the ass. The 
academic scruples I still had led me to the final parenthesis in the 
essay; but the mix between work and life is more his than hers, a 
more classical novelist and perhaps also linked to the habits of 
another generation (she was ten years older, and everyone can feel 
it). 


The first trace is in the letters. In one dated 22 June 1954, Pasolini, 
who had read the Andalusian Shawl in «Botteghe Oscure» of 1953, 
recommended it to Sciascia to make it into a small volume in a 
«triple of narrators» which should also include Bassani and 
Ginzburg; it is the period in which Pasolini works to insert himself 


into the circle of Roman writers, but beyond the gesture of "cultural 
politics" the reading of the Shawl insinuates an imaginary germ that 
will shape the relationship between the two writers on a profound 
level. I will return to this at the end. 

Writing from Bari on 18 January 1955, Pasolini announced to his 
parents his intention to invite Moravia and Morante to dinner: «first 
of all, mother should examine her conscience and see if she feels like 
facing the new tour calmly. force. Then, father should immediately 
call Elsa Morante and ask her if she and Moravia are free and 
available for Sunday evening" (LL, p. 889): the tone suggests a dinner 
that is still quite formal, and suggests that the personal acquaintance 
is recent . 

A suspicion of textual coincidence appears between the incipit of 
Pasolini's, indeed that of Pasolini seems to be a_ private 
microallusion, bordering on homage (the cat will soon become an 
identification card between them). Alibi: «Only he who loves 
knows» and the incipit of the Digger's Cry: «Only loving, only 
knowing / counts» (PO I, p. 833); the suspicion becomes almost 
certainty if we compare "poor like the cat in the Neapolitan alleys" 
(in Alibi) and "poor like a cat in the Colosseum" (in Pianto, in PO I, 
p- 836). The dates speak in favor of a precedence of Moranti's text, 


On 21 December 1957, Pasolini published a review of Pasolini in 
«Vie Nuove». In this review he captured «the “flattery” root [...] 
which is hidden in Morante's fabulous technicality»; does not go so 
far as to explicitly state, but comes close, that Morante's 
"masochistic" love, the one that allows her to transform the defects of 
the loved beings into excellent qualities, is the same that determines 
her attitude towards the average language or mediocre of the 
narrative institution (the great translated European novels); an 
adoring humility that turns into pride, because by loving her one 
participates in the goodness of what she loves. (He, however, does 
not understand the amount of irony that such a posture can bring 
with it: the irony that exists, for example, in ostentatiously telling 
someone "your most humble servant".) Arturo's Island. He speaks 
very well about the book but does not spare criticism: for example, 


he thinks that Morante could have reduced the first one hundred 
and fifty pages by half, where it was enough to mention, without 
insisting on detailed and all in all predictable descriptions because 
they are sketches. The "experimental" Pasolini seems annoyed by 
Morante's "slow pace", and prefers to exploit the book for the 
purposes of anti-neorealistic polemic, presenting it as a champion of 
an "extended realism", fabulous and magical. Probably conditioned 
by an implicit comparison with Calvino, he is ill-disposed towards 
the "nineteenth-century" residues of the book and does not see the 
necessary connection between realistic detail and fantastic outrage. 
However, he clearly sees "the naivety of lexical pomp" and "a 
delightful diligence of scholastic pensum" (SLA I, p. 687): he notes 
the "candid respect towards the more traditional and communicative 
linguistic institutes" and as a good stilcritic connects these traits to an 
«inferiority complex, practical and cognitive, which she overcomes 
through the impulses of a humbly loving creature» (SLA I, p. 688). In 
Moranti's pages we witness an "expansion of the greatness, 
importance and goodness of the world". As Garboli and Cecchi 
rightly recognize, 

Certainly, the acute observations that move from stylistics 
towards psychology already contain something autobiographical: 
"too much love" is such a leitmotif of Pasolini’s poetry that when we 
find it again in The Theme of Holiness, which fascinates him, it will 
make him resemble Morante a Penna but will continue to feel it as a 
stranger to her. Aracoeli would be made to think of a quotation, if it 
weren't for the fact that the same motif is already used by Elisa in 
Menzogna e sorcelegio. But in Pasolini the awareness of exclusion 
causes a fermentation of love into hate and a consequent splitting of 
the world: one part is loved, the other part is hated. It is impossible 
for him to love those who feel socially superior; his love for him is 
never "from below", he cannot accept inferiority without 
compensation; his eroticism is competitive, not begging. «Bold 
begging / and asking people: / if someone allows / how beautiful life 
1S.» 


In '61 the friendship had cemented to the point that all three of 
them, Moravia Morante and Pasolini, organized a trip to India 
together. Morante, it is true, only participated in a small part of the 
journey; However, it remains curious that in the booklet written by 
Pasolini upon his return, and entitled L'odore dell'India (while 
Moravia's was entitled, with significant opposition, An idea of 
India), Morante is present only in the third chapter and is explicitly 
linked to the theme of charity. The two of them go to visit Sister 
Teresa of Calcutta, then they place a young underprivileged child in 
an institute despite the fact that Moravia rationally points out, in the 
face of the enormous number of unhappy people, the uselessness of 
the gesture: «Elsa, aggressive and sweet, wanted to join me, attracted 
by the absurd" (RR I, p. 1233). Fraternity is cemented in a common 
belonging to the race of those who have «as an ideal of life, that of 
emptying the sea with a thimble» (RR I, p. 1233). 

Also in '61, Elsa Morante plays the part of a prisoner in There's 
also a private motivation, that is, the desire to bring the separate 
segments of one's life back into unity.Accattone. Elsa's dark and 
proud face is certainly the main reason for her choice, as well as a 
desire to play and meet up with friends; but there is also, in those 
years, an ideological thread in Pasolini's work that leads him to 
establish a parallelism between intellectuals and the underclass, as a 
function of a possible anti-bourgeois alliance. Exemplary in this 
sense can be the episode of the football match in Peter II, where 
instead of the boys it seems that his intellectual friends are playing: 
«running Giorgio has the face of Carlo Levi, / propitious divinity, 
doing a bicycle kick, / Giannetto has the hilarity of Moravia, the 
Moro / putting it off, is Vigorelli when he gets angry or embraces, / 
and Coen, and Alicata, and Elsa Morante, and the editors / of Paese 
Sera or Avanti, and Libero Bigiaretti, / play with me, among the trees 
of the Trullo, / some on defense, some on attack". 

In the same way for the idea that poetry One like Pasolini, who 
has always placed himself under the sign of Narcissus, could not fail 
to be involved and put in awe by a relentless accuser of Narcissus 
(so implacable as to be ambiguous) like the Morante. Pietro II figures 
the verse «as an oral verse by Elsa Morante says», it exists in reality 


before any form and that there can be a lived and unwritten poetry, 
an idea that Pasolini will develop in his reflections on cinema; the 
example of Morante, with her "creature-like poeticism", certainly 
occupies an important place. (Although Pasolini's interest in oral 
poetry obviously dates back to the 1940s.) It should be noted that the 
"oral verse" in question is "which has an unhappy love for itself": a 
formulation which takes up, with a slight change, the "unrequitedly 
in love with herself", in a satirical portrait composed by Morante as 
early as 1950. 


In '63-64 Morante was responsible for choosing the music in the 
Gospel: she also collaborated in the casting and it is difficult to 
define the limits of her contribution. But perhaps it is worth 
observing that two of the most typical and "scandalous" gestures of 
Pasolini's Christ, impulsive and violent, that is, the expulsion of the 
merchants and the curse of the fig tree, are the same evangelical 
episodes cited by Davide Segre in the speech at the tavern . 

Characteristic of the film is the idea of Christ as a poet, in 
opposition to the "left-wing moralists" of the «Quaderni Piacentini»; 
let us remember that in The religious depth of reality it is a notion 
common to the two writers, such as the idea that the divine is on the 
side of the humble because they are not (yet) derealised. The word 
"unreality", to indicate that image of the world that is filtered by 
false values, was born from her ("of pseudo-culture or, as my friend 
Elsa Morante says more explicitly, of unreality"), but progressively 
Pasolini he annexes it («which Elsa Morante and I call “unreality””). 
For or against the atomic bomb, in '65, the poet comes, evangelically, 
to «bear testimony to reality». 

In '64, after having received it, she essentially accused him of false 
love, of hypocrisy, of exhibitionism, of ideological bad faith - but all 
redeemed by the candor, by the happy narcissism to which Morante 
contrasts her own self-hatred: «and he will happily ignore the other 
sinners banned from the rose / and banned from themselves / not 
protagonists of the world / not legends of themselves / alone without 
any goodbye. Agonies without any tears and no roses." The reproach 
of «adoration to the Pharisee fathers» alludes to a specific friction, 


born from the failure of Arco Film to pay a relative and a friend of 
Elsa who had participated in the Poetry in the form of a rose, Elsa 
composes a text jokingly, titled Madrigal in the form of a cat, a 
calligram contained within the profile of a cat and signed «il castello 
che non crepa» — an allusion to a hemistich from Una despair 
vitalita, in which Pasolini defines himself as «a cat who doesn't crack 
». The game of mutual mirroring, of elective brotherhood, partly 
fatuous and partly revealing, begins. In the rhetorical form of praise 
(a series of anaphoras modeled on the "discourse of the beatitudes"), 
Elsa here does not spare him ferocious accusations: «blessed [...] are 
the various misunderstandings of selfishness the masquerades of 
rags / the specious charities the deified rubbish / caste prejudices, the 
historicist alibi / the current complicities, the adoration of the 
Pharisee fathers, the fear of castration / the candid betrayal, the 
crying boast";Gospel. Pasolini had offered to pay them out of his 
own pocket, but Elsa wrote to him: «And you know very well that 
paying out of your pocket (or I out of my pocket) means nothing 
here, since in fact those at Arco Film don't want anything else, 
because so they wallow in their own shit better. Therefore, even if 
you were a billionaire (and unfortunately you are not) I could not 
accept your money either for William or for Giacomo (just as in fact I 
do not accept it and I am adding it to you here). The shadow that 
you say about our friendship, you know very well, is not your debt, 
which among other things does not exist, but "the adoration of the 
Pharisee Fathers" as I had already written to you in the poem. But it 
is not true that this is the first time that this shadow is there." As can 
be seen, the two of them throw back the same accusations of 
complicity with the Masters: a more subterranean and unconscious 
(linguistic) complicity that is reproached against her, a more material 
and concrete one reproached against him, the cowardice towards the 
cultural industry (with a very serious psychological implications: the 
fear of the Fathers prevents him from loving people as people). 


The central area of the Sixties represents the period of greatest 
ideological and "world vision" closeness between the two. These are 
the years of Pasolini's abandonment of historicism, who in the face of 


the neo-capitalist "mutation" no longer believes in revolution but 
rather in rebellion, in subversion; the contradiction (which had 
developed under the sign of Gramsci) between individual 
aestheticism and collective discipline, and the related concept of 
class betrayal, weakens in him; the chaos of the "new prehistory" 
rather brings back the old propensity towards a desperate and 
extreme heroism, analogous to Morante's "ethical" anarchism; in this 
regard, the attraction that they both feel for the term "barbarism" 
would deserve a more detailed discussion. In developing the new 
"atonal" metric, Pasolini takes into account the poets of the beat 
generation and this love is certainly shared, if not suggested, by 
Morante. 

Subproletarian anthropology goes from Pasolini to Morante (for 
example the observations on a_ certain  subproletarian 
"aristocratism"). the insistence on the joy of the underprivileged, and 
the "comic" attempts, instead come from her (Uccellacci e birdsi, La 
terra vista dalla luna). At the moment in which Morante invents and 
begins to build the character of the "victim" Useppe, I don't know 
how much she is indebted to Pasolini's obsession-motif of the boys 
who die when they try to rebel against society. 

The mutual influence regarding Greek tragedy is inextricable: 
perhaps Morante's interest (fascinated by Simone Weil) is more 
ethical-political, Pasolini's is more formal-allegorical. In '68 Pasolini 
proposed to Morante to translate a Greek tragedy for the Stabile di 
Torino (and she chose the In '69 Morante collaborated in the choice 
of music for Philoctetes), Medea. 

In «Paragone» a Pasolini review in verse of the World saved by 
children was published in two episodes in October 1968 and April 
1969. The text is explicitly related to The Enigma of Pius XII, which 
opened with the well-known passage from the Letter to the 
Corinthians in which it is stated that of the three theological virtues 
the most important is charity. In fact, faith and hope, says the Pope 
freely interpreting Saint Paul, are the virtues of those who have self- 
knowledge and are masters of planning a future, while charity is the 
virtue that is given to those who have nothing. Faith and hope are 
the virtues of those who can govern themselves, charity is the virtue 


of those who must be guided. Establishing a connection between 
charity and institutions, the Pope declares that "institutions are 
moving." Faith and hope are the virtues of the progressive 
bourgeoisie, charity is the virtue of the ignorant peasants; while faith 
and hope are allies of liberal good will, grace is on the side of 
charity. On these bases, Pius XII justifies his decision to take sides 
against the urban and educated Jews, in favor of the peasants who 
follow Hitler. 

Elsa is Jewish ("with the Talmud in her belly"), she doesn't want to 
know that institutions are moving. You are therefore on the side of 
faith and hope, against charity. She doesn't want to understand that 
love for the humble would mean accepting the government of the 
I.M. (the Unhappy Many), of their mediocrity and their need for 
demagogy. Elsa's idealism is guilty of not taking into account 
indifference. 

But she has the grace of democracy, she respects society while 
contesting it: humor is her way of venerating institutions, a humble 
peasant laugh to which she manages not to be a stranger. Here lies 
the mystery of her: in the apparent lack of knowledge of her charity 
there is a great deal of charity, which she does not manifest by 
accepting the dictatorship of the mediocre but by laughing like them. 
Humor as charity, this is grace. Sacrificing your own intellectual 
doubts to laugh with the simple. 

Both, she and he, are in disharmony with the world: but while he 
is a prisoner of forced competition, and of the anxiety it gives, she 
has gone further: she loves those who reject her, without asking for a 
reciprocation, as mothers love. This is what allows her the mystery 
of humor and the ability to get lost in her characters. Her voice is not 
competitive: unlike his, who is first and foremost a lyricist, she gives 
her voice to the characters. In her characters she resolves the paradox 
of being a servant of the world and at the same time its master, 
because she is a servant of a world that she herself creates. This 
remains the blind spot of the review, the unspoken limit of which 
Pasolini cannot be aware. This connection is in fact implied in the 
text by a pure contiguity, by the relationship that is established 
between Elsa's humor and the fact that she suggested his best 


character, Ninetto, to Pasolini: «the idea of Ninetto, due to you / [...] 
/ is superior to Pazzariello». (But Ninetto is a transtextual character, 
halfway between literature and life: he does not speak, he is 
described.) In an only apparently joking remark, Pasolini claims to 
have added (with Ninetto) sexuality to Pazzariello: in other words he 
cannot give up to a competitive eroticism, to an idea of possession 
based on paternal imitation. He does not completely consume the 
sacrifice: he could say, paraphrasing Campana, "to be a saint I am 
not vile enough." 

In a text from the spring of '69, she claims that the book could be 
the political manifesto of the new left) and so, historically, perhaps 
Elsa is wrong in identifying the kids, who are secular-bourgeois. (In 
him the Gramscian idea of the "historical bloc" remains strong 
despite everything.) The resolution, in the text, of the disagreement 
with Elsa is a funny compromise that does not resolve: the two of 
them, in reality, are not fathers but grandfathers, and the bourgeois , 
when they are very young, perhaps they can make up for the class 
misunderstanding with their green age.Rereading the review in the 
World..., he will admit that he was wrong: in a meta-historical 
perspective, children are the heroes of death, and if one loves their 
lightness must be "fulfilled outside of all love" (PO II, p. 280). But 
here, in '68, Pasolini thinks of historical children, of those who 
should make the revolution (even in a prose review 

The thing that profoundly divides them is that, while Pasolini's 
relationship with the lower middle class has always been 
fundamentally one of removal, Morante's is one of unhappy 
adoration or parody in love; indeed her need for realistic 
meticulousness, which Pasolini does not understand, arises precisely 
from there: she does with the feuilleton what Kafka does with 
nightmares, she furnishes it realistically. 


The most striking element that unites them is that they both love 
boys, and that both link this attraction to a subversive or 
revolutionary choice of field; it is therefore not surprising that their 
disagreements are on the way of loving (on the nuance-abyss that 
separates boys from kids) and on the different complicity with the 


bourgeoisie. But after '69 the passionate arguments, understood as 
particularly energetic demonstrations of solidarity, experienced a 
senile burden and became stuck in nascent resentments. He feels 
tortured by her intransigence, she feels disappointed. In the E there 
is another poem, the one that begins «Tu crodis, Basilissa» (the 
Basilissa is obviously Elsa) in which Pasolini reiterates his 
provocative refusal of rigor, sacrifice, memory, and reiterates 
vitalism: «you crodis, Basilissa ke la sbissa seats corua, / [...] / eh 
well! the grass is not a corua: but a cortia on the golden grass. / [...] / 
and I express the sun with the sun, the sea with the sea, / the cuarp 
with the cuarp, / and the deep heart, Basilissa». (Poems in an 
invented language, '69 (PO IL, pp. 1290-1298), the project of a poem 
entitled Morant appears, where she would say the «disappointment 
that I gave her by not deciding to become either a saint or a great 
poet" (PO IL p. 1291).PO IL, p. 1292) 

Morant realizes the Canzoni 1-2-3 project from 1970 for her: she is 
too demanding, he doesn't want to deal with destiny. She basks "in 
the idea that there is time": she prefers to abandon herself to time 
rather than find it again. (In Petrolio he will say «a la recherche 
comme a la recherche», and the Proustian ghost visits him at 
intervals throughout his career, but it is no coincidence that Petrolio 
is unfinished: to realize the Proustian dream one would have to “die 
to one's life", and Pasolini cannot do this.) 

While begging her not to let go of the tension of waiting, because 
one enjoys "knowing that great things are expected for one's future", 
she nevertheless declares that she does not have the strength of faith, 
but rather faith in strength: vital strength, " efficiency, appetite, 
Ninetto." The reference to Mozart ("the Mozart that she gave me’) is 
both seductive and apologetic ("I am a petty bourgeois and I don't 
know how to smile [...] / like Mozart" — Poeta delle Ceneri, PO IL, p. 
1266). «Humor and haste: here is the sign / of my old age»; the 
humor is thus deprived of that artisanal patience that produces the 
characters. (Underneath, in the idea of having disappointed her, 
there is also the regret of having disappointed her heroic idea of her 
homosexuality.) 


By writing him a letter in verse in '71, Morante tries to escape the 
role of the Demanding Queen: «in any case (even if NOT "for the 
avoidance of doubt") / I am at pains to communicate to you / what 
you want to deny: in short, / I don't reproach ANYONE for 
ANYTHING / and much less you"; just as it weighed on him that he 
had been overvalued and almost thought of as having the odor of 
sanctity, so it now weighs on her that he considers her too sublime: 
«the Elsa that you want to know / that is, the pure one / 
unconquered oh God / it instead it is concussed and impure." 


The real crisis of anguish witnessed by the Sonnet Hobby, in 1972, 
brings with it perhaps the most serious crisis in his relationship with 
Elsa. She who sees him suffer like a dog, because Ninetto is getting 
married, and is on Ninetto's side. Whoever guaranteed his life force 
is leaving. The statement that "institutions are moving" turns against 
him; this time Elsa seems to be the bearer of the values of caritas, of a 
ruthless caritas, supporting Ninetto's right to fall in love with a girl 
and telling Pasolini that the only way to love is to want the good of 
those you love, without asking for anything. 

In the sonnets Pasolini tries to defend himself from the deadly 
conjunction of heroic morality with the most conformist common 
sense: he accuses Elsa of being banal, despite knowing that Elsa's 
truth is higher, but he cannot bear to remain alone with his own 
diversity ("he cannot there are those who do not see in this love / all 
that is beautiful and its convention. / Everyone takes part in it, and in 
their hearts they have / no pity for the fagot left alone"). He accuses 
her of having lent her lofty reasons to the conformist ones of Ninetto 
(to whom he writes: «those words of your right were pronounced / 
Elsa Morante, and you, who are so much wiser / than the two of us, 
have taken possession of them / Once for all"). He tries to contrast 
Ninetto's "duties" with his own duty of sacrifice: «it is true that love 
must be holy, / Elsa was right, and one should not want anything 
else / than the happiness of those one loves. But it is also true / that 
there is no right which is not opposed by a duty. / [...] / Elsa 
certainly didn't understand that / I could die; or I was so weak that I 
wanted / to be consoled." At the moment in which she has to confess 


the defeat of her vitalism, she projects the ghost of Mother 
Consolatrice onto Morante. 


In April '72, Pasolini held a conference at the ACI with the 
mysterious title of The title is a joke which alludes to Morante's 
initials but also to Moral Extremism or Metapolitical Extremism, 
qualities that characterize her and which were the qualities of the 
"grandchildren ” of '68. The conference outlines the utopia of an 
alliance between the different torments of grandchildren and 
grandparents, against the real winners who are the opportunist 
technocrats of the middle generation. But in the end he condemns 
the old people (i.e. also Elsa and himself) for having nevertheless 
reached Power, albeit without wanting it: «I accuse the old people of 
having done the will of life».E.M. 

In Petrolio's Note 3d, the one entitled Preface postponed (IV), the 
protagonist goes to Sicily to visit a friend: even if Pasolini tries to 
confuse the leads, and some physical features do not correspond, 
others are instead unmistakable: «the face it was the face of a young 
cat"; Above all, her psychological traits are unmistakable: "master of 
her own thinking, however passionate, visceral and stormy her core 
may be". The fact that the friend is caught in a gesture of charity 
towards a poor child "and also ugly, even though she considered 
him beautiful" (RR IL, pp. 1186-1187) is unmistakable. The character 
is a “key” character and alludes to Elsa Morante. 

Engrossed in her charity work, her friend doesn't listen to her. She 
never listens to him, not even after her: in the fifteen years of their 
friendship, "by ideological choice" she refuses to listen to him. He 
holds a secret of enormous historical value, she would be the only 
one who can reveal it because she has "put herself in the position of 
essentially having nothing to lose". Outside of fiction, her reproach 
is, I believe, that she never spent her time siding alongside her in the 
battles of militant politics, that she was, ultimately, disengaged by 
dint of sublimity. «And since that person sought and prayed for in 
vain was a writer, it can easily be deduced that in the books of that 
writer, however full and complete they were in themselves, 


something was actually missing: and this consequently destined 
them to a fatal ambiguity." 


A Pasolini review of History was published in «Tempo» (again in 
two episodes, respectively on 26 July and 2 August 1974). The review 
is essentially an attack, the aggressiveness of the tone reveals the 
hatred of a denied affection. The aggression is partly self-punishing: 
Pasolini indicates in her the "mannerism" that critics had constantly 
accused him of. He punishes in her the sins that he himself has 
committed: so when he starts mocking «the long celebration of the 
vitality, of the innocence, of the joie de vivre of the poor in spirit», 
«Neapolitans or Roman sub-proletarians, let alone», «a life exalted 
and exploited as such" (SLA IL, pp. 2056-2107). In short, he uses 
Moranti's novel as a scapegoat, and the review as a kind of 
abjuration; we cannot forget that we are less than a year before the 
Abjuration from the Trilogy of Life. 

This self-destructive impulse leads him to find Useppe, the most 
extraordinary character in the book, unbearable. Which does not 
mean, of course, that Pasolini's critical intelligence suddenly stopped 
working. On Davide Segre, for example, he makes very correct 
linguistic observations: «the boy presents himself as Bolognese, in 
reality he is from Mantua but he speaks a sort of Venetian»; the 
character is an unsuccessful mosaic of different empirical people, 
and this lack of fusion is denounced precisely by the language that 
Davide speaks, intellectualistic and non-existent: «there is not a 
corner of Northern Italy in which “falling” is said “falling” ”». One 
might suspect, perhaps, that here Pasolini is particularly acute in his 
criticism because Davide is also partly a caricature of him, with the 
idea of the bourgeoisie that is plaguing the whole earth and with the 
neurotic insistence on his own bourgeois being. Indeed, it is 
precisely the objectivity of the novel's structure (comparing it with 
other voices) that relativizes, and therefore makes ridiculous, his 
emphatic hatred: «well, we understand, the bourgeois are sitting on 
your ass». 

More intimate, closer to the profound paths of his mind, is the 
reflection on how contradictory oriental wisdom and _ anarchist- 


subversive ideology are in Morante: if everything is a game, what 
does it matter who the victims are? The theme of the game will be 
him in the Trilogy, not in opposition but in flight from history; it will 
be the backbone of the finale of Petrolio; reversed, the game itself (of 
the four Lords) will be concentrationary history in Salo, where no 
life is possible. (What removes the contradiction in her, but Pasolini 
cannot see it, is once again a maternal movement: nothingness looks 
at life with the sweetness with which a mother looks at her own 
child undermined by evil - this is the centrality of Useppe.) 


The protagonist of the quote from Aracoeli's hemistich (1982) at a 
certain point says he is «a Narcissus who doesn't die»: A desperate 
vitality is too precise not to be openly allusive. And then, let's take a 
look at the calendar: Manuele arrives in El] Almendral, a desolate 
and arid place, the last impossible station of the crosses, the place he 
chose to return to his mother's womb - in short, he arrives to reunite 
with his mother on Saturday 1 November '75: Pasolini died that 
night. 

The protagonist of Aracoeli is, partially and compatibly with the 
needs of the novel form, a portrait of Pasolini. It was Morante's way 
of interpreting that death, and of consoling herself for that death: the 
unsuccessful kittens, the cats take them back. Some of the 
psychological "discoveries" that the protagonist makes about himself 
are psychological data that belong to Pasolini: like when he 
interprets his own hatred as disguised envy, or when he realizes that 
he has always loved, deeper down even more than his mother, his 
father. (A father who resembles Pasolini's empirical father, just as 
Aracoeli's mother-girl-blackcap resembles Susanna.) 

One would like to say that Morante carried out an experiment, 
precisely in the Zolian sense: what a narcissistic homosexual 
ninomadrero would have been like if he had had the disgust for his 
own physicality that she, Elsa, had at that moment. Mixing the 
autobiographical data of both in a single coherent character: what 
better structural mechanism to mark brotherhood? What had 
characterized her in everyone's eyes, that brotherhood, had always 
been a thunderous clash of intelligences: when the protagonist tells 


his mother that he has sinned in his intelligence, and accuses himself 
of never having understood anything, the mother replies «but nino 
mia chiquito, there is nothing to understand». If the structural 
mechanism underlines the image of the brothers, the thematic 
content highlights a maternal image (of a "concussed and impure" 
mother like Aracoeli): the two ghosts who had not been able to 
discipline themselves for more than twenty years, place the novel in 
two different stylistic spaces. 

There is a story by Morante in which a child wishes to become a 
saint and gives up for love of his mother, a dancer who is unable to 
achieve success; after which the two live a mediocre life, with her 
"convinced that he is destined for something great": the story is as if 
she wanted to tell him "I too am a disappointing mother, I'm not a 
Basilissa, I'm just a dancer failed».The Andalusian shawl. As if with 
Aracoeli she had wanted to respond to the Songs, 


(In reviewing the various aspects of Elsa Morante's presence in 
Pasolini's work, I confusedly mixed at least three different levels: 1) 
that of empirical people; 2) that of psychic “self-images”; 3) that of 
literary characters, a level which in turn should be distinguished 
between: a) characters who appear with the same name as their 
empirical referent and require immediate comparison with the 
extratextual encyclopedia; b) autonomous characters, in which the 
reference to empirical people is cryptic and not essential to the 
understanding of the text. If I made this mess, it was only partly out 
of superficiality and haste; the nuances between the aforementioned 
levels are so subtle in concrete literary practice, and belong so fully 
to a geometry of the continuum, that rigor — I fear —- would be to the 
detriment of truth.) 


Elsa Morante in Pier Paolo Pasolini's work 
In «Twentieth century studies», XXI, n. 47/48, June-December 1994, 
pp. 131-142. 


1. LL, p. 844. But see also the letter to Sciascia of 30 May (LL, pp. 840-841). 

2. Alibi was written in 1955 and came out (in «Tempo present») in January 1957; The cry of 
the excavator dates back to 1956 and was published (in the «Contemporaneo») in June 
1957. 

3. See E. Morante, Opere I, edited by C. Cecchi and C. Garboli, Mondadori, Milan 1988, p. 
1673. 

4.S. Penna, All poems, Garzanti, Milan 1977, p. 84. 

5. Pietro II is, as we know, a diary in verse, written in 1963 during the filming of Ricotta; the 
episode I refer to is in the section dated «Wednesday 6 March (evening)» (PO I, p. 1151). 

6. In the section dated «Wednesday 6 March (night)» (ibid., p. 1154). 

7. See I tre narcissi, now in E. Morante, Opere II, edited by C. Cecchi and C. Garboli, 
Mondadori, Milan 1990, pp. 1471-1473. 

8. Cf. The story, ibid., pp. 945 and 951. 

9. It is known that, before finding the young Basque anarchist Enrique Irazoqui, Pasolini 
had asked Yevtushenko to play the role of Christ, then he thought of Kerouac and 
Goytisolo. 

10. See For or against the atomic bomb, ibid., p. 1546. 

11. See the response to readers in «Vie Nuove» of 6 September 1962 (SPS, p. 1014) and 
Dialoghetti on cinema and theater (ibid., p. 1149). 

12. The text is published by Nico Naldini in LE II, pp. LXXXIX-XC; the letter from Morante 
which I quote below is instead reported in note 58 on p. CLXXIIL 

13. LL, pp. 1365-66; the translation was then not carried out. 

14. His musical consultancy is not limited to the two films in which it is explicitly stated; for 
almost all of her films Pasolini consulted her. I refer to an article by Carmelo Samona, 
Elsa Morante and music (in «Linea d'ombra», January 1994): «It is due to his passionate 
interventions, I believe, a certain expressionistic accentuation that music gives to 
Pasolini's story, and in particular that drastic convergence of humble and high registers 
which is like the signal of a poetics, and in which we seem to see a look of understanding 
between the two artists every time the images and the melody come together. I think - 
and the writer's comments come to mind - of some famous examples; the attack of the 
Wir setzen uns choir of the Passion according to Saint Matthew at the moment of the 
tragic brawl in Accattone; the first bars of the Masonic Funeral March K 477 during some 
appearances of Christ in the Gospel; the introductory adagio of the “Dissonance” Quartet 
K 465, coupled - in a transcription for wind instruments — to the rustic Tiresias of 
Oedipus Rex; and yet another adagio, from the K 458 Quartet, in the Arabian Nights, to 


give greater prominence (this, at least, seemed to be the intention) to the purity and grace 
of some love sequences". 

15. The text was collected in Trasumanar and organizer (PO II, pp. 35-54). 

16. In «Tempo weekly» of 27 August 1968, now in P.P. Pasolini, Il chaos, Garzanti, Milan 
2017, pp. 50-51. 

17. And Morante herself, inexorably, accused him of neurotic ambivalence; «yes, Elsa, I 
hated them because I loved them, you're right» (Coccodrillo, in PO II, p. 230). 

18. The poet/saint alternative is in truth a ghost of his, which he projects onto Elsa: «But the 
profession of poet as a poet / is increasingly insignificant [...] / Doesn't he know how to 
dialogue with reality? / [...] / Why doesn't he contemplate it in silence / a saint, and not a 
man of letters? » (Poet of the Ashes, PO II, pp. 1277-1278); the italics are Pasolini's. 

19. Cf. PO IL, pp. 1290-1294. 

20. In LL, pp. 259-260 

21. The sonnet hobby was a collection still mostly unpublished at the time of writing this 
essay, preserved in the Pasolini Fund at the Gabinetto Vieusseux in Florence. The lines I 
quoted, all unpublished, are taken respectively from the sonnet that begins «It is said: a 
boy of twenty-three», from the one that begins «It seems like a century ago, and it is this 
May» and from the one that begins «It is true that love must be holy." They can now be 
read in PO IL, pp. 1202, 1204, 1207, and I will quote them from here on out in this edition. 

22. The text can now be read in SPS, pp. 242-256. 

23. The verse with which the conference ends belongs to the poem Hierarchy of Trasumanar 
and organizar (PO IL, p. 210). 

24. This last observation by Pasolini (SLA II, p. 2101) can be a good example of how 
different the mimesis of dialect speech is for the two writers; Pasolini's one is 
philologically based, Morantian's is predominantly "auditory"; in this specific case, I'm 
not so sure that Pasolini's "dictionary" dialectology is right; perhaps the kids who no 
longer know the dialect, and adapt it from Italian, really say "cader" (but it is also true 
that they probably didn't say it in 1945). 

25. History, in E. Morante, Opere II, cit., p. 932. 

26. Aracoeli, ibid., p. 1172. 

27. The young Pasolini saw an analogy between Andalusian and Friulian; just think of the 
importance of Garcia Lorca for The Best of Youth and The Nightingale. 

28. The Songs were not sent by Pasolini to Morante, but were sent to her by Graziella 


Chiarcossi around 1980. 
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An unpublished work by Pasolini — 1997 


Note on a scrapbook, starting from another piece that was later 
discarded: stuff for haggard philologists. But I remembered the 
mention in the Divine Mimesis and when in a folder of unfinished 
poems I actually found that Monologue on the Sun which was 
designated as nothing less than the beginning of the crisis, well, I felt 
the thrill of recognition. The moment (early '62) is truly crucial, not 
only for Pasolini's writing but for something deeper which could be 
called the type of cognitive claim that every writer entrusts to 
writing. It's not just the metrics that are crumbling (how sad those 
strained monorhyme triplets and the other rhymes that float here 
and there like precious and casual wrecks, as if they couldn't resign 
themselves to falling apart in prose!), it's not just the metrics , I was 
saying, but it is an entire grid of perception and interpretation of 
reality. Pasolini enters the forest because the truth is there, while 
Marx and bourgeois morality were (for him) the error. Even the 
triplets are a respectable residue. For Dante, the sun starting to rise 
at the top of the hill makes him feel a little afraid: for Pasolini, not 
being able to describe the sun setting gives him fear; Dante had 
entered the forest "full of sleep", Pasolini enters the neo-capitalist 
magma armed with a vigilant intelligence sharpened by the eternal 
need to accuse himself; Dante will find Beatrice giving him a terrible 
scolding at the top of Purgatory, Pasolini "disdained" the idea of a 
unique love that can make you die and be reborn changed. So 
Dante's journey took him to the end, Pasolini never left "outside the 
pelago to the shore". 


Another unpublished poem by Pasolini, did you really feel the 
need for it? I am publishing this Monologue on the Sun (PO I, pp. 
1322-1325) because it finds itself in a crucial position in Pasolini's 
metrical path - and because Pasolini himself, in another of his texts, 
points out it as the trigger point of a crisis . 

In Pasolini he subjects the "ideological respectability" to which he 
had abandoned himself in the previous five years to a ferocious self- 
criticism: "I / always desperately non-conformist (dogs and pigs 
know it) / I was, deep down, a conformist - that's how I defended 
myself, poor soul — / but of a fatal conformism which was, 
ultimately, fear and the need to be forgiven." His good social 
feelings, he reflects, were all the more aligned with the left-wing 
establishment the more they were denied in the secrecy of private 
life: «I acted judicious, respectable, moderate: I had put together a 
whole ideological defense within which to feel in a perpetual state of 
petitioning for the benevolence of others: in the very act in which, 
against the vision of the life of others, I engaged in the violence of a 
bandit". Contrary to Dante, for him the entry into the "dark forest" 
coincides with the entry into the truth - given that the confusion and 
bewilderment represented by the forest are the only remedy against 
false (and vile) ideological consolations. «I can't remember how I got 
there. I became aware of this by writing a poem [...]. Goodbye 
rhymes, and goodbye hendecasyllables, goodbye hypocritical civil 
nobility, always banal and therefore immoral. A "Monologue on the 
Sun", later expunged from every anthology of precious muds, was 
the indicator, perhaps, of the entrance: when I had already entered. 
The crisis!»Canto I of the first draft of the Divina Mimesis (then 
eliminated from the final draft), 


The "rhymes and hendecasyllables" are nothing but a synecdoche 
to indicate the abandonment of the metrical institution in general - 
what characterizes the preceding prose insertions of the parallel 
Monologue on the Sun truly exists among Pasolini's manuscripts: 
Monologue is the irruption of shapeless blocks of prose no longer 
metrically disciplined; in short, the undominated presence in the text 
of what Pasolini will henceforth get used to calling "magma". The 


poem is dated 25 January ‘62, and is therefore truly chronologically 
the first in which this phenomenon occurs; Monologue on the Jews 
and above all prior to all the texts of Poetry in the form of a rose - 
prior by about two years, for example, to Una desperate vitality, 
with which there are many kinships (cf. «at the wheel of my product 
/ industrial steering wheel» with «at the wheel of his Alfa Romeo»; 
and the place which is the same, Fiumicino, and the whole theme of 
the ancient landscape which risks no longer being understood) — that 
Desperate vitality in which the protagonist shouts at the «damned 
idiot» who is interviewing him «no longer in triplets! / I have 
returned tout court to the magma!". 

It is no coincidence that the text is dedicated to the sun, and that 
indeed it presents itself as an "attempt to describe the sun": the sun, 
in Pasolini's thematic system of those years, represents the cosmos in 
its terrible neutrality, the ambiguous " peace” of everyday life, the 
nature that survives any meaning. Poetry is engulfed in the effort to 
express the toneless thickness of things, their escape from any 
pattern. After the success of A Violent Life, Pasolini had in fact 
succumbed (as never before in his life) to the pleasure of becoming a 
supporter of the Communist Party, a "comrade not a comrade": to 
the joy of feeling loved (more rarely, contested) by the simple 
readers of «New Ways». But for someone like him, who cannot do 
without conflict, peace is paid for with anguish: and the anguish had 
arrived punctually, disguised as anger for the social truce, for 
Tambroni's pro-fascist government, for the new aridity produced by 
well-being (the Autostrada del Sole...). 

At the end of the ma it was a passive and almost resigned 
adhesion, where the approximations of the rhyme and the syntactic 
indifference ended up making the metric exploit almost 
imperceptible. Then, in '61, the "positive" texts came back to being "I" 
and "them". Instead of patiently investigating the new complexity, 
the ego finds itself faced with it as an undifferentiated and hostile 
entity, like the Religion of my time, the relationship with the metric 
institution had reached a paroxysmal peak, with the tour de force of 
five perfectly traced, verse by verse, on a model of Petrarchan song: 
July (PO IL, pp. 1065-1068), by Nenni with the support of the centre- 


left (PO I, pp. 1069-1071), by Intellectual ballad for Titov (PO I, pp. 
1301-1302): poems full of voluntaristic hope and an equally 
voluntaristic pity for the humble who were increasingly resembling 
a "masse". In November 1961 Pasolini had been accused of having 
threatened a young petrol station attendant from Circeo at gunpoint 
and the newspapers had pounced on the scandal; the "good 
comrade" had doubled as the "monster". Any attempt to rebuild 
one's own psychic unity, within a single world in which to fight, had 
crumbled: magma, in fact. To capture the magma, traditional forms 
of literature prove powerless; only cinema can achieve this, because 
it uses tools similar to the density of reality: the film is written with 
the sun. 

But cinematographic techniques themselves suggest a change in 
literary strategy: in a screenplay the words are not self-sufficient, but 
refer to a future image (that of the film) in which their potential 
should be actualised. The film script can therefore be the germ of a 
new idea of literature in which the word, confessing itself powerless 
to express the magma of reality, limits itself to evoking that reality 
and asks the reader to collaborate by completing the image in their 
head. Already in Poesie mondane (April '62), and then in A 
desperate vitality, the descriptions are made with the aid of 
cinematographic terminology: «an infinite tracking shot with Maria / 
advancing [...]» (PO I, p. 1093); «in the logic of narcissistic montage» 
(PO I, p. 1183) etc. 

In the Worldly Poems themselves, there are "voids" of expression 
here and there, replaced with the word «[omissis]»: it is another way 
of asking for the reader's collaboration, presenting the text in the 
form of an unfinished artefact, or even of sketch. From the mid-1960s 
onwards, this was Pasolini's choice: to present each of his texts not as 
if it were a completed work in itself but as if it were the effort to 
arrive at a work - thus forcing the reader to «figurally integrate » in 
the text the very person of the author, with his impotence and his 
ardor, his fragility and his courage: in short with his body. In a 
horizon of "pansemiology", the idea of the sign-that-refers-to- 
another-sign will go as far as theorizing the author's body as a 
signifier. 


In the framework of a similar strategy, The Divine Mimesis 
occupies a central place: starting as an arrogant claim to emulate 
Dante's Comedy, as a poem capable of caging the new social 
stratification in the network of its free indirections, it ends up as a 
"layered text", "living formal process" which implodes in 
introspection and which in its narcissistically unfinished brings the 
author back to the foreground, his crazy ambition and _ his 
defenseless offering to judgment - a work which has "together the 
magmatic form and the progressive form of reality". It tells us a lot, I 
believe, about Pasolini's poetics that on the threshold of such a well- 
crafted work there is a failed poetic text, not a poem but a draft of 
poetry, which abdicates due to an anxious excess of adherence. 


Monologue on the sun 


I have the burning apple in front of me: and I notice: 
1) although it shines violently 


you can look at it, not because it is opaque 


but as it is smooth. 2) although 
is unmade, has a firm shape, 


like a yolk cataphract, or, indeed, a persimmon. 


Does being smooth mean being matte? 
Two unrelated qualities, which only fashion 


can coordinate: and in fact it is, mine, kako- 


fashionable lalia. Because I found it again 
the language of youth. 
And can you be plump and round? 


Another irregular question. It is free 
to rant 
(I already wrote it in «Fragment in the Sun») 


who recognizes the dejection of reality. 


Now I'm behind the wheel of my product steering wheel 


industrial 


I can make monologuing observations about the sun, 


arbitrary! 


It is rejection that sets me free. 
So this trivially preserves 


shining on the horizon of Fiumicino... 
it is a free object of my proud mind. 


The outcast had a wonderful childhood. 
And this sun in front of the windshield 
it's the one that dragged itself to shine 


on certain dust the color of mouse blood, 
village fuss, where the ragman 


he is a character by Frugoni or Pezzani, 


dust, rags, jam jars, 
warm up 

like bread and water, 
kept under the heat, 


where a primrose emerges like a devil. 
And so I could go on forever. 


Have you ever seen the end of the eyelashes 
along the rivers that lap a city 

of the province, or the seasons, 

or the sand, with the blades of broken glass, 

or those pieces of land 

where you feel the first heat of the good weather 
just outside the city, 

with dirty grass 

some beams from an abandoned construction site, 


a dog, a soft puddle... 


All licked by this sun that makes 

in the first days of heat, or in the days 
exceptionally warm in winter 

1) the boys' trousers are almost made of wax 
more modestly gray than usual 

and stiffen as if from a dried damp. 

2) what is under the trousers 

as too warm and crumbly, 


in a clutch of fraternal matters. 


Enough. The cosmos is before me, 
on Fiumicino. And, indeed, in the center of the cosmos 


the persimmon with the juice on fire, baluster apple. 


I run, and equidistant we chase each other 
him always in the monologuant's eyes. 


The blood of death is not far away. 


(At Fiumicino I get off, park the car on a pavement next to a bar, go along the 
pier, full of carts with boxes of fish and gray bourgeois who buy them: I get to 
the end, and go back). 


Eh, there it is, now in the rearview mirror. 
No, your childhood doesn't matter. 


And even less does the act of being alive. 


The sensation must not remain a sensation!! 
Ah, what a mistake to record the sun in words 


inspired by direct hallucination. 


Classical phonemes make music 


expressive phonemes make abstract painting. 


I can't just say what the image is 
of the sun, from the sun to the mirror, 


from the mirror to my eyes, 


and everything that destroys and evokes, 


the sweet Sema which is food of the Self... 
He follows me like a saint from the Middle Ages 


with a folk sword of fiery oranges 
and finds form in pre-dictated dictations 


of my refined senses and brain. 


But... but the archaic sun that dragged 


scarlet jelly of medlars 


on the Cremonese fuss 


it's over, like my walk. 


(The Portuense is about to end, I shift into third gear to go up the short ramp of 
the Ponte Galeria: it seems that the level crossing at the junction for the 


Magliana is open) 


It's over. It has lost many meanings 
(it shone, I remember, on a trop-plein 
of erbasaetta, blackberry brambles, stones, primroses 


on that edge...) 
The evocations are all there. But the meanings... 


We were left behind 
just like those poor kids 
with their mothers’ coats 


the fury of Asia in my heart, 


we were left behind, 
astronauts precede us in meaning 


new to the sun, 


and the last scarlet Renaissance classic 


shines on the windshield from the Fiumicino sky. 


Thursday 25 January 1962 


An unpublished work by Pasolini, introduced by Walter Siti 
In «Poesia 2004. Annuario», edited by Giorgio Manacorda. 


. This first draft of the Divina Mimesis is found in the Pasolini Fund at the Gabinetto 
Vieusseux in Florence, in a folder bearing the autograph heading «Memorie barbariche. 
Infernal fragments." 

. The Monologue on the Sun is also found in the Pasolini Collection already mentioned, in 
an unheaded folder which contains six other poems, of which the only published one is 
The Man from Bandung. 

. There is one exception, the Ballad of delirium in the Nightingale of the Catholic Church 
(in POL, pp. 493-495); there too, at a certain point, a block of brute prose breaks out, and 
there too coinciding with a dramatic crisis: that of the denunciation for corruption and 
obscene acts, with consequent loss of respectability. But what was an acute and 
temporary symptom there becomes a fracture with no return here. 

. Pasolini's texts are the five Uncivilized Poems, the Petrarchan songs with the same metric 
structure are the famous "songs of the eyes" (Rerum vulgarium fragmenta, 71, 72, 73). 

. The beginning of the adventure of the protagonist Carlo takes place precisely in '60-61 in 
Petrolio: an adventure which consists, as is known, in Carlo's split into two distinct and 


irreconcilable people. 


13 
Pasolini's hendecasyllable — 1972 


There were three letters that Pasolini wrote to me: in the first he 
apologized for not having responded to my three anxious and rude 
requests (he began, I remember, with «dear W., you wrote me a dirty 
letter...") requests for help during the drafting of the I tensed and 
told me to send it to him; in the second, once he had read my work, 
he accused me of being "an amateur" as a psychoanalyst and of 
having moralistically judged his work to please the "strong" ("a bad 
action, of which sooner or later you will certainly be ashamed") , but 
in the end he told me to go and see him and included his telephone 
number. I went to Rome with a pounding heart, he welcomed me in 
via Eufrate and there he told me that the last chapter of the thesis 
deserved to be published in «Paragone»: we began a real editing job, 
let alone I was intimidated and ecstatic that Pasolini himself guide 
me and give me advice. I returned to Rome I think once or twice: the 
last time, while he was taking me back to Termini, I confessed to him 
that I was homosexual and that I envied my straight companions - 
he replied, a bit like Pasolini, "I rather envy the young farmers, not 
the bourgeois of the Scuola Normale". Once in Pisa I received a third 
letter, a very long one, in which he spoke to me about his 
homosexuality and wrote to me «for me, the pride of being a poet 
was greater than the shame of being homosexual». Too many 
ambivalences for a twenty-four year old - I lost all three of those 
letters (the second remains, of which I believe the draft was found 
among his papers); I even managed to lose the third one, fortunately 
found in a library book, twice. 

It had been fifty years since I reread my essay which actually 
appeared in «Paragone»; It's true that the psychological notations are 
immature, it's true that the conclusions are moralistic and that I'm 


ashamed of it. As much as Pasolini had helped me, the style still 
smacks of academia and normalist acrimony (I had almost all 
derived the Pascoli comparisons from an article by Alfredo Stussi 
recently published in the «Annals» of the School). But the metric 
analysis still seems good to me: I treated the hendecasyllable as if it 
were the body of a handsome boy, to the point of overlooking the 
fact that L'umile Italia is in novenaries and Recit in double 
septenaries. The imaginary ping-pong with Pasolini had begun and 
would never end, even with the breaks I would be forced to take; I 
was making clumsy attempts at poetry on my own and also thanks 
to him I was starting to understand that I would never really be a 
poet. 


In which the verses are often concluded by an isolated verse, 
which can also be a septenary or a novenary or a quinary. The model 
is that of Pascoli's poems, and Pascoli is the most important stylistic 
presence in the eleven compositions. Reading Pascoli rather quickly, 
I noticed groups of lines that present similarities with some types of 
hendecasyllable used by Pasolini; as the latter are mentioned, 
Pascoli's relatives will be found in notes. Gramsci's Ashes are short 
poems in hendecasyllable tercets, 

However, it will neither be a reasoned comparison nor simply a 
complete list of Pascoli's "sources". Here now it is not a collection of 
sources that matters; it is important to see, if anything, what place 
Pascoli occupies in the attitude that the metric of the Ceneri as a 
whole demonstrates towards tradition. An attitude that can be 
briefly summarized as a desire to violate, which evidently does not 
exclude a constant and non-eliminable attraction towards the object 
to be violated; just as a continuous presence of the norm is necessary 
for a desire for transgression to take shape. The pure 
hendecasyllable, in Ashes, is a measure accepted with conviction 
and affection, but the deepest reason for its existence consists in 
being disturbed. 

If we think of Pascoli's metric-syntactic experimentalism, and 
above all of that "multilingual" Pascoli discovered a few years later, 


there is no doubt that the poet from Castelvecchio should be 
considered a master. But in his poems the forced hendecasyllables, 
with accents and pauses that hinder reading, are reabsorbed by the 
regular rhythm of the series. That is, the reader is led to mentally 
"correct" the rhythmic impediments, and consequently his attention 
is drawn to those syllables. Very often in Pascoli this happens in 
coincidence with moments of particular semantic intensity; therefore 
the metric forcing is a figure that wants to stylistically insist on a 
certain meaning. At the same time, the expressive possibilities of the 
hendecasyllable in meeting with affectivity are enhanced, as is its 
certain rhythmic dominance, without which such elasticity would 
not be permitted; the hendecasyllable has, more than ever, an active 
function. 

Pasolini's difficult hendecasyllables, on the other hand, don't 
make you want to correct them; first of all because of their 
frequency, which almost never allows for a sufficiently long series of 
regular lines, then due to the presence of lines which under no 
circumstances and at the cost of no forcing can become 
hendecasyllables. However, these are hypermeters or hypometers 
which, due to accents or other factors, remain quite close to the 
hendecasyllable. It is like saying that while we are forbidden to read 
those verses fluently as "institutional" hendecasyllables, we are 
continually suggested that on the other hand they are not 
autonomous verses, that they are something more or something less 
than a hendecasyllable. The elasticity of the traditional rhythm has 
been irremediably broken, and the hendecasyllable shows its 
passivity towards the forces that have disarticulated it. When the 
metrically perfect verse recurs, it seems like the fortunate discovery 
of a happy rhythm beyond the institution, arising from and for the 
humiliation which constitutes, rather, the metric balance of the 
composition. I speak of humiliation because the ten or twelve 
syllables of the Ashes still remain missing hendecasyllables, and 
behind the lack there is the set aside presence, just as behind the 
negation there is the repressed affirmation. I will try to exemplify all 
this on sample verses; for now, broadly speaking, it can be said that 
if we consider a fictitious normative hendecasyllable, its forcing can 


take place in two opposite directions: the first tends to escape the 
hendecasyllable towards prose, introducing elements that cannot be 
contained in the traditional measure and creating an illusion of 
magmatic accumulation; the second instead tends to destroy the 
hendecasyllable "from below", starting from primitive phonic and 
rhythmic games. Just to summarize, we could call the two opposing 
techniques respectively complication techniques and simplification 
techniques, keeping in mind that they refer to each other and, with 
respect to a central axis, presuppose each other. 


Complication techniques 


The hendecasyllable is evaded or violated first of all by hypermetric 
verses. This desire is openly declared when an entire word is added 
to the completed hendecasyllable. Sometimes the pauses caused by 
punctuation are such that the underlying hendecasyllable shines 
through very clearly, and therefore the process of evasion-allusion I 
was talking about appears equally clear: 


just as, confused adolescent, once upon a time (CG 117) 
on this chaos of the Villa, the darkness (PV 202) 
from the last sweats of youth, dance (PS 245) 


In these cases the reading rhythm is significantly slowed down, 
not only due to the obvious addition of syllables but also because the 
duration of the pauses increases: as there is no rhythm that imposes 
it, in the first two cases no elision takes place between the 
hendecasyllable and the addition, and in the last the added 
bisyllable projects its spondaic rhythm backwards. 

The hendecasyllable may not be so clearly reconstructible, indeed 
the metrically added word may be strictly connected to the rest in 
terms of syntax; one would say that the size of the verse has 
expanded precisely to enclose a complete unity of meaning: 


at least reckless and impurely healthy (CG 19) 


and from this country where it had no rest (CG 93) 


However, the word added to the completed hendecasyllable can 
also be an "uncomfortable" word for the end of a verse, and this 
shows that the desire to destroy the meter prevails over that of 
preserving the meaning: 


so deeply familiar, in (CO 103) 


reverberating evenings in the Lower, or in the (QF 102) 


We don't give up adding a word even when the regular 
hendecasyllables would rhyme with each other (with additions, 
however, the rhyme is missing, but the avoidance of the rhyme is 
also part of the same desire for forcing in a prose sense): 


mixed with light, with human sweat 


hadl 
of horses piled up in a copper radiance (QF 186-188) 


A regular hendecasyllable can be obtained by removing not the 
last word, but the first of the verse: 


extinguished, where the ardent seedlings rise (OF 34) 
In a case like: 
dead. Gramsci's ashes... Between hope (CG 85) 
the hendecasyllable is difficult to trace, because it is intersected by 
another metric figure recognized by the system, a septenary 
followed by ellipsis; ambiguity lengthens the pause. 
In another series of verses the latent hendecasyllable needs a 
hiatus to be read; the two incidents seem to add up to overwhelm 


the verse in a prose sense: 


illegal on the edge of the mountain, or in the middle (CG 283) 


But we cannot forget that another tendency is combined with it, 
which instead wants the direction of the institution to remain 
present; we are then faced with latent hendecasyllables belonging to 
a type well recognized by the system; for example the type given by 
the preposition repeated after the caesura of the seventh, or the 
clause that + trisyllable; we then find verses like these: 


on the ruins of the temples, on the walls at the crossroads (PS 254) 
with dull twirls of boxwood that in the evening (CG 61) 


Simpler in terms of means, similar for the economy of the whole, 
is another way of constructing hypermeters, which consists in 
starting from one of these "coded" verses and adding a syllable 
precisely in the part that characterizes them. Here then: 


of the peasant people, of the lean (QF 43) 
and elderberry leaves, which on the canals (QF 24) 


If we notice that where + bisyllable is not less frequent, here is the 
proof: 


milky of thin trunks, where deafening (QF 183) 


As for the hypermeters obtained by forcing a hiatus, the use is too 
repeated for it to be worth listing examples. Speaking of hiatus, it is 
instead worth noting how the general slowing down of the rhythm 
leads to the lengthening with hiatus (or even with umlauts) of the 
shorter lines of the hendecasyllable, even if in themselves they are 
metrically exact. A septenary like: 


that cheerful, unconscious, whole (PS 51) 


we end up reading it with two hiatuses and three accents, that is, 
more or less like a particularly slow novenary; or an octonary like: 


because quiet, among splendors (CO 16) 


with an umlaut that transforms it into an irregular novenary, with 
an unusual heavy initial iambic rhythm; or a decasyllable like: 


it was the center of the world, as it was (PS 139) 


as if it were a hendecasyllable with a hiatus, which hiatus 
however forces us to accentuate the first syllable of the verse; the 
result is a verse with four accents, and we are faced with the 
apparent paradox of a regular decasyllable being longer than a 
normal hendecasyllable. 


One way to slow down the reading of the hendecasyllable is to 
put a bisyllable preceded by a strong pause in the clause. This 
phenomenon rarely occurs in an otherwise regular hendecasyllable 
(see e.g. CG 27; CG 68); more often other elements intervene to 
hinder. Or an extra syllable is added to three more unstressed, 
creating an interval of four: 


of old southern voices... choirs (AP 83) 


or the syllable can be less, and when we have made up for it with 
an umlaut we find ourselves with four consecutive unstressed: 


gravure waving: bone (PS 153) 
or the missing syllable is replaced by ellipsis, which creates a 
much more sensitive pause, leaving two strong accents syllabically 
in contact: 


in too much proximity... Muti (PI 163) 


Within the verse thus disjointed, other balances are created, with 
the help of internal rhymes or other phonic combinations: 


anarchy, necessary caries, goes out (PI 137) 


of infantile and senile cynicism: dark (PI 174) 


The effect of the bisyllables at the end of the line is to create a 
binary rhythm, substantially heterogeneous to the hendecasyllabic 
rhythmic structure. The same rhythm, even more clearly, results 
from the presence of pairs of nouns or verbs, which can be found 
both at the beginning and at the end of the verse: 


not of believing, landscapes, people (PI 78) 
a shroud, green blinds, blackens (CO 26) 
that looms arily over asphalts, headlights (QF 6) 


The pairs are, as can be seen, composed of words that have 
approximately the same length and are alliterant, or have the same 
stressed vowel; which underlines the relative autonomy of the 
binary rhythmic nucleus compared to the rest of the verse. This 
autonomy is all the more sensitive the more the hendecasyllable that 
contains it is drifting and does not have the necessary strength to 
elastically incorporate the couple; it is a typical case in which an 
element of rhythmic simplification (the juxtaposition of two similar 
words) is inextricably linked to a prose breakdown, and indeed itself 
contributes to denouncing the insufficiency of the institution. 


The insufficiency of the traditional hendecasyllable is also 
declared by denouncing its absolute arbitrariness: there is no reason 
for the rhythm to stop precisely at that point and yet, almost as a 
provocation, that is where it stops. Not only are the syllables not 
regulated or have an apparently random accentuation, but the cut is 
also arbitrary in terms of meaning, since the verse ends with a word 
devoid of semantic autonomy: 


and a whore feed him, in the (AP 65) 
the confusion of faith that (CO 65) 


A particular case of a clause lacking semantic autonomy is the 
adverb “come” at the end of a line; the predilection is probably due 


to the fact that it allows the implementation of another of the 
system's choices, that is, the bisyllable in a clause preceded by a 
strong pause: 


in the square I push myself like (CO 34) 
like that of bread and how (TL 77) 


(Note another characteristic for the second case, namely the 
repetition of the same word at the beginning and end of the verse.) 


Another phenomenon that seems significant to me in that 
avoidance-allusion relationship I spoke about is what I would call 
"displaced hendecasyllables". That is, it sometimes happens that a 
verse that is extremely disharmonious or requires hiatus and 
umlauts instead becomes a very fluid hendecasyllable if the last 
word of the previous verse or the first of the following one is added 
to it. The disappointment of the missed verse is made clear by the 
fact that this verse exists, but acts underground: 


barren / obtains in the middle of the Apennines (AP 28-29) 
churches / twentieth century and skyscrapers (AP 145-146) 
and the ancient choirs in the ancient / aria (PI 153-154) 


Between the fiery flowerbeds and the cool / dark (PI 12-13) 


(In the last two cases the unbalancing function of the cut became 
stronger because it fractured a chiasmus reduplicated by a semantic 
iteration.) Take lines like: 


to become clear, it was 
clear! that village naked to the wind, 


non-Roman [...] (PS 144-146) 


and I think it would be quite easy to disassemble and reassemble 
them like this: 


to become clear, it was clear! 


that village naked to the wind, not Roman 


It seems that it is precisely the institution that is being targeted, in 
whatever form it presents itself. Even a metrical habit established by 
the system itself, that is, the hendecasyllable followed by a 
septenary, is thus disguised: 


with tears in his eyes / he follows again 
his cap on his head (PV 200-201) 


As the verse is treated, so is the tercet, a phantom continually 
achieved and continually postponed. Here it is evidently the syntax 
that controls the game. There is a particular way of constructing the 
sentence that I would call "asymmetrical tree" which, due to 
accumulation, always provides new material to construct the verse, 
but also continually seems to surpass and elude it, correlating it to a 
term which in turn holds a superior subordinate. Here are two 
examples: 


What a party 

at the Easter springs, at the mouths 

of the Po rivers, to the sadness 

light from the square, from the walnut trees, 


of mulberry / mulberry festoon rows [...] (UI 72-76) 


of fat, of carbon paper, 

of dust raised by the impacts on the black 

bottom of the tricycles, from the tires 

of trolleybuses [...] 

[...] crazy about the mafia / and neurasthenia (PV 8-12) 


A procedure of this type seems to combine both the characteristics 
of simplification, since it is still a series of parallelisms, and those of 
complication, since a series of subordinate clauses linked together 
suggests the idea of a discourse made to later additions; the second 


characteristic however seems prevalent, and the pace is constantly 
pushed further. 

Another technique of syntactic accumulation is the phenomenon 
that I would call the "escape of prepositions": that is, subordinate 
clauses of subsequent degrees are introduced by the same 
preposition, creating ambiguity of meaning: see AP 86-87, QF 186- 
188, AP 18-19, CG 175-177. 

There is a kind of dissatisfaction with the expression achieved, or 
rather a profound inability to accept it as definitive; hence a 
continuous need to add while correcting. The addition, however, 
partly repeats the previous expression, as if out of a desire to feel its 
rhythm again. Almost as if behind the impossibility of accepting the 
univocal term, the one that irremediably kills the alternatives, there 
was the desire to return to a world where everything is eternally 
similar. 


The phenomenon of adjectival redundancy is linked to what we 
have called dissatisfaction, i.e. the continuous need to specify and 
add. The first case is that of two adjectives referring to the same 
noun; the "pair" arrangement is by far the most frequent (and the 
two adjectives, generally not preceded by the article, are often of the 
same length, consonant or alliterant). That is, they tend to create, as 
has already been seen for nouns and verbs, an autonomous rhythmic 
nucleus. The most frequent position of the couple is at the end of the 
verse: 


his transport for the warm, dear ones (CO 12) 
had deluded us into being new, without (CO 51) 


The pair can highlight a semantic opposition and at the same 
time, with such a basic juxtaposition, make one feel that the terms 
are not too distant from each other in the thematic system, but rather 
are inextricably linked; that is, it comes to function more or less like 
an oxymoron: 


and, at the same time, more adult and youthful (QF 135) 


unknown to me. Stupendous and miserable (PS 53) 


Sometimes the two clauses typical of Pascoli pairs are accepted, 
namely that of the adonius and the two trisyllables, of which the first 
slide and the second floor. 

But only rarely is such a clause part of an exactly measured verse: 


his age was purer and more necessary (AP 60) 
he was therefore so pale and thin (CO 88) 


Usually, the verse is hopelessly hypermetric and has a prose tone: 


clear in the mystery, because pure and corrupt (AP 197) 
they run along the streets, shiny and dull (PS 269) 


In a case like this: 
breathing — greedy and prostrate, fine (QF 3) 


not only does the strong pause take the place of a syllable, and 
prevents there being a relaunch of the rhythm after the very weak 
caesura syllable, by immediately adding a strong accent to it; but the 
verse thus obtained is then continued by a supernumerary spondee. 

Even in the case of a regular hendecasyllable, punctuation 
incidents tend to disarticulate the verse, making the pair 
autonomous: 


suffocated and heartbreaking — from the discharged (CG 105) 


With this case we have moved on to the pairs of beginning of 
verse, less frequent but equipped, I would say, with the same 
characteristics, so much so that it is useless to list them. However, it 
is interesting to note the case in which the verse is made up of two 
pairs that clearly divide it. It can then be a rhythmic simplification 
"within" the hendecasyllable: 


ironic and bad, cheerful and treacherous (PV 166) 


but the verse can also be so difficult to read that, as there is 
usually no reason to correct it, the two couples tend to rhythmically 
stand on their own, overriding and breaking the overall rhythm: 


how humble and dirty, confused and immense (PS 100) 


The couple is therefore a moment of rhythmic simplification (or 
regression), cause and product of the laceration of the metric 
institution. 

Once the adjectival pair has established itself as a standard clause 
in the system, a very strong cause of imbalance is entrusted to the 
monosyllable that finds itself having to finish the line after it: 


around monotonous and stupendous: here (PI 18) 


Similarly, in the case of an arch that breaks a couple between the 
end of one verse and the beginning of the following, the sense of 
disappointed rhythmic expectation is very strong, and the procedure 
therefore has a strong value of prose forcing: 


in the wisest / and vicious dialect (AP 201-202) 


Let us now examine the case of adjectival redundancy in which 
two juxtaposed nouns are each accompanied by an adjective; the 
arrangement can be chiasmus (ax...xa; xa...ax) or chain (ax...ax; 
xa...xa). Here too, naturally, the case of greater balance and less 
complicated rhythmicity is the one in which the four elements are all 
contained within the limits of a verse, which they divide exactly, 
fully following the Pascolian model (see PI 146, CP 46, CG 42 , PS 
133, PS 232, QF 196, PV 34, PI 70, CG 180). 

But sometimes the verse containing the two pairs is an 
extraordinarily heavy hendecasyllable; for example, in the verses 
below: 


in empty squares, in despondent workshops (CG 265) 
among old fields and dormant farmhouses (PS 123) 


the (rare) accentuation of the fourth and seventh gives the 
impression that the verse derives from two quinars added to each 
other, and all four accents of the verse are therefore strengthened. In 
a case like this: 


with naive skulls, quick eyes (AP 149) 


I believe that there is no reader willing to add the umlaut needed 
to transform the verse into a hendecasyllable. If then the already 
difficult hendecasyllable of the fourth and seventh is also 
hypermeter: 


waxy corollas on dried clod (PI 45) 
the popular world in civilized form (AP 145) 


what remains is only the idea of the violation. The technique of 
prose complication triumphs when no attempt is even made to save 
the unity of the verse, and the binary parallelism must be laboriously 
traced beyond the break. But note that the value of this split is given 
precisely by the existence of verses like the ones above, which 
provide the key to understanding it, given that otherwise the arching 
is too common a phenomenon to mean anything on its own. I mean 
that precisely from the fact that there is the possibility of a verse like: 


in empty squares, in despondent workshops 
derive all the characters of disappointed expectation to a case like: 
of old stables, of emptied / taverns (PS 67-68) 


Between the pairs below and the prose break above, the 
hendecasyllable is completely eluded: 


that blindly seems, blind / crumbles, blind grasps (PS 383-384) 


With this last example we have entered the field of repetition, 
which is a simplification technique, even if ambiguous, as we will 
see. 


Simplification techniques 


It is hardly necessary to note that when we talk about "rhythmic 
primitiveness" in relation to stylistic facts that have a very proven 
tradition behind them, we consider them in their formal abstraction 
and with regard to the rhythmic "desire" of which they seem to us to 
be bearers. We consider the lowest point of primitiveness and 
rhythmic simplification the purely phonic play of signifiers. Such for 
example the alliterations: 


of humble desire to understand (PI 35) 


I will never be able to work with pure passion again (CG 306) 


But we are not limited to alliteration; often the game is more 
complicated, and there are paronomasies, anagrams, consonances: 


if the darkness has made the evening serene (CG 292) 
from centuries of humbly human dreams (PI 23) 
within the orderly procession / horde (PI 76-77) 

fruit of theft, and a cruel face (PS 94) 


Thus the intertwined rhymes of the tercets may have the same 
timbre, and sometimes the ending of two consecutive lines is 
assonant, consonant, or almost ambiguous; on the other hand the 
expected rhyme in the third line does not take place. Therefore, even 
in the arrangement of the rhymes, a well-known pattern occurs: the 
institutional structure is broken, but unexpected rhythmic situations 
arise from the disjointed magma: 


every man humbly knows 
Marx or Gobetti, Gramsci or Croce (PS 220-221) 


seventeenth-century, almost as if in the sun 
or in the shade only the shade alone was not enough (AP 176-177) 


The phenomenon of rimezzo is very similar in its effects, all the 
more sensitive precisely because the actual rhymes tend to be 
eluded. Faced with a weak final rhyme and a strong rhyme, it is clear 
that the verse shatters and regroups around a new rhythmic pole. 

A clear bipartition of the verse, favored by syntactic incidents, is 
certainly an element of rhythmic simplification. Sometimes this 
simplification is harmonious with the canonical rhythm of the 
hendecasyllable, and indeed the bipartition in this case seems to be 
an "help" in finding a perfectly modeled verse. The case that occurs 
most often is the one in which the bipartition, caused by the 
repetition of a conjunction or preposition, exactly respects the two 
classical caesuras, that is, the one after the fifth or the one after the 
seventh: 


of disbelief, of insolence (AP 199) 
with true dignity, with unscathed fury (CO 113) 
among the blood nets, among the lodges (QF 24) 


Other times, however, the bipartition has a rhythm that contrasts 
decidedly with that of the hendecasyllable, favoring an even number 
of accents and a division of the verse exactly in half, almost into two 
detachable and superimposable hemistichs. The hiatus that could be 
used to continue the hendecasyllabic series passes into the second 
order: 


their silence, their dead ardor (AP 19) 
on every page, on every line (PS 227) 


especially since the double five-year period sometimes presents 
itself without the possibility of other solutions: 


with naive skulls, quick eyes (AP 149) 


The quadripartition, however, seems to never be in harmony with 
the rhythm of the hendecasyllable, and serves above all to make the 
meter heavier with the clear separation of the four accents. Each 
element is a rhythmic nucleus in itself, which stays together with the 
others by force of accumulation: 


journeymen, workers, servants, unemployed (RE 118) 
bored, tired, home, for blacks (PS 15) 


The tripartition of the verse is less frequent, and can fit exactly 
into the hendecasyllable (see PS 43, AP 129, AP 72), or the 
hendecasyllable can be circumvented by three isochronous nuclei 
that are juxtaposed (see CO 83, PS 358, CG 212, PS 119). 


And in any case the most striking phenomenon of the entire 
stylistic system, even more than adjectival redundancy, is the 
extraordinary frequency of repetitions. Let's say straight away that it 
oscillates between the primitive pleasure of the return of the similar 
and the desire for syntactic complication by force of accumulation. 
The same word can be repeated at the beginning and end of the 
same verse; only sometimes repetition favors the perfection of the 
rhythm: 


days of victory, the cool days (CO 80) 


More often the verse is rhythmically disturbed, according to the 
ways we have already seen on other occasions: 


generation every generation (CP 20) 


the new colors of the canvases, the new (PI 15) 


In general, the repetition in close verses tends to highlight above 
all the pleasure of the return of the similar: see CP 63, PI 28, PI 71, PI 
116, CO 72, CG 42, RE 12, RE 52, PS 267, PI 704, UI 71-72, RE 111-112. 


But the repetition of the same term at a short distance inevitably 
impacts the semantic level, and on this level it cannot escape 
ambiguity. The second diction very often seems to be a "correction" 
of the first. The stylistic means that underline this imminent 
ambiguity can be different. It can be a simple demonstrative or 
relative to announce the possibility of a fix: 


in the life that is life because it is assumed (CP 28) 
that history wants in you, this story (CP 83) 

the world, this lost world (QF 156) 

men, of a tedium that in tedium (CG 53) 


The very fact that the repeated term refers to two different objects, 
or that the verb "to be" (= mean) makes the second term the 
definition of the first, raises doubts about the different use of the 
terms themselves, and therefore about their meaning: 


to express them is to express their evil (PI 81) 
the green is almost childish green (QF 82) 
the evil / bourgeois of me bourgeois (CG 118-119) 


The ambiguity, however, is very often more clearly marked; the 
second term is accompanied by comparative or limiting expressions 
(more, still, new, perhaps, only): 


in the air that every nail polish 
it had leaked, and it was air, just air 
the air in which we live [...] (RE 34-36) 


but it was more human, Attilio, human injustice (RE 24) 
(here the ambiguity of the adjective “human” is also exploited) 


here the silence of death is faith 


of a civil silence of remaining men / men (CG 51-53) 


(here the doubt about a possible ambiguous use of the term is 
underlined by the very fact that its immutability is marked.) 


The second term can correct the first with an adversative, a 
concessive, or expressions such as: other, differently, not enough: 


who are not brothers to me, yet they are / brothers (PS 48-49) 


expands around more joy, more life 
than innocence: but this silent wind 


dates back from the aprico / innocence region (QF 13-16) 


of whole men, even if made orally 


rough experience of men [...] (QF 146-147) 


Thus we arrive at the maximum point of ambiguity, the adverb of 
negation referring to one of the two terms: 


the violence / of memories, not free memory (CP 85-86) 

of our fathers — not father, but humble / brother (CG 20-21) 

in the time that does not return, and always returns (UI 96-97) 
in a faith that is now a denial / of faith (TL 105-106) 

this is Italy and / this is not Italy (UI 137-138) 


From here it is a short step to the juxtaposition of opposite terms, 
which is a stylistic procedure also widely used in the system. If we 
take into account that every negation is also (unconsciously) an 
affirmation, I believe we can also classify this phenomenon as a 
repetition. Thus the conceptual complexity that derives from 
oppositions is intensely attracted by the rhythms of the verbal game. 

The oxymoron, in which this repetition and juxtaposition of 
opposites is implicit, appears in effect to be a lyrical-regressive 
solution in the face of logical complication. This stylistic use is 
frequent in the Ashes: 


these vile expressions of courage (CO 84) 


in a calm fury of clarity (PI 97) 


Sometimes the expression is syntactically looser, while remaining 
in all respects equivalent to an oxymoron: 


to hovels and churches, impious in piety (CG 56) 


Thus the "sentences", which often close a composition and should 
resolve it conceptually, are in reality nothing more than oxymorons, 
made more ambiguous by the perfect rhythmic closure: 


whose clamor is but silence (AP 203) 
be crazy to be clear (PI 189) 


The repetitions, of equals or opposites, seem to have a special 
magical force that makes them particularly suitable for sealing 
poems like a formula; six out of eleven end like this: AP, PI, QF, CO, 
CP, CG. 

The basic oppositions at the thematic level (life-death, dark-light, 
old-new) are evidently also frequently found at this stylistic level: 


alive, of a part of us that, dead (CO 50) 
light is the fruit of a dark seed (UI 140) 


new tangle of ancient cries (UI 80) 


The regressive moment of the repetition of opposites, the magical 
pleasure of verbal return is more evident when the two terms to be 
opposed have the same root: 


everything is prehuman, and humanly / rejoices (AP 171-172) 
in your unconsciousness is consciousness (CP 83) 
that actions that are too lawful or unlawful (CO 62) 


There can also be any other phonic link between the two opposite 
terms: 


of popular joy, and it's boring (PI 5) 
the greengrocer heavy above the light mud (RE 48) 


Very often the repetition of opposites is accompanied by the 
repetition of identicals: 


new / in my new condition 
of old work and old misery (PS 230-232) 


always new, new to the old song (CP 8) 


From the same words arises the possibility of an infinite spiral of 
complications and ambiguities, just as the verse becomes 
complicated into infinite prose tangles; but just as verse continually 
withdraws from prose, so semantic precision dissolves into the 
unfathomability of the identical, where at most bipolar tension can 
play. 


Sometimes the regressive circle clearly prevails: 


live with new people in his old life (RE 4) 
dark joy, and in them sad darkness (CO 56) 


Sometimes, however, the spiral of complication prevails, and the 
magma that rises rationally from the iterations is marked by 
expressions that underline the mixture: 


the old woman / digger; but, at the same time, the freshness (PS 400) 


I feel what a wrong 
— here in the quiet of the tombs — and together 


what reason in our restless fate (CG 94-96) 


Concluding on the subject of iteration, two identical terms can be 
repeated without the meaning requiring it; then this mobility of 
words in semantic immobility suggests a kind of magical autonomy 
of words. In the case of a conceptual complication, we resort to a 
tangle of identical words or pairs linked together by immemorial 


custom. It would seem that the exact term, the one that adapts to the 
meaning without further games, cannot be found precisely because 
it would mean abandoning this magical dualism, where everything 
is also its opposite. The third term is missing, the one that achieves 
mediation outside the circle. 

Now that we have seen with what regressions it is compromised, 
we can return to the desire for prose complication, which is 
sometimes expressed with a fury of clarifications and syntactic 
subtleties. One can notice, for example, a high frequency of 
concessives: see PI 105-106, CG 234, PS 215, TL 96, PV 91. A way of 
syntactic complication is also the use of double negation instead of 
affirmation; I am referring to expressions such as: not... that; 
nothing... that doesn't; nothing else... that: 


the moon, there is no other life than this (AP 10) 
the moon doesn't light you / what grayness (AP 23-24) 


Having finished the list of metrical-stylistic phenomena, I can try 
to draw some approximate conclusions. Prose forces poetry; logical 
discussion, the rhythm of rational discourse invade its structures. 
This is the language that constructs, that judges, that qualifies itself 
politically; but instead of extending into its own independent 
dimension, it comes into contact with another stylistic measure, 
which emerges as if humiliated and defeated. And precisely then, 
from this metric imperfection and unhappiness, dense nuclei of 
rhythmicity arise. From disintegration comes lyricism and from 
lyricism profound truth. Just as, in the network of reference traceable 
among the themes of the work, everything that is bloody, offended, 
wounded, obtains a certificate of dark vitality precisely from this 
laceration; while what is codified, regular, institutional, appears 
chalky and without any authenticity, squalidly fictitious. What 
happens here, with respect to metrics, is what Pasolini more 
generally states happens in contemporary literature with respect to 
style; that is, the entire work escapes and cannot tolerate an average 
level, while a sublime and a vulgar level contaminate each other, 
giving each other life and poetry. Abolition of the middle level 


which undoubtedly means identification of mediocrity with the 
bourgeoisie, and as such is certainly not Pasolini's alone; on an 
individual psychological level, however, we find a. stylistic 
correspondent in the non-choice that we have often seen operating, 
from adjectival redundancy to oxymorons, up to the repetition of 
opposites. But a longer and more convincing discussion on the 
correspondences between the thematic system and the stylistic 
system is something that should be done separately, with time and 
desire available. literary choice the same bipolarity that we have seen 
operating concretely in various stylistic phenomena. And, 
psychologically, this bipolarity has all the appearance of an 
unresolved and continually renewed desire for mother-son in an 
ageressive circle; the father's choice means killing, alienation, 
definitive loss of a part of himself. And it constitutes the impossible 
limit, the never verified hypothesis of Pasolini's thematic system. The 
orgiastic sexuality that generally replaces it, in which nothing is ever 
lost, 


Pasolini's hendecasyllable 
In «Paragone», n. 170, 1972. 


1. The exceptions are Recit, in double septenaries with rhyming couplets, and L'umile Italia, 
in novenary stanzas; I will also take examples from these two texts when we talk about 
metric-syntactic characteristics not strictly dependent on the measure of the verse. The 
abbreviations used are these: AP = The Apennines; CP = Popular song; PI = Picasso; CO = 
Rally; UI = Humble Italy; QF = Friulian managers; CG = Gramsci's ashes; D = Recit; PS = 
The cry of the digger; PV = A polemic in verse; TL = The Land of Work. 

2. If we take for example the decasyllable of the third and seventh, frequent in our text, we 
see that for the system it is a hendecasyllable of the fourth and octave castrated by the 
first syllable, and not the alkaic decasyllable of the Carduccian tradition. 

3. It is already used in Pascoli, where however it usually forms a "figure": 
serious to Mary, but not the black eyes: — I (Digitale Purpurea., III, 9) 

4, Compare in Pastures: 


a grim screech of a buzzard... silent (The calandra, III, 1) 


and the other villages, here and there, ready (L'angelus, 7) 

sky, and nothing else, the dark, full sky (II bolide, 46) 

where rhythmic devices are also used to hinder reading and make the final bisyllable 
stand out. 

5. For a Pascoli precedent, see: 
he launches it, stops it, while the wind blows (The weapons, 23) 

6. Here too the model is already Pascolian: 
and the golden wheels are thrown lightly on (The Last Journey, II, 2) 
come to this new source, on (The source of Castelvecchio, 5) 

7. “Come” at the end of the line seems unknown to Pascoli, but rather frequent in 
D'Annunzio. I don't know if it's accidental, but apart from an isolated and late example 
(Ora e semper, III, 2) all the other Pascoli examples must be looked for in the Convivials 
(Solon, 1; La cithara d'Achille, V 4; Sleep of Odysseus, V 4; The Last Journey, XIV, 41; The 
Poems of Psyche, I, 131-132). 

8. Compare with Pascoli's: 
of this one, ancient on the ancient cross (Now and forever, III, 8) 

9. Note the tenacity of the preposition repeated after the caesura of the seventh, already 
noted for the hendecasyllable; here we find it as it is, at the cost of a slight hiatus, and it is 
a novena verse. 

10. Another provision, apparently similar to this one, is instead entirely on the side of 
simplification: it is a pair of verses that we could schematize like this: 1/2 + 1/2 + 1: 
on the Capitoline Hill, on the new Apennines 
on the municipalities bleached by the Alps (CP 56-57) 
to the burning time, to the vain time 
to the cheerfully earthly time (UI 201-02) 

It is significant that only for this case and not for the other can a Pascoli model be found: 
full of whispers, full of whispers, 
full of the flutes of the blackcaps (The laurel, 5-6) 

11. About half of Pascoli's adjectival pairs are of these two types; Below, at the risk of 

boring, I will list some cases: 

O home of my people, unique and sad (The Day of the Dead, 7) 

they cry. The moist and pious pupil (The Day of the Dead, 25) 

hedge of my little field, useful and pious (The hedge, 1) 

in the evening, he said: the humble and grateful servant (The Hermit, III, 1) 

if they then huddled together, humble and prone (Between San Mauro and Savignano, 
44) 


that I cared for, that I defended, humble and good (The Day of the Dead, 136) 
a few clods in the damp, black field (Up there, 7) 

the silent and distant sky moves (Doleful Night, I) 

and from the silent and surprised earth (The Nightingale, III, 2) 
he had a silent and hermit smile (The harvest, III, 9) 

in its placid and safe nook (La vigila, II, 12) 

where you sleep peacefully and alone (L'aquilone, 57) 

reaches that placid and lonely world (The hearth, VII, 6) 

of her wedding, pale and dismayed (The seeds, II, 14) 

O dish pale and confused (Bellis perennis, 12) 

the great, for one pale and thin (The harvest, II, 2) 

no more than a pale and distant shadow (Dawn, 2) 

opened the shutters, small and far away (The dinner, III, 7) 

for my small and singing dinner (Colloquy, V, 6) 

the bee disdains you, small and regal (Acanthus Flower, 9) 
shouts, small and wild (In the fog, 5) 

12. Compare Pascolian: 
blue and grey, cloudy and serene (Contrast, 4) 

13. Note that alliteration is one of the most notable phenomena in compositions that use the 
regressive Friulian language: 
na greva viola viva a savariea vuei Vinars (Lengas dai frus di sera, in Poesie a Casarsa, 
POL, p. 58) 

14. In Pascoli these phonic games often have an onomatopoeic purpose; here, however, 
what counts is exclusively the phonic material as it is, which gathers together without 
any rational push, through a pure verbal dream. For example, these two lines from Ashes 
and Picasso were formed by an underground attraction of materials: 
you outlined the ideal that illuminates (CG 22) 
outline even in the light of an idea (PI 22) 

15. Here we can note another "help" of the institutional metrics that is exploited, the use of 
relatives after the main caesura, which makes the connection with the following verse 
elastic; the use of “dove” plus a bisyllable is frequent: 
rocket clearings, where he sleeps (CG 201) 

Equivalent is the use of “che” plus trisyllable: 
silent, it is the silent moon that lives you (AP 2) 
16. However, typical in Pascoli is a quadripartition which seems to unify the two main 


types of hendecasyllable, favoring a sixth accent between that of the fourth and that of 


the octave: 

the world, the man, the mouse, the spider are dead (The Negro of Saint-Pierre, VI, 8) 
transforms iron, linen, wood, wheat (Italy, XVI, 7) 

and saw the river, the sea, the mountain, the plain (Il Bordone, 13) 

17. Compare in Pastures: 
dark thing in the dark night (Day of the Dead, 166) 

18. Many of the following verses are irregular in rhythm, in different ways that should be 
analyzed one by one. But it would be useless work: in fact, if in Pascoli every rhythmic 
deformation has the meaning of semantic underlining (for which two lines such as: «that 
tedium of that sailing with mainsails» or «and Glauco shouted, tall, and called his 
mother» indicate the weakness of the journey and the torment of the cry), in the Ashes 
these deformations make sense as a whole. 

19. It often happens in Pascoli too: 
beautiful, yes, but his nest was more beautiful (The weapons, 55) 
that for life / something even more beautiful is thrown away 
of life (The mistletoe, III, 2-4) 

20. See again in Pascoli: 
damp and white, white yes, but reeds (And work, II, 5) 
you want the ground to be chopped, but not chopped / much (The laundry song, 8) 

21. Compare Pascoli here too: 

I saw / and no longer saw, at the same moment (In the fog, 20-21) 
you were and you were not, seed that had you (The angelus, II, 5) 

22. This is the least Pascoli-like area of the entire system, although naturally, due to the 
extreme banality of the phenomena taken in isolation, it would not be difficult to find 
Pascoli-like examples. In fact, if Pascoli's path appears very similar due to the regression 
from metricity to infantile rhythmicity, it does not seem that such an inevitable and 
fruitful relationship with prose exists in him. 

23. I cannot draw any conclusions on any moment of Pasolini's prose, not having done a 
detailed analysis. However, quickly reading the last pages of Ragazzi di vita, it seemed 
to me that considerations similar to those made here for Ceneri could be made; I believe 
that we should take as extremes on the one hand the "that" of Vergaian ancestry and the 
strangely long series of subordinate clauses with the gerund, on the other the expressions 
of clear Pascoli ancestry (shut up, svelte svelte, adagio adagio) and the series of verses 
barely masked by prose. Not only does the novel end with a hendecasyllable, but on the 
last page one can even find a dialectal composition in septenaries, complete with their 


not at all surprising hypermeter and concluded with a hendecasyllable: «Famiser bath, 


go / it was said aloud / I mean he's the main one, / that they can kill him / if he gets 
drunk, and they're deaf / I'm fucking sorry for them. / God forbid, if today / I had to stay 
without a brecola!». 


" 


24. Pasolini's "diversity" is actually the rejection of a deeper existential "difference": the 


paternal psychological choice. 


14 
It wasn't supposed to end like this — 2022 


The click took place in 2017, at the Botanical Garden of Palermo. I 
was presenting Burning Everything, my novel about a pedophile 
priest, and a lady had just finished expressing all her contempt to 
me. A boy approached me, with a much milder air, who suddenly 
changed the conversation: "but do you know," she said to me, "who 
was secretary of the DC in Syracuse in 1974?"; I didn't know it, but 
when he revealed to me that he was Graziano Verzotto it suddenly 
shed light on a question I had been asking myself for years: why the 
hell would Carlo, the protagonist of Petrolio, find someone capable 
of making public a truth that would change the destiny of ‘Italy, he's 
going to Syracuse. It was evidence internal to the text, more 
convincing for me than the many clues that had gradually 
accumulated as to the true motive for Pasolini's assassination. I 
believe that the two theses that have so far shared the interpretation 
of Petrolio embody a real uncertainty that Pasolini had not resolved 
at the time of his death. He really didn't know whether the novel 
would be a ferocious indictment against the Christian Democracy 
and the deviant Services or a testimony to the impossibility of 
knowing the truth about Power, with the result that consciences and 
pure souls are left with nothing but the self-exile and self-derision; I 
believe that in his life Pasolini never decided whether he was Zola or 
Rimbaud. Just as he did not know whether the paper monstrum that 
he was assembling in Chia would be a denunciation of the 
impossibility of writing novels or instead in the end it would become 
one of the many unfinished that dotted his path, perhaps with 
something desperately humorous. The photos of himself naked 
within the text would have sealed this fatal ambiguity. 


«A friend of mine, of dear and honored memory, told a curious 
scene, which he had been present in the house of a justice of the 
peace in Milan, that is to say many years ago. He had found him 
between two litigants, one of whom warmly pleaded his case; and 
when he had finished, the judge said to him: you are right. But, Mr. 
Judge, the other immediately said, you must hear me too, before 
deciding. It's too fair, replied the judge: just say it, I'll listen to you 
carefully. Then he began to assert his case with even more effort; and 
he succeeded so well that the judge said to him: you are right too. 
There was one of his seven or eight year old children nearby, who, 
playing slowly with I don't know what toy, had not stopped paying 
attention to the cross-examination; and at that point, raising a small 
astonished face, not without a certain amount of authority, he 
exclaimed: but dad! It cannot be that they are both right. You're right 
too, the judge told him." Carlo Dossi assumed that, behind the 
narrative screen of hearsay, this delightful episode belonged in its 
own right to Manzoni's autobiography, and I don't know why he is 
wrong. I too feel Manzoni-like, at this moment, in addressing the 
most substantial diatribe that has opened up in recent years on 
Petrolio, exemplified in the two antithetical positions of Carla 
Benedetti and Emanuele Trevi. 

Carla Benedetti maintains that Petrolio is a novel about power, or 
rather about Power, and that the other dimensions of the book (the 
visionary, the psychological, the anthropological, the formal) must 
be subordinated to the first assumption. Pasolini would use the 
Visions and the Fables to tell all about Power, even in the most 
collectively unconscious and less chronicled layers, in a project of 
parrhesia unknown to his literary contemporaries. Pasolini would 
renounce the "conventionality of literature" to rediscover the 
possibility of a text capable of "impacting the world". At the center of 
this novel on Power would be the figure of Eugenio Cefis, the very 
powerful president of ENI and then of Montedison. Benedetti's 
interpretation is supported by a personal memory of Paolo Volponi 
regarding Pasolini's unfinished novel: «Pier Paolo spoke of it as a 
political summa». In short, Petrolio would be a novel-truth (or even 
something more and something less than a novel, a civil 


intervention) «on the Italy of the double boom, development and 
bombs». It would be a continuation (extreme with other means) of 
the articles in the «Corriere della Sera» and the «novel of the 
massacres» — starting from the oldest, the one from which Amintore 
Fanfani in a speech in 1986 traced the season of terrorism in our 
country, i.e. the attack on Enrico Mattei and the in-flight explosion of 
his plane in '62. Precisely the hypothesis, given as a narrative 
certainty in Petrolio, that the instigator of the Mattei murder had 
been Cefis would have caused Pasolini's assassination at the Ostia 
seaplane base. 

Emanuele Trevi replies for his part that Pasolini, in Petrolio, 
proves to be "a very poor and very lazy investigator", so much so 
that he takes his political information from the newspapers and from 
a pamphlet against Cefis published in that period, but which in 
reality of Cefis "doesn't care at all." According to Trevi, the novel 
would be "the live chronicle of an initiation". The political plot 
would therefore remain on the surface, acting as an external pretext 
for a deeper psychological-aesthetic research, which involves the 
anthropological theme of the Eleusinian mysteries and the "second 
birth" (complete with mention of the hallucinogenic properties of the 
ciceon), the interchange between male and female, and ejaculation as 
a rite of passage. Pasolini's text would have understood itself "as a 
hot stain of sperm sprayed on the face of the world”. If it is true that 
Pasolini aspires to leave the confines of literature in this book, if 
anything he would do so in the direction of body art. Pasolini's 
mangled body in Ostia is, in this perspective, the ultimate outcome 
of Pasolini's sexual experiments; any "conspiracy" idea of an 
execution linked to the burning occult truths that the writer would 
have discovered and recklessly declared he wanted to reveal is 
rejected. 

They are both right. It is true, as Trevi says, that politics is only 
one of the levels on which the text is played, and perhaps not even 
the main one. Above all, one gets the impression (reading the 
incomplete manuscript and paying attention to the dates) that the 
obsession with the massacres and the plots of Power entered into the 
structuring of the novel rather late; if it is true that the interest in 


Francesco Forte (the socialist vice-president of the An important 
page is dated «Chia, August 1974» which, with a certainly 
questionable decision, was expunged by the editors of the Einaudi 
edition both from the novel and from the « Oil" of the Vieusseux 
Fund, thus making it unavailable for subsequent editions; on this 
page, fortunately preserved by Graziella Chiarcossi and which we 
reinstate, it is hypothesized that even the protagonist Carlo "helped 
the thoughts on the state attacks and on the necessary trial of the 
Christian Democrats ( parallel to but that of consumerist fascination 
and sexual obsession, understood as the opposition between 
possessing and being possessed.ENI), together with the idea of the 
protagonist Carlo Valletti as an example of him, suddenly arose in 
him in September '73 following the reading of an article in the 
«Corriere della Sera», it is also true that the “criminal” image of Cefis 
does not date back to August '74. Cefis in the murder of Mattei», 
then follows Cefis to Montedison and again after takes part in the 
elimination of Cefis himself, the second assassination which should 
take place «during Fanfani's funeral». Still very confusing and 
extreme dystopian idea, which required some time for further 
elaboration. This is demonstrated by the comparison between the 
manuscript and a provisional photocopy that Pasolini had made on 
15 September 1974; in this photocopy all the parts of the text taken 
from Giorgio Steimetz's pamphlet entitled This is Cefis are missing, 
as is the protagonist's trip to Syracuse (a trip, as we will see, closely 
linked to the "Mattei case"). Dated 20 September 1974 is a letter from 
Elvio Fachinelli, director of the magazine «L'erba massimo», in 
which he says that he sent Pasolini, together with Steimetz's 
pamphlet, also a conference by Cefis (to the Vieusseux Fund, among 
the “ materials" of Petrolio, there are three conferences by Cefis: two 
of these, which we publish in the appendix following an indication 
from Pasolini himself, were however already known to him when he 
drew up the "note to be destroyed").Petrolio in the Scritti corsari and 
in the Lutheran Letters) are all after November '74. In short, it is only 
in the last of the approximately four years in which he worked on 
the book that this theme becomes decisive: first the socially engaged 
area of the text seems rather to turn to a criticism of consumerist 


homologation and anthropological mutation. The denunciation of 
the collusion between the political class and deviant secret services 
was not present at the beginning and perhaps would have been 
greatly diluted in the end, where Pasolini rather insists on the 
uselessness of History which "no longer explains anything" and on 
the wisdom of "laughing at everything ». The gaps in the text do not 
allow us to reach certain conclusions, but what little remains seems 
to go in the direction of civil disenchantment and the desire that 
God, at the end of a cosmic cycle, takes back "everything that he 
created". Paying attention to the brute length of the fully realized 
parts, it must be recognized that eighty percent of them do not 
concern the theme of political plots, which have produced schemes 
and projects more than anything else, 

But Benedetti is right when she maintains that Petrolio is probably 
the cause of Pasolini's assassination, and that the trap of the stolen 
"pizzas" of Salo or the 120 days of Sodom was set off to prevent him 
from saying that Cefis was the instigator of the 'attack on Mattei. If 
someone went so far as to kill, it means that he had learned of 
Pasolini's project and was frightened by it: he truly believed that one 
of the most listened to Italian intellectuals, an inexhaustible trigger 
of controversy, would have written clearly in one of his novels that 
the murder of Mattei had been wanted and organized by Cefis, with 
the support of the Sicilian mafia. Mauro De Mauro, the journalist of 
the «Ora» of Palermo, had been kidnapped and killed five years 
earlier for the same reasons. What could the mafiosi know about the 
complex interpretations, the anthropological references to "liberating 
laughter", the repressed misogyny and the unresolved conflict with 
the father? How could they imagine a result like the one that 
Pasolini would probably have delivered to the press, a narrative 
edifice so difficult and hermetic that it would have been destined for 
an elitist reading? It's terrible to say, but Petrolio cost its author his 
life due to a cursed mix of indiscretions, ignorance and 
misunderstanding; against the popular belief of those who claim that 
Pasolini was killed by the discredit that had been created around 
him, by the mud machine that had affected him for years, it must be 
admitted that the assassins had instead overestimated his influence 


and the intelligence of the masses. (If anything, the mud machine 
served as an excuse, as a useful excipient for misdirection.) 


+ 


From the photocopy of 15 September 1974, as I said, Note 3d 
(postponed Preface — IV) is absent. It is a journey that the protagonist 
undertakes in May 1960, from Parioli to Syracuse. The journey is 
described in lyrical detail: it lasts a day and a night, first by bus then 
by tram and finally by train — there is no toponymic reference 
(except the name of the city of arrival) but the crossing of Rome, then 
the Agro Romano and Naples, and the ferry of Villa San Giovanni, 
up to the square where there is "an old fountain, with some papyrus 
in the middle", that is, the Fonte Aretusa. It is a piece of artistic 
prose, like the ones Pasolini loved to launch into from time to time. 
The narrative opportunity is very slim: the protagonist Carlo needs 
to tell «a secret [...] of enormous public value», a secret «that we 
could well call historical», to a writer (described in such a way that 
we cannot help but think of Elsa Morante); he first goes from Parioli 
to Elsa's house, but there the maid tells him that the writer is actually 
in Syracuse. And he adds the name of the hotel, distorting it because 
it is an "exotic name". Instead of waiting for Elsa to return to Rome, 
Carlo decides to go there, so great is his desire to immediately 
entrust her with that "dangerous and revealing” secret that she alone 
would know how to use "having put herself in the position of 
essentially having nothing to lose ». He meets her in the hotel but the 
writer is busy cuddling a poor child who she finds beautiful, so she 
refuses to listen, as she will do in subsequent years. 

In the years to come, the writer will move to La Morante, a 
literary stand-in for her: it is EUR, next to the Basilica of Saints Peter 
and Paul ("a sort of false Saint Peter's all white"), on the edge that 
dominates the Magliana from afar . In short, it is as if Morante went 
to live in Via Eufrate, where Pasolini lived instead. Not only that: the 
hotel in Syracuse where the writer is fictionally imagined staying in 
May '60, the one with the exotic name in front of the Fonte Aretusa, 
can only be the Hotel des Etrangers - and it just so happens that right 


there, right in May ' 60, had hosted Pasolini on the occasion of the 
theatrical premiere of the Oresteia which he translated for 
Gassman.he who goes to Syracuse, not in search of someone on 
whom to unload the public and dangerous secret, but in search of 
someone who could confirm this secret for him. More than artistic 
prose or an anthology piece. In 1974, the secretary of the Christian 
Democracy in Syracuse (as well as president of the Sicilian Mining 
Authority) was Graziano Verzotto. 

Graziano Verzotto (Venetian but transplanted to Sicily since '47, 
first in Catania then in Syracuse in '55) has a leading role in the third 
investigation into the "Mattei case" conducted by the magistrate 
Vincenzo Calia and concluded in 2003 with a request for dismissal 
due to lack of evidence. He had insufficient evidence to legally 
charge anyone, but sufficient evidence to convince Calia that the 
Morane-Saulnier fall in Bascape was not due to an accident. 
Verzotto, we were saying. In 1961 he directed Eni's public relations 
office in Sicily; current Christian Democrat Rumor, a friend of 
Fanfanian Cefis at the beginning, it was he who reinvited Mattei to 
Sicily in that fateful October '62, just two weeks after a previous visit. 
He met Mattei on the eve of the attack and in the evening he traveled 
with Irnerio Bertuzzi (the pilot, also a future victim) from Gela to 
Catania on the Morane-Saulnier which was allegedly sabotaged 
during the night. On the morning of the attack he accompanied 
Bertuzzi by car to the Fontanarossa airport from which Mattei was 
leaving. In '67 Verzotto was appointed president of the Sicilian 
Mining Authority and from that moment on disagreements with 
Cefis began, due to a planned methane pipeline from Algeria. It 
seems that it was Cefis himself (who in the meantime had become 
increasingly powerful: "almoner of Italy", owner of many 
newspapers, founder of P2) who distanced him from the mining 
body; thus the war between them begins. Starting in 1970, Verzotto 
attacked Cefis through the Roma Informazione news agency, linked 
to the Milano Informazione news agency which he published in 
1972. Questo e Cefis, the Steimetz pamphlet that Pasolini received 
from Fachinelli. 


In 1970 Mauro De Mauro, busy with the screenplay of Francesco 
Rosi's Case Mattei, obtained a meeting with Verzotto; in the evening, 
his wife asks him: "So, how did it go with DC?" and De Mauro 
replies: «I learned something that will make Italy tremble». De 
Mauro's script disappeared with him and was never used by Rosi; in 
the film the ending is open, while it is probable that the "thing" told 
by Verzotto to De Mauro was the same as the one he told Calia years 
later: that is, that in the attack on Mattei both the lead and the of the 
"seven sisters" than the North African one (revenge of the OAS for 
Mattei's support for Algerian independence, or preventing Mattei 
from concluding an exclusive agreement for Libyan oil), to focus 
instead on the "cui prodest?". After Mattei's death, Cefis became 
vice-president (but de facto plenipotentiary) of Eni, and then became 
president in '67. Italian lead therefore, not (or not only) international: 
Cefis instigated the attack with the help of Vito Guarrasi, a Sicilian 
lobbyist with connections to the mafia. In mid-February '75 Verzotto 
was accused of embezzlement and private interest in official 
documents, while a couple of weeks earlier he had been the subject 
of a mysterious kidnapping attempt; the two things pushed him to 
flee and take refuge in Lebanon. In June 1975, an article in the 
«Corriere della Sera» stated that Verzotto is afraid in Lebanon, and in 
the body of the article it was revealed that one of those involved in 
the attempted (perhaps simulated) kidnapping, as well as Verzotto's 
private secretary, was called Alessandro Troja . Troya is the fictitious 
name that Pasolini in Petrolio attributes to the empirical referent 
Cefis, and perhaps this onomastic quasi-identity is not just a 
coincidence. Perhaps there was never (between October '74 and 
January '75) a trip by Pasolini to Syracuse to speak with Verzotto, but 
the interest in that ambiguous Christian Democrat and keeper of 
secrets certainly was there, and the postponed Preface of Note 3d is 
testimony to this. 


Starting from October '74, however, after Fachinelli sent him the 
pamphlet, what Paolo Morando in a recent book calls Pasolini's 
"Cefisian obsession” begins: the "plots of Power" occupy his 
thoughts, they arrive like a wave that disrupts the still nebulous 


design of the book. In the notes marked in pen on the typescript, the 
name of Cefis appears explicitly (alternating with his literary 
nickname); the idea of two «political blocs» appears: in the first, set 
in the years around 1968, the Mattei crime should have entered 
«chronologically forward», with the most compromising sentence of 
all («Troya (!) is about to be made president of the second, the theme 
of attacks and coup attempts should have been developed, with the 
intuition of one of them. The planned novel is intertwined with the 
contemporary interventions in the «Corriere della Sera»; it is not for 
nothing that the famous article with the The anaphora «I know» he 
titles it. He is so convinced and enthusiastic about this new level that 
he talks about it to his friends: to Laura Betti (who worries about it 
and says around «he is writing a book on Cefis»), to Dario Bellezza 
(a which he mentions of a «Christian Democrat big shot» on whom 
«important documents» would have arrived to him), and as we have 
seen with Paolo Volponi. Arbasino, when he later reads the book, 
will be amazed at the reckless amateurism ("as if the undersigned 
were going for a few days in Paris, and in conversation with some 
friend from Lipp proposed to do the Balzac of the Quai d'Orsay"). 
The anxiety of connecting the Mattei crime to the massacres pushes 
him to move the crime itself back and forth in chronology. Mario 
Reali, Montedison's representative in Moscow, told of a meeting at 
the beginning of '75, in which Pasolini "wanted to know what the 
Russians thought of Mattei's death" and begged him to give him 
some photos of Cefis. He wrote to the far-right publisher Giovanni 
Ventura, who was in prison at the time for subversive association, 
asking him if he knew anything about the massacres (and obviously 
Ventura immediately tried to exploit him by giving him news slowly 
but boasting about the new contact). In that period Pasolini 
proposed several times (according to a testimony from Graziella 
Chiarcossi, the young relative who lived with him and his mother) 
to go and talk to Giulio Andreotti; but in fact, unfortunately, he talks 
about it with the Roman kids he frequented and with the Catania 
kids who are not impervious to mafia subservience. 
Unconsciousness that betrayed him.ENI: and this implies the 
suppression of his predecessor"); double appearance: first fascist and 


then anti-fascist (and Carlo's participation in both); Pasolini imagines 
inserting Cefis' true speeches into the book, dividing it up "in a 
perfectly symmetrical way". The novel of the massacres. 

Over the years, inconsistencies, overly strange coincidences, 
shadows of misdirection, new developments that have occurred 
with the aid of more sophisticated instruments have accumulated 
over the years regarding Pasolini's murder; to the point of making it 
necessary to reopen the investigations, which were then too hastily 
concluded with dismissal. Pino Pelosi was not alone that evening at 
the Ostia seaplane base, traces of Pino Pelosi being heard that 
evening calling someone about the stolen "pizzas" of DNA on the 
exhibits confirm this; there was a car with Catania license plate and a 
third car almost identical to Pasolini's, plus at least one motorbike; 
during the scuffle words were uttered in Sicilian dialect; the car, 
almost identical to Pasolini's, was taken the following day to a body 
shop, stained with blood and with a blow to the side; Salo, about 
twenty days earlier the EUR telephone switchboard had been put 
out of action by an attack, and Pasolini had received from Sip a 
"flying number" that was very easy to intercept; at the Biondo Tevere 
restaurant Pasolini had dinner with a boy who wasn't Pelosi; 
Olimpio Mazzocchi (nephew of the fisherman who had heard 
everything from his shack that night), after having declared that he 
wanted to report in the new trial, even de facto, what his uncle 
(deceased in the meantime) had always told him, died in an accident 
by car in 2010 and the driver of the car, who remained unharmed, 
was Pino Pelosi. Pasolini, on the night between 1st and 2nd 
November 1975, was the victim of an execution. Too many people 
involved, the dynamics too cumbersome and complex, the trail of 
protections and alarms too insistent to think that it was only a 
"punishment" on the part of the pimps of Piazza dei Cinquecento, or 
the desire to silence an intellectual accusing the DC leadership. 
Saying that Pasolini was "uncomfortable" is a banal generalization, 
as revealed by the stereotyping of the adjective. The belief (on the 
part of the president of Montedison and the Sicilian mafiosi) that he 
was writing "a book on Cefis" brings us back to a precise motive, 
already hypothetical in the De Mauro case and in another case which 


has been talked about much less, that is, the discovery in '69, at the 
Hotel Diana in Milan, of the body of Salvatore Palazzolo, a freelance 
journalist who had said around that he had uncovered "hot truths" 
about the Mattei case. 


But (like Pasolini's father), willing to do anything to make a career; 
raised in a left-wing Catholic environment, he becomes an 
accomplice to a right-wing crime (no longer the killing of Mattei 
moved backwards, but an unspecified "bloody event"); then, 
repentant of that bloody undertaking and following the new course 
of Italian politics (1968 passed in between), he draws closer to the 
anti-fascist left which, however, in the meantime has become true 
consumerist fascism. Carlo, now close to the top of Eni, adapts to the 
situation by adopting ambiguous and oxymoronic language; he tries 
to float but in the end, disappointed, he withdraws from politics and 
the world. He is a character incapable of strong passions, 
«lukewarm» in the words of Petrolio is not a book about Cefis. 
Treacherously reducing the plot to the bare bones, it is the story 
followed for thirteen years, from '60 to '73, of a bourgeois called 
CarloApocalisse; a character who is repugnant to his own author. 
But at the same time he resembles the author in at least one 
characteristic, which is that of permanent contradiction and 
psychological split: from the beginning Carlo splits into two 
characters, Carlo Primo and Carlo Secondo: the first entirely intent 
on public success, the second dedicated to the most perverse and 
unruly sexuality. Both, at different times, are transformed from 
males into females, then from females back into males. They 
undertake initiatory journeys, both eventually abandon their 
passions for "holiness", finally returning to being one (but not 
definitively). Their (his) withdrawal from the world coincides with a 
historical cataclysm (explosion of a nuclear device?) but also a 
cosmic one - resolved by a "miraculous event" which is a gigantic 
laugh. All interpolated by stories extraneous to the plot, of a 
symbolic or darkly allegorical nature (the "unlimited narration" that 


had struck Pasolini in his recent reading of the Arabian Nights). That 
Cefis (or Troya) had to eliminate his predecessor to gain command is 
but one of the cogs in the narrative device, a "realistic" version of the 
ritual killing of the king as told in James Frazer's Golden Bough and 
in Corpo of love by Norman O. Brown (also reduplicated by the 
hypothesized killing of Cefis himself in the "note to be destroyed"). 

If we want to understand something more about such a chaotic 
text, and still so unclear to whoever was writing it, all that remains is 
to tackle one by one the elements and layers from which it is 
composed, starting with the most sensational one: the split of the 
protagonist in two Carli, Carlo di Polis and Carlo di Tetis. Referring 
to the centuries-old theme of the Double, Pasolini refers to two 
progenitors: Stevenson's Jekyll/Hyde and Cervantes' 
Quixote/Sancho. So on one side I publish from the body of the other. 
At the end of the book, when Uno seems to have returned, a 
mysterious and never before named Cornelio materializes from 
Carlo's dreams and acquires a hidden body.vs, on the other master 
vs servant. But in Petrolio things are immediately more complicated: 
according to Stevenson's example, Carlo di Polis should be the good 
guy and Tetis the bad guy, but Pasolini almost always maintains that 
Tetis is instead the good guy, the meek one, and Polis the cynical 
careerist. Not only that: Polis, as his name suggests, should be the 
politician and the other the sexually obsessed, but during the course 
of the text it happens that the two exchange roles: Polis goes looking 
for sex in the murky places of the city and Tetis he makes the journey 
to Syracuse to deliver the secret "of enormous public value"; in Note 
17 it is Polis and not Tetis who has diabolical traits. Likewise, it is 
true that Tetis is economically dependent on Polis, but it is also true 
that he is the one who is intimately secure while the other appears 
perpetually uncertain and servile. Each of the two feels liberated 
when the other is not there, but if one leaves the other searches for 
him: I am not a man simply cut in two, like Calvino's halved 
viscount, but one is born like a fetus 

The doubling is the structural key of the text: there are two phases 
of the massacres, two planet Earths imagined in the story of a cosmic 
flight; the sex scene with twenty boys had to be replicated for each of 


the two Carlis, two had to be Carlo's heterosexual "great loves" 
(never written), two trips to the East (with a third mystical trip 
added at the last minute), twice the double sex change had to take 
place. Three is inserted as a utopian number of perfection and as an 
aspiration, a reminder of an impossible dialectical unity. When the 
split initially occurs, there is a third Carlo who watches in 
astonishment the quarrel between Angelo and Diavolo for 
possession of his soul, and it is from their compromise that the split 
originates. In any case it is a Freudian distinction between two places 
of the psyche, between the Ego and the Id; and it is obvious what the 
text itself (in the double Note 42) recognizes: «This poem is not a 
poem about dissociation [...] on the contrary, this poem is the poem 
of the obsession of identity and, at the same time, of its shattering» . 
Shortly before, in Note 40, Pasolini comes up with a curious 
formulation: «the division of Carlo's ego in two actually establishes 
every time the relationship between a half ego and a whole id». The 
missing half-ego is obviously caused by the split, but it is also the 
reflection in the author of the defective consciousness of Carlo di 
Polis; Carlo is a character who is missing twenty-five percent of an 
entire psyche, and I don't think I'm forcing the text if I say that the 
missing twenty-five percent should be made up for by the author 
himself, incapable of objectifying himself in the text (abandoning it 
to its internal coherence ) and continually attempted to throw his 
empirical person onto the table. At the bottom of the split between 
the two Carlis is Pasolini's discomfort in accepting himself as 
bourgeois: integration and rebellion struggle within him in a 
thesis/antithesis that can never be overcome in a synthesis. 

From which « With an astonishing acrobatics, Pasolini denies the 
Father through an obsolete male chauvinist cliché. For Pasolini, 
Power remains an obscure object, which one does not dare and does 
not want to know; for this reason the places of political power are 
told in a stereotyped and deliberately approximate way (through 
blatant plagiarism); not Parliament, not a meeting of currents or 
gangs, not the Board of Directors of a large company or the 
headquarters of a newspaper, or a telephone wiretap: always and 
only the traditional "dinner" or "reception" commercialism. Oil is the 


Superego is absent, both in its aspect of moral authority and in that 
of authority; the Superego should be the Father, but the father is 
mocked and disintegrated in Carlo — many fathers (or masters) 
appear in the stories, but always weak and ineffective. The true 
hated father is Power, which is never introjected and admitted as a 
psychic component: Pasolini is lulled into the lie of Mandelstami's 
exergue: «With the world of power I have had nothing but childish 
ties». The attraction he feels for Power is theatricalized in sexual 
attraction for fascists, then it is declined as a sense of guilt and 
masochism. Rebecca West rightly writes, Petrolio removes the 
woman who reads it." Pasolini's misogyny relies on a couple of 
sentences read in Ferenczi's Thalassa ("the passive role of genitality 
falls on the woman"; "in coitus, the woman is the losing party") to 
transform one's masochistic hatred towards Power into desire of the 
passive role on the sexual level and (consequently, from his point of 
view) in the feminization of the male. Many, reading the beautiful 
pages on the "Casilina meadow", have interpreted them as a litany of 
passive homosexual sex, without noticing that Carlo di Tetis had 
transformed into a woman shortly before and therefore the episode 
should be read as an outburst of nymphomania. The confusion is 
legitimate, and legitimized by Pasolini's writing itself: all the 
behavior of the boys (who are actually nine and not twenty) is that of 
someone who goes with a fagot, so much so that they allude in 
quotation marks to mercenary "fucking". ; the scene on the 
montarozzi is the same one that Pasolini must have experienced 
many times in reality. Of course, in the text we talk about "breasts", 
"cleft", "immersing the sex so deeply in the woman's womb", but the 
adjectives are always masculine, the boys say "well done" to Carlo 
when he does his job well fellator work. Carlo's pleasure is not what 
an (unlikely) woman might experience, but that of a male who 
enjoys being treated like a woman. The same happens in the 
relationship between Carlo di Polis and the Sicilian Carmelo in Note 
62; there too, according to the letter, Carlo had previously 
transformed into a woman; but the search for the place, the stingy 
dialogue between the two, the behavior of both, everything 
unequivocally evokes a homosexual scene - at a certain point it is 


said that Carlo mimes, "without wanting to, a woman" and further 
on Carmelo asks him " if sometimes he could bring a girl with him, 
that he would satisfy her first and then him" (RR IL, p. 2519). Perhaps 
by rewriting Pasolini he would have corrected the oversight (or 
perhaps, indeed, he would have maintained the fatal ambiguity); 
however, the symptom leaves no room for doubt. Carlo's double 
transformation into a woman is actually a vindication of the passive 
homosexual role, and the justification is impeccable for neurotic 
logic: since all the evil in the world is summed up in Possession, the 
passive sexual role, being the denial of possession, is the furthest 
thing from evil that exists and therefore is Good. 


+ 


We all have the problem of channeling our intelligence and creativity 
towards what appears most productive to us, and instead limiting 
them where they can hurt us. Pasolini had understood for quite 
some time that he was more at ease with the Absolute and the 
Sacred than with the historicity of institutions, even if his powerful 
intuitions on anthropological mutation and cultural homologation 
had led him to relate the state of society with its minimum 
requirements for psychological and sexual freedom. The new 
consumerism had murdered the bodies and psyches of the children 
who for him were the reason for living; and now the massacres and 
plots of the secret services brought everywhere a ferocious and 
useless death, because the boys had already been killed in another 
way. This new novel, which was swelling inside him, had thickened 
all these threads into an inextricable tangle from which it was 
necessary to escape with a wing stroke - but where to find the 
impetus if not by drawing on the old reserves of the Absolute and 
the Sacred, that they had never betrayed him because they were at 
the basis of profound desire, that is, of what in other times he had 
defined as his own "desperate vitality"? To touch the Absolute one 
must "lose" oneself in the Form: but Pasolini, who had known and 
accepted this loss of self as a poet, is not (mysteriously) able to 
accept it as a narrator - it is not for nothing that he thinks of this 


disproportionate text in progress (over two thousand pages, he 
boasts exaggerating) as a "poem in the form of a novel". 

So Pasolini tries to lead his Carlo to "holiness", both by having 
him enter a clinic to be castrated, and by making him so engrossed in 
his career that he dedicates himself to it with the fervor of a monk. 
But that's not all, Carlo is lukewarm and easy to backfire. The true 
sanctity that Pasolini thinks of is Sandro Penna's "sanctity of 
nothingness", that is, Poetry. Petrolio's most stylistically poetic 
passages are the descriptions of nature, certain poignant glimpses of 
spring meadows, flowers, moonlight, starry skies; or even certain 
meticulous, fascinating images of urban squalor; in those fragments 
the text finds the opportunity to breathe, the nostalgia for Unity - it 
finds the confirmation that History is not the only dimension of 
existence, and that indeed only the conjunction with the prenatal 
Whole can compensate for the wounds of History. Yet it is still not 
enough: Petrolio is a "poem", but it is a narrative poem and therefore 
the relationship with the lyrical vastness must be justified 
narratively. He is helped in this difficult passage by resorting to 
what he learned to call "religious anthropology" from a book by 
Alfonso Di Nola. In Di Nola's book, and also in those of 
Mandelbaum, Roheim, Ferenczi, Frazer, Norman O. Brown, 
civilizations and rites are shown to be absolutely foreign (prior or 
exotic) to the Western civilization whose decay he is painfully 
witnessing. There an "initiation" was still possible, that is, a mythical 
harmonization with natural rhythms. What has so far appeared to 
him as an unbearable dehumanizing mutation, a crazy and self- 
destructive drift of neo-capitalism capable of eliminating every trace 
of the sacred from the world, is beginning to present itself as a 
"cosmic crisis" which can perhaps be the prelude to a new, unknown 
order. The novel which has at its realistic center a repugnant 
careerist, and at its militant center coup attempts and massacres, can 
also be read as a work of wisdom. 

In many areas of the text Pasolini is at pains to declare that his 
intent is to create a form and not «a story that is explained through 
concordances, more or less “key”, with the very dangerous reality»; 
that time in his book is reversible, that "real facts" can be "dreams, or 


conjectures". In Note 37 he states that the "something written" that he 
has in mind challenges and seeks incomprehensibility with parts of 
the text even in Greek (later, in Japanese). In the same note he speaks 
of «materials. One gets the impression that Pasolini wants to exorcise 
the excessive politics in which the book stumbled; in short, what a 
fear of crushing the novel onto an overly traditional dimension of 
realism. He is helped in this by the use of allegory ("medieval" or 
"baroque"): in a passage, later deleted, of Note 33 he writes «often 
those who are very human can decide to be illegible [...] even to the 
point of set the last Canti del Purgatorio as a model, that is, to the 
limit of the heaviest, most pedantic, monstrous allegorical nature" 
(In the dissonant symphony of these voices, the true discovery "as a 
citizen" that Pasolini seems to make at the end of the book is that of 
™ nothing "social"; in a note on Note 84, where he talks about 
mocking reality by accepting it only as a game, he writes that "the 
author's inspiration for this novel came from an experience of this 
kind". (RR I, p. 1243. The italics are mine) used for the formal 
construction; and the "materials" are none other than the graph with 
the various Cefis companies, which he jotted down in a diagram 
under the little title Lampi sull'Eni. PE, p. 161), and a few lines above 
he claimed his inability to mask feelings. As Dante himself did at the 
height of Purgatory, allegory escapes intellectual abstraction to 
become the privileged way of expressing atrocious private pain. If it 
is to be a work of wisdom, the journalistic account of the facts must 
only be a pretext, a springboard, for very otherwise decisive truths. 
For this reason (in addition to the obvious reference to Benjamin) he 
mobilizes all the variety of readings he is doing: the contemporary 
reviews he writes in «Tempo» (collected posthumously in 
Descriptions of descriptions) offer him a panorama that goes from 
Huysmans to Coomaraswamy, from an essay on Chinese religion to 
a Russian mystic, from Canetti to Eliade, as well as the classics of 
world literature. 

The myth tells that Demeter, desperate for the loss of her 
daughter Persephone, wandered throughout the earth until she 
arrived in Eleusis, where she asked for a temple to be built for her. 
However, she continued to refuse food and drink, until an old 


woman called Baubo lifted her dress, showing her sexual organ and 
making the goddess laugh at her; then Demeter agreed to drink 
ciceone, an infusion with psychedelic properties obtained from 
ergot, and she was reconciled with her life. Of the entire complex 
plot of the Eleusinian mysteries, Pasolini focused precisely on the 
obscene rite of lifting one's robes (or Carlo's story spirals in on itself: 
the phases of his bourgeois rise are lost in the drift of a bourgeoisie 
incapable of managing its own same victory; his desire for spiritual 
asceticism is unrealistic; his sexual obsessions, which the old Pasolini 
read from a Freudian perspective, evaporate in the face of mystical 
androgyny, in front of the gastrocephalic image of a completely 
pussy woman that he holds in his hand, as if was a stick, a gigantic 
virile member. The idea of narrative tension is extinguished in favor 
of the ribald temptation to make everything end "in piscem" (which 
is also, and here psychoanalysis returns, the phylogenetic regression 
to the aquatic animal, and ontogenetic to the amniotic fluid); 
laughter, says Kant, is an affection that originates from the sudden 
transformation of a tense expectation into nothingness; in the last 
pages, it seems that Pasolini is anxious to get rid of his protagonist, 
who has now’ become a _ cumbersome and _ superfluous 
presence.anasyrma) and on rice as a liberating element. He had read 
in Di Nola that this apotropaic function of rice also existed in other 
myths belonging to different times and places, from Japan to ancient 
Mesopotamia; but above all this segment of the myth was perfectly 
suited (and transported it into an ultra-historical dimension) with its 
disdainful rejection of the political and social situation. He wanted to 
feel like the deus otiosus he had read about in Eliade, a "playful God 
who doesn't care about the world"; except that that world, unlike the 
idle god, caused him violent and intolerable anguish. «I don't feel 
like playing anymore», he writes to Moravia, proposing Petrolio to 
him. That still shapeless novel wanted to be at the same time a 
summation of what he thought about the world and a liberation 
from the world itself. Death and rebirth, as in the Eleusinian 
initiation, but without remotely possessing the discipline necessary 
for a true mystical initiation. 


The Pasolini who on the evening of November Ist 1975 sets out for 
the fatal appointment is a desperate man but full of projects: in 
addition to (Presenting as "publisher" the unfinished project of Salo, 
of which he hopes to find the color reels right and some otherwise 
unrecoverable sequences, he is planning a film with Eduardo De 
Filippo (the initiatory journey of a Wizard King accompanied by his 
servant), the revival of an old screenplay about Saint Paul (the story 
of a neurosis that ends in religious enthusiasm ), a much more 
complex theatrical work than the previous ones (on Jan Palach and 
the repression in Czechoslovakia), but above all a cycle of poems in 
which, after the liquidation of Trasumanar and the renunciation of 
the New Youth, he would be reconnected in a surprising way with 
hermeticism. And then that novel that seems to want to extend to 
infinity because he doesn't know how to close it. In the letter to 
Moravia he candidly admits that he finds the protagonist Carlo 
"repugnant", and that he would find it difficult to stay with him for a 
long time (so he had answered years earlier to those who asked him 
why he took his underclass actors from the streets but entrusted the 
bourgeois parts only to professional actors). In Petrolio's last Note, 
133, we find Carlo taking refuge in «a villa in the form of a small 
hermitage» in the Canavese area (on the banks of an unlikely Adda) 
(RR IL, p. 1816) where he has retired in meditation; how can we not 
think of the Chia tower, where Pasolini had retired in 1970? The 
handwritten notes following the last Note mention a "descent into 
hell" by Carlo himself, and a "twist" that we will never know. The 
conclusion of the "political blockade" occurred many pages earlier, in 
Note 103 entitled History of the massacres; it is significant that it is 
not Carlo who discovers (but does not reveal to the reader) the 
"truth" about Power's plots but an anonymous narrator during a 
daring adventure in Nepal (one who, like Elsa Morante at the 
beginning, «has not nothing to loose"). This secondary narrator 
meets a mafia affiliate who before dying entrusts to his little Nagra, 
with names and surnames, «a short period of recent Italian history 
(exactly six years)», that is, those between '68 and '74. The dying man 


is the last in a series of witnesses who were silenced with murder, 
and he too is about to become a "beaten man". Divine Mimesis, 
Pasolini had written that the alleged "true author" of the text was 
body was found, "killed with sticks".) 

As I have already said, one of the most disturbing characteristics 
of the book is that Pasolini tends to insert his own empirical 
existence as an integral element of the text; a part of Carlo's ego 
coincides with Pier Paolo, but Pasolini finds it difficult to live with 
Carlo. Pier Paolo both wants and does not want to write the book he 
is writing, he lives its genesis and would demand a transformation 
of himself that is impossible for him. The anxious perception of the 
"social nothingness" projects one's own private sexuality, which has 
now become perverse, into sociological and political desperation: the 
two paths of the two Carlis come together in a single confusion. The 
ending of Petrolio can be read as a nihilistic counterpoint to the 
requests for the "trial of the DC" that Pasolini himself invoked in the 
editorials of the "Corriere della Sera". What in dismissing the 
fragments of the Divine Mimesis, written almost ten years earlier, 
seemed only a witty gimmick (the "beatings" had been delivered in 
'63 in Palermo, that is, they were the literary ones of the neo-avant- 
garde) here becomes a profound need: he will write the book, but it 
will be the book of a dead man. 

From the first conception of the work, he had thought of it as "the 
critical edition of an unpublished text", of which the writer Pasolini 
would only be the editor. This aspect should have appeared evident 
in a "second draft" that she never wrote, and for which she had 
asked for technical information from Aurelio Roncaglia, the great 
novel philologist in whose university department Graziella 
Chiarcossi worked. The assassination on the Ostia beach has given 
this fiction an unpredictable and tragic irony: the project has become 
the wreck of a future that could not be realized, and for today's 
readers it is surrounded by a kind of charm of ruins. 

Behind an apparent (and here and there substantial, due to the 
incompleteness) sloppiness, the form of the novel is very well 
thought out and troubled: Pasolini pushes experimentalism to the 
extreme, implements a deviation from the norm that has nothing to 


envy to the hated neo-avant-gardists, indeed he surpasses them on 
their own ground. I have already mentioned the indistinction 
between reality and dream, the insertion of stories in the text 
(between Cervantes and Scheherazade) or passages in Greek and 
Japanese characters, the bizarreness of a novel that has ellipsis 
instead of the beginning but in compensation shows off seven 
prefaces, moreover "postponed". Now I add the extreme variety of 
stylistic registers, from the lyrical to the essayistic and the 
journalistic-like, from the interview in verse to Dante's "vision". 
There are notes with repeated or misplaced numbers (not necessarily 
due to oversight); in Note 43 (double) there is talk of a subtitle, the 
digressions are so numerous that they almost constitute the skeleton 
of the text and there is no real ending. What in Sterne was comic 
wisdom, Pasolini would like to transform into civil indignation and 
autobiographical denudation. But what Shklovsky preaches about 
Sterne certainly applies to him too: «the highlighting of form 
through its destruction constitutes the content of the novel». The 
non-style of the book is conceived as the refusal of a style, therefore 
the disorder, the contempt for linearity, even the syntactical 
sloppiness become homologous to the refusal of possession in sexual 
terms, and a chapter of the more general opposition to Power. The 
apparently rejected coherence is recovered at a deeper level; far from 
being an escape from literature, Pasolini aspires to an _ultra- 
literature. Just as on other occasions he had dreamed of re- 
establishing theatre, or cinema, or dialect poetry, or even painting 
and music from the roots, so now he dreams of re-establishing (due 
to impotence) the novel. Mystery and Project, which in the 
manuscript does not figure; the presence of photos, diagrams, 
newspaper articles and speeches of others is announced; the timeline 
comes and goes, some narratives do not care about consequentiality 
(the bomb at the Turin station creates a pile of rubble that continues 
to desolate deserts, from which Carlo returns calmly, on foot, to an 
intact Turin suburb). The formal model that Pasolini himself claims 
to be inspired by is that of Sterne's Tristram Shandy, as analyzed in 
Viktor Sklovskij's Theory of Prose. Sterne in Tristram, says 
Shklovsky, «limits himself to giving an artistic form in itself, without 


motivations»; and, he specifies, «the content of his novel consists in 
the development of the form». In Tristram the preface is postponed 
to the twentieth chapter of the third volume; chapters 18 and 19, in 
the ninth volume, are postponed to chapter 25; the novel contains 
white pages, black pages, curved diagrams, pages as varied as 
marble; personal, because stylistic compactness is seen as a 
mechanism to overwhelm the reader; 


+ 


Due to the assassination of its author, it is therefore a question of 
editing an unfinished novel, which once completed would have had 
the form of the critical edition of an unfinished novel due to the 
disappearance of its author. This understandably creates difficulties 
and short circuits. In the final novel there were foreseen (according 
to a draft from 1973) «vast gaps», «missing scenes or steps»; the 
whole should have had a "fragmentary character". Therefore we will 
never be able to know whether certain physical and psychological 
(and even personal details) inconsistencies of the character Carlo are 
intentional, or whether they would have been remedied, whether 
some narrative inconsistencies are not already an announcement of 
the puzzle that the fictitious publisher would have had to 
reassemble. In Note 74, for example, it is said that Carlo rented a 
poor semi-illegal house in Quadraro, «as we have seen» — however 
in Note 52a the title Note 71 begins with «I first used the expression 
“the material of which the scene is made", however this expression 
is only found in Via xxx xxx, at Quadraro inaugurates a blank page; 
exactly as happens with the sentence in Note 22a, «I have already 
mentioned it in the paragraph entitled “Lampi sull'Eni’», when 
instead Note 21 with this title is empty. On the other hand, in Note 
64 Carlo still lives in Parioli, nor is there any mention of any other 
move in the Intermediate Notes; I have already focused on Note 43 
and the subtitle announced but absent from the manuscript; even the 
sentence in Note 20 ("Aldo Troya, vice president of Eni, is destined 
to become one of the key figures in our history") does not find its 
way into the manuscript as it reached us. 


This raises the insoluble problem of how the book would end; it 
certainly wasn't supposed to end like this, with Note 133 and Carlo 
returning from the trip to Edo. The ending is too muted, too little 
Pasolini-esque, not at all in tune with his stormy last year; Pasolini is 
an obsessive poet who does not resign himself to obsession, he wants 
to continue arguing with the world. One could hypothesize, 
perhaps, a "Zen conversion" of Carlo after the trip to Edo and a 
conflict between his cult of "good" nothingness and the "demonic" 
and cynical one of the massacre nebula. Or some other solution that 
sought a connection between the theme of the massacres and that of 
the symbolic initiation. Or perhaps, according to the model of Note 
99 (Story of a thousand and one characters) in which Pasolini seems 
to put the obsession with identity "en abyme", the conclusion would 
have been "in piscem", that is, disappointing from a narrative point 
of view but victorious from the point of view of unconscious 
regression, with a conscious return to the maternal womb. 

However, having to assume the thankless role of curator, my first 
concern was to distinguish between the book, as Pasolini was 
imagining it, and the files of papers kept in a folder at the Gabinetto 
Vieusseux in Florence. Which meant facing a contradictory job: 
cleaning the text, conjecturing the book's extremes, but at the same 
time preserving the text's magmatic character, as a work 
"definitively in progress". Also give the reader the things that 
Pasolini had temporarily eliminated. 


Let's start with the title: in the Vieusseux file, on the first page and 
typed, there is "Vas"; in the second, again in type, «Romanzo» and in 
pen, but deleted, again «Vas»; in the third, typed, «Petroleum». The 
alternative titles deserve, I believe, to appear as possibilities not 
completely discarded: the idea of titling his novel "Novel" is 
consistent with the tautology of "something written"; but more 
interesting, because it is polysensical, is the «Vas» hypothesis: there 
is the «vas electionis» with which Saint Paul is named in the Acts of 
the Apostles (taken from Dante, «vas d'elezione», in Inferno II, 28 ), 
there is the antithetical «vas of reduction» of the Divine Mimesis and 
perhaps there is the «vas luxuriae» of Corrado Govoni; but I would 


not discard the idea of the vase as a vessel, an alchemical container 
into which to pour the sum of one's knowledge; Nico Naldini, in an 
interview, says that Pasolini had created a sort of data laboratory in 
Chia, like "a cauldron from which he extracted the pirate articles"; 
and his painter friend Giuseppe Zigaina remembered that Pasolini 
had spoken to him about a novel of his entitled «Vas», justifying the 
title as «the cauldron used in Friuli to heat fodder»; Calderé n, 
playing with the name Calderon de la Barca, was the title Pasolini 
had given to his drama inspired by Life is a Dream. Finally, why not 
think of a painful Pasolini irony in the idea of mixing Dante's «make 
me of your valor so made a vessel» (Paradiso I, 14), in which Dante 
invokes the protection of Apollo on his "last work", with the 
disappointment of those who no longer believe in literature except 
as a useless game? In short, the unresolved oscillation between the 
titles refers to the doubt whether to tip the scales towards a political 
or "mysterious" interpretation of the text. 

Unlike in the more conservative Roncaglia edition, here the book 
begins with the letter to Moravia conceived as an introduction, then 
Mandelstam's exergue and Note 1, composed of dots and the note 
"This novel does not begin"; and the book ends with Note 133. I 
preferred to place the other notes that in the Roncaglia edition 
precede the exergue, and those that follow Note 133, at the end, after 
a buttonhole with the indication «From the typescript». Perhaps a 
risky decision in terms of philological impeccability, but it seems 
unlikely to me that a writer, after having found such an original and 
provocative incipit as that of Note 1, then decides to preface it with 
other amorphous material such as the notes that begin with the 
name of «Forte » written in pen, or a list of sources; and also the 
proposal dated «spring 1973» is too similar to For a “publisher's 
note” of the Divina Mimesis (RR II, pp. 1119-1120) not to think that 
Pasolini would have decided to place it at the end, as there, and not 
at the beginning. However, the idea of prefacing the novel with a 
letter in which the author declares himself in doubt whether to write 
the same novel or not. 

In another Appendix entitled «Documents» I have instead placed 
the texts of others which are found among Pasolini's papers and 


which he would probably have inserted in his own text: but even in 
this case the second part, in the state of the text, is too unbalanced in 
forward, too asymmetrical, to allow for safe placement. I added 
three "journalistic documents" present in the Cabinet Vieusseux; 
there are no Pasolini attestations of a precise desire for inclusion (as 
happens instead for the Cefis conferences), but I have attached them 
as a sign that newspaper articles would certainly have been there, 
and these are important because they talk about Francesco Forte, 
which partly functions as a model for the protagonist Carlo. First of 
all the two speeches of Cefis that Pasolini in the "Notes to Destroy" 
would like as "two pillars" within which to arrange the two political 
blocks, while elsewhere (in Notes 20-30) he claims to want to insert 
them together to «divide the novel into two parts in a perfectly 
symmetrical and explicit way (a bit like the two episodes of the 
twenty boys)»; 

Just as I would have taken on (again risking) the responsibility of 
placing in a further Appendix some of the photos that Pasolini had 
taken by Dino Pedriali in the Chia tower, a few days before his 
death. There are around fifty photos and it would have been difficult 
to decide which Pasolini would have chosen, given that he 
commissioned them but he didn't even have time to see them. I 
would have favored, I think, the eight photos of a double sequence, 
taken first during the day and then at night: in the double sequence 
you see Pasolini naked, lying on the bed with a book in his hand; 
then he gets up and approaches a console surmounted by a mirror; 
then he notices, or pretends to notice, that someone is spying on him 
through the window; finally he goes towards the window as if to 
close it. In that double sequence there is a precise directorial intent, 
those two sequences were designed for a narrative ritual. And what 
was the narrative project that obsessed him in that period? 
According to what Pedriali said, Pasolini would have told the young 
photographer during the car journey from Sabaudia that those shots 
would have been used for a book that would have caused quite a 
stir, to the point of causing trouble for Pedriali himself. Boasting for 
seductive purposes? Maybe; but there are also arguments internal to 
Pasolini's work that make me lean towards the idea that the location 


of some of those photos really would have been and at the same time 
that he was ready to be reborn, because newborns are naked. By 
abandoning the ambiguous Carlo to oscillate between sanctity and 
cynicism, the author Pier Paolo would have exhibited his own 
empirical self as an integral part of the text, in the evidence of falsely 
stolen images, once again escaping bourgeois identification. 
Unfortunately I had to write this last page with verbs in the 
conditional, because it was not possible to publish those photos for 
reasons relating to their intellectual property. Oil. In the last years of 
his life, Pasolini spent his body several times to integrate his art. In a 
prologue (never filmed but present in the screenplay) of The Flower 
of the Arabian Nights, he himself as the author was supposed to kiss 
four boys from modern Cairo; he allowed Fabio Mauri to project 
some scenes from his Gospel onto his chest in his white shirt; he 
added a yellowed Iconography (photos that summarize his cultural 
biography) to the unfinished Divine Mimesis. Petrolio's 
"multimedia" nature would have appeared evident from those 
photos; the circle would have been closed also from another point of 
view: the missing twenty-five percent of the soul of the protagonist 
Carlo would have been saturated with the physical person of the 
author. It would have been very clear that with that crazy 
hypernovel Pasolini was putting himself on the line as he had never 
done, exposing his own body in the most defenseless nudity; 

How Petrolio would have appeared if Pasolini had not been killed 
will remain an unknown forever; but this enriched edition gives at 
least an idea of the different types of fabric with which the work 
would have been made (the reader should also mentally add the 
photos). For the changes in the text as such, due to a careful 
rereading of the manuscript, for the insertion of a notepad which 
appears here for the first time, and above all for the recovery of some 
doubled parts which in the ' 92 it was decided to exclude (including 
some of considerable length), I refer to the Note to the text by Maria 
Careri. 


As far as the hard annotation work is concerned, I would like to 
thank, first of all, Silvia De Laude, from whose very rich apparatus 


of notes (in Petrolio, Oscar Mondadori, Milan 2005) I stole a lot; and 
secondly Iolanda Romualdi, who was my graduate student at 
L'Aquila and who was the first to find many interesting things, 
especially in comparison with Steimetz's book and through a careful 
reading of Corpo d'amore by Norman O. Brown, of some numbers 
of «Espresso» and «Paragone». Thanks also to the magistrate 
Vincenzo Calia, who allowed me to deepen my knowledge of 
Graziano Verzotto and comforted me in the idea that the suspicions 
about Cefis as the instigator of the attack on Mattei were already 
circulating widely around 1974, even in ENI circles. 


Afterword to Petrolio 
In Pier Paolo Pasolini, Petrolio, edited by Walter Siti and Maria Careri, 
Garzanti, Milan 2022. 


1. A. Manzoni, Of the historical novel and, in general, of mixed compositions of history and 
invention, Edizione Nazionale delle Opere, vol. XIV, p. 7. 

2. See C. Benedetti, Four doors on “Petrolio”, in Progetto Petrolio. A day of studies on the 
unfinished novel by Pier Paolo Pasolini, edited by Paolo Salerno, Clueb, Bologna 2006; 
and C. Benedetti and G. Giovannetti, Faggot and that's it, Effigie Edizioni, Milan 2016. 

3. See E. Trevi, Something written, Ponte alle Grazie, Milan 2012. 

4. Until August 1974, the figure of Cefis had interested him above all for the issue of 
industrial globalization and the end of nationalities; only at that point, with the reading 
of the "SID morning papers", had he become the cynical example of the filth of power. 
The very meaning of the word that gives the title, “petroleum”, from which Pasolini in a 
note from 1972 says he derived the first idea of the plot, is initially rather vague: in the 
note from 1972, only a « oil research building"; and even at the end of 1973 Pasolini's 
interest, as can be seen from the poems of the New Youth, was if anything directed 
towards the increase in the price of crude oil linked to the Yom Kippur war, with the 
consequent period of "austerity". Eni is present as the place where the protagonist's 
career matures, and as a state company that in the Arab countries "preceded the State" - 


RR II, p. 1486. (The Eni building in Eur, among other things, known as the Glass Palace, 


dominates the artificial lake next to Via Eufrate where Pasolini lived, so it must have 
been a looming and daily presence for him in those years.) 

5. The decision to remove this page from the manuscript depended on the fact that, in the 
last line of the text, Pasolini wrote «(Notes to be destroyed)»; but nothing prevents us 
from believing that this last line was part of that metaphilological game that Pasolini 
himself talks about in the summary project of the book dated "Spring '73". Especially 
since the "destructive" notation is typewritten and appears to be contemporary with the 
note itself, it is not added in pen as often happens in the manuscript for corrections and 
afterthoughts. 

6. Unless the date at the bottom of that note is also fictitious. 

7. The only two exceptions, the party on 2 June at the Quirinale and the one at Giulia 
Miceli's house, are so copied (almost with impatience and spite) from Dostoevsky and 
from a report from «Espresso» that they rather constitute a confirmation; given the state 
of the text that death has given us, Pasolini shows a kind of narrative reluctance in the 
face of politics. 

8. See the letter to Luciano Lucignani collected in LL, p. 1204. It was at the Hotel des 
Etrangers that the INDA (National Institute of Ancient Drama) usually dropped off its 
guests. 

9. Already in a pen note, dated June 1973, Pasolini had thought of «moving Mattei's killing 
backwards, towards the end of the 1950s; which would have put the protagonist "in 
contact with the CIA and the mafia" (following the then prevailing hypothesis of 
international intrigue, very different from the one centered on Cefis that Verzotto would 
have proposed to him). 

10. See V. Calia and S. Pisu, Il caso Mattei, Chiarelettere, Milan 2017. 

11. This methane pipeline, if built, would have marked the end of Eni's monopoly on 
methane; and it was also said that Cefis had economic interests in the fleet of ships 
transporting liquid methane from Algeria to Livorno, a fleet which obviously would 
have suffered a serious blow from the construction of an underwater route. 

12. P. Morando, Eugenio Cefis. An Italian story of power and mysteries, Laterza, Rome-Bari 
2021. In the book Morando contests the idea that Cefis was really the instigator of the 
Mattei murder, even though he certainly knew who it was; but for our reasoning it only 
matters that Pasolini believed this. 

13. In reality, as we have seen, an even clearer statement can be read in the note now found 
and not present in the Roncaglia edition («Carlo helps Cefis in the assassination of 
Mattei»); however, if it were true that the annotation «(Notes to be destroyed)» belongs 


to a meta-literary game, then even the date added («August 1974») could be fictitiously 


anticipated; especially since Pasolini follows the clear statement above with the 
parenthesis «(outside of any chronology)». See PE, p. 327. 

14. P. Morando, in the book cited, provides some useful clarifications in this regard: 
meanwhile the title of Cefis' speech at the Academy of Modena was not My homeland is 
called multinational, as it appeared in «L'erba I want», but more bureaucratically 
Multinational companies: prospects for a borderless economy; secondly, the real author 
of that text was not Cefis, but his collaborator Giuseppe Lanzavecchia. It was therefore 
not presented as a "militant sharing" and a political project, but more as a lucid analysis 
of what was happening. In short, Pasolini reads Cefis's speeches according to the 
tendentious perspective suggested in the magazine by Elvio Fachinelli and Giuseppe 
Turani. 

15. Title with which the piece is collected in the Scritti corsari (SPS, pp. 362-367), even if it 
had appeared in the newspaper with an editorial. What is this coup? 

16. Silvano Nigro declares himself certain that Pasolini had rented a pied-a-terre in Catania, 
perhaps ever since he had filmed an episode of Porcile on the slopes of Etna; Graziella 
Chiarcossi definitely denies this detail, while she confirms that Pasolini often went to 
Catania. 

17. It's probably just a suggestion, but two almost identical Morane-Saulniers were also 
used in the Mattei murder. 

18. For all the information in this paragraph see Benedetti, Giovannetti, Frocio e Basta, cit., 
G. D'Elia, Il Petrolio delle stragi, Effigie Edizioni, Milan 2006 and S. Zecchi, Pasolini, 
massacre of a poet, Ponte alle Grazie, Milan 2015. Simona Zecchi, more recently, has 
explored her theses in depth in Pier Paolo Pasolini's The Broken Investigation, Ponte alle 
Grazie, Milan 2020; the book deals with the interesting theme of the epistolary 
relationship between Pasolini and Giovanni Ventura, the former far-right publisher close 
to Franco Freda and then imprisoned for the terrorist attacks of 1969; based on a dossier 
that Ventura would have sent to Pasolini and of which however no trace remained, 
Zecchi proposes with not entirely convincing arguments that the instigators of the 
assassination had nothing to do with Cefis but with the fears of the Christian Democratic 
right headed to Mariano Rumor. 

19. In Note 4 it is said that Carlo spent his childhood in Ravenna (Pasolini's father was from 
Ravenna), but in Note 5 «Ravenna» is corrected in pen to «Turin» (see RR II, pp. 1193 and 
1195); from that moment the protagonist is considered Piedmontese. As regards the 
surname, «Valletti», a memory of Vittorio Valletta, president of FIAT of Turin until 1967, 


cannot be excluded; but more interesting seems to me to be the comparison with Aldo 


Valletti, a Cinecitta character actor specialized in the roles of a slimy and squalid man 
(Pasolini used him in Salo in the part of President Durcet). 

20. «Polis» is self-explanatory, «Tetis» belongs to Pasolini's lexicon and indicates sexual 
intimacy. 

21. «And I, an adult fetus, wander around / more modern than any modern person / looking 
for brothers who no longer exist» (PO I, p. 1099); these lines from Poesie mondane (in 
Poesia in forma di rosa) were so dear to Pasolini that he had Orson Welles recite them in 
Ricotta. 

22. The Hegelian aspiration to a synthesis as the overcoming of contradiction, and the 
impossibility of arriving there, is at the basis of many Pasolini reflections; here too, in 
Petrolio, the theme is treated by the old intellectual F. at the end of the anti-fascist party. 

23. See From “Petrolio” to Celati, in Starting from “Petrolio”. Pasolini questions literature, 
edited by C. Benedetti and M.A. Grignani, Proceedings of the University of Pavia 
conference of November 1993, Longo, Ravenna 1995, p. 45. 

24. See Note 65 (RR I, pp. 1546-1553); the extraordinary syntactical and grammatical 
awkwardness of this Note stylistically bears witness to how the bourgeoisie and 
possession have always been two sources of traumatic embarrassment for Pasolini. 

25. Yes, this is “childish”. 

26. In the 1972 scheme Carlo "castrates himself" (RR II, p. 1824); in the same note, the idea of 
feminizing Tetis is traced back to the "castration complex" experienced "in front of the 
young people of '68". 

27. Cf. Pasolini's “bookmark” in S. Penna, Tutti le Poems, Garzanti, Milan 1970 (SLA IL, pp. 
2543-2544). 

28. See Notes 20-30, a pen memo which before September 1974 contained only two lines of 
announcement, but after Steimetz's reading it is fleshed out with a graph and the phrase 
on the "suppression of the predecessor" (RR II, pp. 1297-1298). Regarding the Lampi title 
on Eni, and the allegations about a theft, see in PE, pp. 751-752 note 24. 

29. It is important to compare these reviews with the novel, because a kind of ping-pong is 
taking place: certain ideas arise from the reviews and are poured onto the novel, while 
the novel in progress gives a certain twist to the reviews. See for example those to The 
Emerald by Mario Soldati (SLA II, pp. 2174-2179) and to The Prawn at the Bottom of the 
Sea by Stanislao Nievo (ibid., pp. 2208-2214). 

30. In the esoteric investigation Pasolini shows the same laziness (based on botched 
readings) that he shows in the journalistic investigation. 

31. The narrator, who is a musical ethnologist and carries a Nagra recorder with him to 


capture Nepalese music, resembles Pasolini in his enthusiasm with the camera on his 


shoulder. 

32. In a chapter of Prose Theory not dedicated to Sterne, Shklovsky says that in Vasily 
Rozanov's Fallen Leaves family photos, letters from a schoolmate and "entire newspaper 
articles" are included. 

33. Reviewing Mario Soldati's The Emerald in «Tempo» (29 November 1974), Pasolini 
praises it because «Soldati's writing is devoid of any stickiness», that is, Soldati would 
have given up «keeping the reader attached to him, possessing him, to exercise an 
unconfessed authority over him" (SLA II, p. 2175). 

34. The number of "2000 pages" that Pasolini declared in an interview to have foreseen is 
affected by his usual ambitious thinking big, and seems like throwing the ball forward 
while waiting for the structure to be precise; just as the declaration of having "already 
written" six hundred pages appears to be an excessive approximation. 

35. The intermediate notes are fewer than those that mathematics would like, because from 
Note 65 we move directly to 70, which however is double, like 64. 

36. That Pasolini's thoughts turned a little in this direction could be deduced from the stance 
he gave to the review (in «Iempo») of Stanislao Nievo's Prato at the Bottom of the Sea. 
Nievo's novel focuses on the shipwreck of the Ercole, the ship on which his illustrious 
ancestor Ippolito travelled, who returned from the South with the account of the 
expenses of the Thousand in a box. Pasolini considers it a «first, suspicious, massacre 
carried out by the Right» and admires how Stanislao Nievo manages to translate this 
political investigation into a «sentimental journey, with initiatory value». He also notes 
that Nievo's book is «a pastiche in which [...] even the “way of making the novel” is 
novel», and that the narrator's ego, through the investigation, «searches for himself as a 
fetus». 

37. The idea of using it in this way is a Pasolini idea mentioned in a notepad that the reader 
will find among the Appendices. 

38. In reality, as I said, the speeches of Cefis found in the Vieusseux are three; but the third 
(An interesting case: Montedison) is simply a history of the group and does not seem 
very relevant to Pasolini's interests, unlike the other two. And in any case the "note to be 
destroyed" removes any doubt about the fact that Pasolini's plural alluded to two 
speeches; also faithful in this to that "fixation on two" that characterizes the entire 
structure of the novel. 

39. It did not seem necessary to me, however, to publish the photos or images of which 
Pasolini gives us the ekphrasis in the text; perhaps he would have inserted them as 


"figural integration", but perhaps not. 


40. See Dino Pedriali's interview with Daniela Treveri in «Tempo», 16 February 1993. 
Pedriali reported the same things to me several times, accompanying them with 
memories of that car trip that had the ring of truth; for example, at a certain point while 
chatting Pasolini would have confessed to him «I can't stand black people anymore, here 
beauty has another thumb stroke», «Beauty has another thumb stroke»: I exclude that 
Pedriali knew at the time this verse (from La Guinea, 1962), therefore those remembered 
words must have really come from Pasolini's lips. 

41. In the preface (1975) of the Divina Mimesis, Pasolini states that he is publishing that 
unfinished work, as a "document", also to spite his enemies: "in fact, by offering them one 
more reason to despise me, I offer them a all the more reason to go to Hell" (RR IL, p. 
1071). 


15 
Varia — 1980-2013 


I collect here five minor writings, linked to disparate occasions. 
There are some pages taken from one of my books on neorealist 
poetry, which I keep because they contain a more in-depth reading 
of a single text of the Ashes and because the theme of the 
"membrane" continues to appear central to me in Pasolini. There is a 
more recent reading of Supplica a mia madre, used as a probe into 
Pasolini's dark relationship with Guido, his younger brother who 
died heroically. There is a piece written for the German translation of 
the Divina Mimesis, because it seems to me that the yellowed 
Iconography (the series of photos that Pasolini had attached to the 
text) also needs some clarification for the Italian reader. There is an 
imaginary letter (as a partial and parodic compensation for the ones 
from him that I have lost) to Pasolini that I read during a so-called 
"séance" in the suggestive environment of underground Naples. And 
finally there is a reflection on Pasolini and the theatre: above all on 
the fascination and fear of real bodies on stage. I remember taking 
part in the preparation of a French production of Porcile at the 
Théatre du Rond-Point, and the effect of Julian's naked body (i.e. the 
young and beautiful actor who played him) on the naked rehearsal 
tables. I regret not having dealt more with this side of Pasolini's 
work, not having studied better his physical need to expose himself 
and his latent vocation as a performer. 


I. Reading Picasso — 1980 


Reading in the other membrane that separates two worlds; that of 
popular life and that of bourgeois history. But in our text such a 


decisive thematic simplification is no longer possible: the membrane 
is not so much the place of contact-separation between two opposites 
as the imaginary place in which the possibilities of knowledge are 
played out; the place where opposites are created as a means of 
identification of the Self. And the Ego is that of an artist (the 
membrane is Gramsci's Picasso, Ashes), it immediately becomes 
clear that the privileged image, the decisive space for the events of 
the text, is the surface of the canvas of the paintings present at the 
exhibition. It is a thin diaphragm that separates two equally elusive 
worlds. Behind the canvas the dark swarming of the vital essence, in 
front of the canvas the ambiguous dispersion of existing forms. 
Between the two elusive ones, the membrane almost devoid of 
thickness. One immediately remembers the «Ilaria's tissue paper and 
massive eyelids», canvas of a painting). The artist, as autonomous, 
marks the moment of crisis of the bourgeoisie, the one in which the 
bourgeoisie becomes aware of itself and for this very reason denies 
itself, condemning itself to death. The artist represents the 
bourgeoisie that rejects money: 


in which inventing has a Mongolian, 


monumental freedom that costs nothing (VI, 16-17) 
rejects industrial production: 


in a gemming arabesque 


almost a craftsman (III, 2-3) 


and rejects the same principle of performance, closing itself in the 
intransitivity of meaning: 


or a purple whatever 


meaning has only to inflame itself (VI, 8-9) 


The artist's ego is based, riskily, on a hypothesis of impossible 
coincidence with the themes usually attributed to popular vitality; 
blindness: 


unsolicited, pure, blind passion, 


blind dexterity, immodest swelling (V, 12-13) 
the coupling of purity and immodesty: 


with purity of lilies 
and carnality of feral cubs (IV, 3-4) 


diversity experienced as joy: 
mixes scandal and celebration (III, 6) 


By identifying itself with what is structurally opposed to it, the 
Ego renounces its self-confidence, becoming barbaric: 


in which inventing has a Mongolian 


monumental freedom (VI, 16-17) 


This mortal risk and the desperation with which it is faced 
generate a tremor that shakes the diaphragm surface: 


and the scale of tones is broken 
dolcezze (V, 4-5) 


The only guarantee of life for this slender concretion of the Ego 
consists in being on the verge of laceration, imbued with all the pain 
that emerges from it: 


watch highlighted go up 
the figure in the atrocious slabs 


of himself (VII, 13-15) 


Its values can only be those of uncertainty; psychologically, the 
rejection of maturity: 


of infantile and senile cynicism (IX, 13) 


and shame, a complementary quality of scandal and a link 
between psychology and history: 


than in pain 
our years can shame 
express modesty (IX, 24-26) 


Epistemologically, the Ego identifies itself with knowledge as a 
lacerating movement: 


how much joy in this fury to understand! (VII, 1) 


as a continuous process that cannot and does not want to aspire to 
a solution: 


in staying 

inside hell with marmoreal 

willingness to understand it, is to be sought 
salvation (VIII, 29-32) 


If knowledge wanted to fix itself and become a system, the 
positive values that allowed the temporary (tragic) identification 
with the people would oppose it, revealing their negative side, the 
irrationality incapable of building: 


it's for materials 


intoxicating curds (V, 6-7) 
and in the eye a scrawl, crazy and cunning (VI, 10) 


indeed it is courage 
although delirious (VII, 8-9) 


enemy out of fury and babelism 
anarchy (VIII, 9-10) 


Organizing a project, finding a well-ordered series of mediations 
between oneself and the people, would mean for the Ego to put an 
end to the conflict that tears it apart, to find some peace; but Peace is 
Picasso's mistake: 


this idyll of white urangutans (VIII, 15) 


Suddenly the canvas, from a thin limit that trembles under the 
blows of pain and humility, becomes a thick, alien surface, behind 
which the void opens up: 


exposed on large surfaces 
which open up the lower part into walls 


fictional idea, pure whim 


airy, gigantic and fat 


expressiveness (VIII, 2-6) 


In front of it, symmetrically, another void opens up, that of the 
people who 


outside it explodes happily for the placid 
festive streets (VIII, 18-19) 


a people who are no longer masters of their own identity, who 
remove their sacred being in the ambiguity of everyday life: 


in the golden tremor, Sunday (I, 1) 


If the Ego ceases to suffer it ceases to exist, and with it a key 
(perhaps the only one) for identifying reality disappears; an 
unnameable space remains, where in the lack of struggle we witness 
the victory of the negative: 


vibrant in an ancient note 


of peace, in a death as sweet as air, 


where the highest class reigns motionless (I, 20-22) 
The opposition is reduced to pure absence: 


absent 
the people are from here (VIII, 15-16) 


If the ego does not exist, the people no longer exist. The artist 
tried to choose the class divide as his space, renouncing any 
marginal consolation, throwing himself into the heart of the 
problem; but this space turned out to be enclosed by a Moebius ring; 
if one seeks community with the subordinates, only individualism 
responds: 


a company 
designated to get lost is fatal 
that is lost: a person never (VIII, 32-34) 

Style is also taken in this game; it is only the stylistic risk that 
makes the membrane tremble, something excessive and very 
personal. The metric is a continuous game of violations, the lexicon 
torn between low and sublime, the most evident rhetorical figure is 
the oxymoron. Indeed, the actual oxymorons: 

to a calm fury of clarity (VI, 22) 

They are accompanied by adjectival pairs: 
of his harsh and servile dignity (II, 11) 

to parallels: 


I am pure anguish and pure joy (V, 18) 


a chiasmi: 


between the fiery flowerbeds and the coolness 
darkness (I, 12-13) 


up to an oppositional comparison: 


when the sunset seemed like a fiery one 
white (III, 12-13) 


and to an ambiguous maxim: 


that is necessary 
be crazy to be clear (IX, 27-28) 


That is, the oxymoron places itself at the center of a group of 
figures that qualify the text as a place of oppositions, always on the 
verge of unification and never reconciled; the oxymoron (or rather 
the group of phenomena that includes it) is the stylistic equivalent of 
the thin membrane of the canvases. 

With Pasolini we find ourselves faced with a stylistic solution that 
wants to avoid crepuscularism and at the same time the corporatism 
of the laboratory; a solution that claims the here and now 
effectiveness of style, and is refractory to any classicism. But it is a 
very fragile solution: forced into a continuous contradiction, to reject 
any hypothesis that integrates it into a cultural project, it will reach 
self-destruction; to the "hole-filled" texts of the late Pasolini, which 
renounce stylistic coherence in the name of practical instances. (But 
the practice of reading poetry remains unchanged; the entire journey 
is that of a pedagogical contradiction, of the generous breaking of a 
membrane that supports the weight of the world on its fragile fabric 
of a work of art, and is condemned to tremble alone.) 


II. Reading of Supplication to my mother — 2014 


It's difficult to say in son's words 


what in my heart I resemble very little. 


You are the only one in the world who knows about my heart, 


what has always been, before any other love. 


This is why I must tell you what is horrendous to know: 


it is within your grace that my anguish is born. 


You are irreplaceable. For this she is damned 


to loneliness the life you gave me. 


I do not want to be alone. I'm endlessly hungry 


of love, of the love of bodies without souls. 


Because the soul is in you, it is you, but you 


you are my mother and your love is my slavery: 


I spent my childhood a slave to this sense 


high, irremediable, of an immense commitment. 


It was the only way to feel life, 


the one color, the one shape: now it's over. 


We survive: and it's confusion 


of a life reborn outside of reason. 


I beg you, ah, I beg you: don't want to die. 


I'm here, alone, with you, in a future April... 


In '62 Pasolini was in metric crisis; for a poet it is serious, it is like 
losing the cardinal points or the keys to open the door. This is one of 
the last poems written in regular verse: it will then succumb to the 
magma of an increasingly informal metric, in an attempt to capture a 
historical change in which the old ideological parameters no longer 
work. Here the measure is still there because poetry seems to 
exclude history and reduce itself to a relationship without time or 
space, an almost sacred relationship: that of him with his mother. 
Pasolini at the time considered his homosexuality as foreign to his 
temperament, a heavy burden that had been placed on his shoulders 
but which had nothing to do with him - in short, a condemnation 


(“that which in my heart I very little resemble" ). Freudian theory 
came to his aid, allowing him to interpret homosexuality as the 
result of too much love for a woman (the mother, precisely: "it is 
within your grace that my anguish is born"). Excessive love for the 
mother would be the primary data and the search for males would 
be reactive formation; indeed, love for the mother would be the only 
complete love, experienced with the soul, while sex with males 
would be a pure physical release, ultimately humiliating. «The 
confusion / of a life reborn outside of reason»: that is, the damned 
vital instinct that pushes us to survive anyway, even when we are 
not convinced of what we are doing and there are no profound 
reasons to continue living. 


In a first draft the text shows the precise date of composition at 
the bottom, "25 April"; on that same April 25th Pasolini wrote 
another poem, in the Roman local markets they put the "pasolini” 
sign on fennel; in a poem which is still from April 1962 the elegy 
turns into a cry of hatred for «Reality, where he talks about his 
suicide attempt that very night, or rather about making a film about 
his suicide. The protagonist enters a cinema, alone, probably for that 
ancient practice which in the homosexual environment is called 
"beating". But then he does nothing, he goes out, gets lost in the 
swarm of other people's lives, of the boys "of the year 1000, or of the 
more distant future" (PO I, p. 1097). A small gunshot, the end. In the 
Supplication he reverses the temptation to death, it is he who asks 
his mother "not to want to die". In many of his texts, since he was 
young, the presence of his mother and his free life are opposed: he is 
like a thief who goes to take pleasures outside of himself while his 
mother waits for him under the lit lamp. Saint and jailer, refuge of 
false conscience when the world around becomes too complicated - 
here too, in our text, the disarming simplicity is directly proportional 
to the confusion. In '62 Pasolini is under attack: at Circeo he was 
involved in an absurd trial, all normal, of which this life is" (PO I, p. 
1116). He feels like the victim of a "predestination", but also guilty: 
he speaks of "degrading diversity" and talks about an impossible 


revolt of all those who are different (blacks, Jews, the 
underprivileged, and obviously homosexuals). 

Excited, theatrical desperation. The double rhymed double 
septenary, which Pasolini uses here with the usual proven licences, 
is of scenic origin; a few months earlier he had used it to translate 
the inspired by Moliere. In the only other text written in this meter 
(for Bertolucci's son, Bernardo) we surprisingly find April 25th. The 
famous one this time, that of the Liberation: there is celebration all 
around, red handkerchiefs and tricolor rags - but his brother Guido, 
a partisan killed by other partisans, cannot participate in this 
celebration. And Pier Paolo cannot cry out his pain because his 
mother still knows nothing... In Plautus' Miles gloriosus, Recit, the 
composition addressed in Gramsci's Ashes to his poet friend Attilio 
Bertolucci (PO I, pp. 827-832), the double kissed septenaries allude to 
Racine. He pleads there is a contradiction: first he complains of 
loneliness then he aspires to be "alone" with his mother - alone 
without his brother, without his father; finally alone, he and she in a 
future April that is also the past, in a childhood dreamed of by both 
(the mother-child so often evoked in the verses). 


The theater was, for Pasolini, the genre of family showdowns: 
from the youthful Poetry or Joy (TE, pp. 107-132) up to '66, the year 
of Sophoclean Oedipus at the cinema and of that original and the 
scorching heat that is Affabulation (TE, pp. 467-550), where the 
Oedipus complex is overturned and homosexualized, it is the father 
who desires the son. Towards the end of his life Pasolini will 
recognize that in his very early childhood he was subjected to the 
physical charm of his father, a well-endowed basset; that perhaps 
that was the primary desire and that love for the mother was the 
defensive formation. Freudian theory goes to cards forty-eight. But 
this intellectual tangle does not touch the purity of the Supplication: 
a heartbreaking coming out where the words are intended to be 
didactic in their terribleness, easy for the mother to understand 
(extreme sadism in sweetness, blasphemy disguised as prayer). The 
son tells her: "my unhappiness is your fault, Iam condemned not to 
find a soul in the bodies I desire, for me now life is survival" - but he 


tells her with boyfriend rhymes (heart/love, you/slavery), with a 
slow rhythm that hypnotizes her. It is a poem to be recited, a piece 
for actor and voice (the performances by Laura Betti and Sandro 
Lombardi are memorable). Poetry can cut out the truth, exclude it 
from view to let the emotion of a psychologically violent gesture 
flourish - "mom, let's talk". 


Reading of Supplication to my mother 
In Walter Siti, The vertical voice. 52 poems for a year, 
Rizzoli, Milan 2015. 


III. Note to The Divine Mimesis — 1983 


As evidenced by a letter to Luciano Serra dated September 1945, as a 
young man Pasolini felt the same intolerance and distrust towards 
Dante that he felt towards his fathers (LL, p. 489). But in Rome in 
1950 he asks Dante for help to descend into the hell of the suburbs. 
Traces of it remain in Ali with blue eyes, in the Dantesque centone 
that precedes Dal vero (RR II, p. 437) up to Accattone's epigraph (RR 
II, p. 597). In the fragment entitled La Mortaccia, a prostitute 
prepares for the otherworldly journey guided by Dante in the role of 
Virgil. Anticipating the plot of Mortaccia in Massimo Massara 
(«Nuova Generazione», 1960) Pasolini names himself as traveler and 
the prostitute as guide; he hints at an anti-hell in which he will meet 
Moravia, Gadda, Thomas Mann and promises a Farinata / Stalin 
towering at the entrance to Dite. 

They are the incunabula of the Divine Mimesis. Pasolini began to 
talk about a work with this title (or with several alternative titles) in 
1963: in an interview with Sennuccio Benelli («Il punto», September 
1963) he spoke of a Gramsci/Virgil and of Marilyn transformed into 
mimosa plant. In the Project for future works, from November- 
December '63, the infernal circles are listed; in the first area the too 
continents, divided into conformists (Bellonci living room), vulgar (a 
reception at the Quirinale), cynical (a journalists’ conference), and 
the incontinent divided into guilty for excessive rigor (bourgeois 


socialists, small right-thinking people who believe they heroes), due 
to an excess of remorse (Soldati, Piovene), due to an excess of 
servility (the masses); in the second zone the rationalists (Landolfi), 
the irrational (the avant-garde), the rational (Moravia) etc. The 
emphasis has shifted: the hell to go through is no longer the vital one 
of the suburbs but the depressing one of the neo-capitalist petty 
bourgeoisie ("Ah, don't stand in the taste of salt / of other people's 
world [...] / with a glass of whiskey in his hand and his face like shit" 
—POL, p. 1250). 

When he moves from the euphoria of the project to writing, 
Pasolini renounces Gramsci and chooses his 1950s self as Virgil; 
introversion prevails over extroversion. Pasolini has turned forty, 
politically disappointed and paying for his aridity with anger, 
suffering from «that exclusion from the lives of others which is the 
repetition of his own» (in Canto I — RR I, p. 1075). Going through 
hell now means drawing up a balance sheet. The aggressive impulse 
to take revenge on enemies by blaming their vices is merely the 
superficial crust of a more poetic task: looking one's destiny of 
opposition in the face, weighing one's life in comparison with that of 
others, re-measuring the scope and legitimacy of his own infinite 
desire: «I have been trying all my life / to express this dismay from 
Recherche» (PO I, p.1245). Not a satirical work awaits him but a 
gigantic work of re-appropriation of oneself, pulling heaven and 
earth inside, madly allegorizing and contaminating every style: «I 
will compose a monstrous work, contemporary / with the Anti- 
works, by letter 22, of the new fashion, / old figurativeness in the 
side of the young lever" (PO I, 1247). 

A Dante taken terribly seriously and broken by a sense of guilt; 
Dante "who can say everything" authorizes the omnivorous 
undertaking, mimetic of the entire latitude of reality (Divina 
Mimesis stands for "imitation of the Comedy" but also for "imitation 
of Dante's sublime mimesis"). The idea condemns itself through its 
own enormity and outrageousness; Dante's non-neuroticity, his "iron 
ideology" and the brilliant uniqueness of his sociolinguistic position, 
on which Pasolini reflected in '65 in two very intelligent essays, are 
the tutelary deities of the shipwreck of the work. The idea regresses 


from content to form, the titanic and self-punishing ambition of 
"remaking Dante" is reduced (in the Purpose to write a poem 
entitled "The first six songs of Purgatory", from '69 - PO IL, pp. 64- 
67) to claim a "poet-parasite" technique, oscillating "between falsetto 
and didactic poetry”. 

If Aurelio Roncaglia is right in recognizing the first mention of 
Petrolio in some lines of a Pasolini letter to Livio Garzanti, dated 
January 1967, then the autobiographical novel almost comes together 
with the abandonment of the allegorical poem; it is useless to 
remember that Dante's presence in Petrolio is massive. But what 
unites the two texts is above all the common character of 
Operacoacervo or opera-conglomerate, not finished by its own 
formal definition, because it challenges reality on the level of 
accumulation. A work placed sideways on the path of creativity like 
a "superb ruin", a scandalous birth of a corpse and a corpse itself 
because it is swollen with a repressed (personal and _ political) 
unconscious. The only way for a twentieth-century Dante was 
perhaps (and Contini had intuited it) precisely that of Proust: 
recovering the absolute point of view through psychological 
patience, analytically folding life like a sheet until the second half 
covers the first, and justify one's triumph over time over time. It is 
curious that Pasolini, before his escape to Rome and his meeting 
with Dante, had lingered for a long time on the Proust hypothesis 
(there remain visible clues in an unpublished draft entitled Per una 
Recherche sacilese and in Parlanti, allusively woven into a famous 
passage from the third part of Du coté de chez Swann). By releasing 
La Divina Mimesis for printing in 1975, Pasolini presented it as a 
"document" (RR I, p. 1071): a document of the crisis that had gripped 
him in the mid-1960s, certainly, but also an attachment to add to 
others for that heterogeneous autobiographical monument that he 
had now resigned himself to leaving behind. Monument composed 
of written, visual and audio material: heavy (under the guise of 
lightness) and fascinating failure of an impossible novel. 


The Yellowed Iconography (RR I, pp. 1123-1145), a photographic 
poem intended in 1975 to increase the composite documentary 


depth, perhaps needs some clarification to still be readable. Julian 
Grimau, opponent of the Franco regime, was executed on 20 April 
1963; for him it is the little altar of roses that the protagonist comes 
across at the beginning of Canto I (RR I, p. 1076). Grigori Lambrakis, 
a left-wing deputy in the Greek parliament, was injured during a 
demonstration (Thessaloniki, 22 May 1963) and killed in the police 
car that was supposed to transport him to hospital. In Reggio Emilia, 
on 7 July 1970, there were five deaths and nineteen injured during a 
demonstration against the Tambroni government. The Gramsci- 
Contini connection is explained in the Little Appendices Extravagant 
(RR IL, pp. 1147-1148). Group 63 was Pasolini's opponent in those 
years, and Pasolini alludes to the group's meeting in Palermo in '65 
by saying that he was «killed with a stick, in Palermo» (RR II, p. 
1119) — a purely literary lynching therefore, no tragic prophecy. The 
Nymphaeum of Valle Giulia hosts the Strega Prize every year: in 
1968, Bevilacqua's The Cat's Eye was preferred to Teorema. The 
presence, in the photographic poem, of Gadda and Penna requires 
no explanation, that of Cecchi is a little more surprising: a recent 
Pasolini rereading can be conjectured with the title Tetro enthusiasm 
of a section of New Youth (PO II, pp. 485-518), which derives from a 
passage from Cecchi's great book on the English romantics. The 
church of Casarsa and Africa try to close in circular unity the 
irreconcilable conflict between the 1940s-1950s and the 1960s, 
experienced throughout the poem as a conflict between hope and 
bewilderment. "Visit to Hell" is called in the Man of Bandung the 
knowledge of the hungry atemporality of the Third World (PO IL, p. 
1310). In the preface to Letteratura negra by Mario De Andrade, 
Pasolini wrote: «in Africa, it is clear, the split between resistance and 
Resistance did not occur [...] the "look to the future" which was 
typical of us in those famous 1940s, we find it here with the same 
almost shameless freshness" (SLA II, p. 2345). 


Note on La Divina Mimesis 
In tedesco in Pier Paolo Pasolini, Barbaric Memories, Berlin 1983, 


then in Id., La Divina Mimesis, Transeuropa, Massa 2011. 


IV. Pasolini and the fear of the theater — 2015 


I would like to start from a marginal Pasolini text, apparently 
unrelated to the theatre. It is a short essay that is at the end of 
Heretical Empiricism and is entitled The code of codes (SLA I, pp. 
1611-1621): it is a kind of letter to Umberto Eco and is part of the 
controversy woven with him and with Christian Metz regarding the 
cinema and the language of cinema. Pasolini maintained that cinema 
was a real language and not just a language, because (contrary to 
what semiologists said) it was equipped with the so-called "double 
articulation", a requirement that linguists like Martinet considered 
necessary to define a language; according to Pasolini, double 
articulation exists in cinema because what in other languages are 
phonemes, in cinema are the objects themselves, the bodies and 
things of real life. Within this controversy, this discussion, there is 
this short essay called The Code of Codes where at a certain point he 
says I want to play a joke on Umberto Eco: «A young blond man, 
dear Eco, is advancing towards you. You can't smell it [...]. Strange, 
because he should have a certain smell on him. He is blond, I tell 
you: but his blond is slightly sooty, as if streaked with ancestral 
patinas, neglected and excluded from the barbaric and bourgeois 
blond of the great rich countries of the North. He wouldn't be 
considered racially blond. A joke, perhaps, of fate or perhaps some 
horn of some of his good heartbreaking mother with an unknown 
family tree (Degli Esposti, Degli Innocenti, Degli Angeli, dei Morti di 
Hunger), perpetrated with some soldier of foreign soldiers, hired 
and cold" (SLA I, pp. 1611). The description continues, everything 
makes one think of a Neapolitan but the young man approaches Eco 
and suddenly says: «I love Benedetta»: it is the Italian-American 
actor (friend of Andy Warhol) Jerry Malanga and Pasolini challenges 
Eco to understand if the one described is it the real Jerry Malanga or 
the one from a movie. Then follows a discussion on semiology which 
concludes with the idea that above every expressive code there is a 
CODE OF CODES, in all capital letters, which is nothing less than 
the language of God or, for those who do not believe, the code of 
codes identifies with the LANGUAGE OF REALITY, even the one 


with all capital letters, in which, Pasolini claims with a semiological 
heresy, objects and people are signs of themselves. Therefore, faced 
with this super-language, traditional forms of expression can only be 
approximations. To conclude the joking essay, Pasolini dispels the 
doubt regarding Jerry Malanga: «that "blond boy" presented at the 
beginning [...] is neither a "blond boy" in reality nor a "blond boy" on 
the screen. He is a “blond boy” on the stage” (SLA I, p. 1620), 
underlining the last sentence. 

Starting from this small starting point, I began to reflect on how 
much Pasolini was afraid of the theatre. At the end of 2000 I 
interviewed Luca Ronconi so that he could write me the preface to 
the volume of Pasolini's theater in the "Meridiani", and at a certain 
moment in the conversation Ronconi gave me this memory: «it was 
1968 when I made I] candelaio by Giordano Bruno, and to interpret I 
had chosen Ninetto Davoli and his other friends, the thugs and street 
kids foreseen in the text. The result was quite sensational, and for us 
quite convincing; for Pasolini it was terrifying, he was very 
indignant, he thought that we had violated the naturalness of those 
boys" (TE, p. XIX). Let's try to combine the open letter to Eco and 
Ronconi's memory: I have the impression that for Pasolini the theater 
would have been the place where, much more than the cinema 
(because the cinema still works with film and gives us a two- 
dimensional representation) , this blessed reality, this blessed code of 
codes, would have manifested itself par excellence: on the stage 
there are three-dimensional actors, with their real body that must 
become a sign. 

As Ronconi himself underlined in that interview, Pasolini's 
theater is a theater of confessions, a theater in which one has the 
impression that the characters are obsessed with the need to reveal 
everything, to hide nothing. In Chekhov, for example, the characters 
talk to each other, the spectator witnesses dialogues that take place 
between the characters and the story progresses based on what the 
characters say. With Pasolini you never have an effect of this kind, 
you always have, I refer to what Stefano Casi said in the previous 
speech, you always have the impression that the characters speak to 
the public but essentially they never speak to each other: even in a 


situation that would seem obligatory, that is, in Pilade, when there 
are Pilade and Orestes alone on stage, but Pilade does not speak to 
Orestes and Orestes does not respond to Pilade but both speak 
directly to the audience, and they speak to it in a way that is very 
monologuing and also very autobiographical; even without talking 
about himself, Pasolini puts into this speech to the public many 
things that belong to him, to his intimate history. Ronconi only gave 
me one example, which however seems to me to be correct: in 
Pylades, when it is said that Athena «did not know the waiting 
inside her bowels» (TE, p. 364), Ronconi told me that to make the 
actors play that joke couldn't help but explain to him what the 
darkness of his mother's womb etc. meant for Pasolini. Pasolini 
rejects realism in the theater because reality is an enormous thing, 
which cannot be contained by a stage. 

On the one hand the semiological tension towards a one-to-one 
relationship, let's say, between sign and person, on the other this 
need that the characters have to empty themselves, this indirect 
creaturely autobiography. In reality, from the very beginning, from 
the very beginning of Pasolini as a playwright, therefore from his 
Friulian years, it is as if Pasolini chose the theater to face the most 
intimate and unspeakable repression of his own unconscious. We 
even start from a text from 1938, when Pasolini was sixteen years old 
and wrote for the Bolognese GUF: His glory (an extract is given in 
TE, pp. 3-18) was born from a competition organized by the GUF in 
which the budding actors had to stage an episode of the 
Risorgimento; Pasolini chooses the stories of a patriot who later 
ended up at the Spielberg together with Silvio Pellico, about whom 
he had read in an edition of My Prisons - a certain Solera, and above 
all tells the story of the moment in which he is imprisoned and 
sentenced to death. The mother's reaction, in the last act, seems to 
anticipate all the things that were said this morning about the 
mother at the foot of the cross, etc., etc.: there is a scene in which the 
mother says I will die, my son, don't take him away from me, it's the 
‘the only thing I have, it's only mine, and then he keeps screaming 
Guido, Guido, Guido. But there is a small detail: in Pellico's text, 
Solera was not called Guido but Antonio (as in reality): it is curious 


that Pasolini changed his name and gave him the name of his 
brother who was then only thirteen years old. It comes to mind that 
one of the anecdotes that were told from the set of the Gospel, when 
the mother who played the part of the Madonna under the cross was 
unable to cry convincingly, it seems that Pasolini whispered in her 
ear between takes another «remember Guido, remember Guido». 
Evidently this idea of his brother Guido and his mother mourning 
him dates back to 1938. In a text in Friulian dialect called I Turcs tal 
Fritl (TE, pp. 39-80) the matter is developed to the highest degree: 
there too there are two brothers, one more extroverted and more 
combative, in whom the younger brother, and a more intellectual 
one in whom the older brother is recognizable; the two oppose the 
invasion of the Turks in Friuli in 1499 and the more extroverted 
brother dies - the work ends with the hero's funeral of this brother 
who is carried in a kind of triumphal funeral procession. Many have 
said this is the theatrical result of the news of Guido Pasolini killed 
by communist partisans, precisely when the news reached Casarsa. 
It's a shame that the text precedes Guido's death by six months: there 
too was evidently an obsession with the corpse of his brother 
mourned by his mother, as would then occur in reality a few months 
later. So I think I can say that this theme of the brother is a terribly 
repressed theme in Pasolini's unconscious; I am even convinced, I 
think I have even written it, that in the same Supplication to my 
mother the "alone, with you, in a future April" very secretly hides a 
"finally" alone with you, in a future April. So this is already a 
childish, unspeakable and intimate theme, this sort of desire to want 
the brother dead. 

Another unconscious node is Oedipus, not only in the film; there 
is no need to go to the film, a text from 1942 entitled Oedipus at 
Dawn, where incest exists but is not that of Sophocles, is Ismene's 
falling in love with her brother, for one of the two brothers; and 
Ismene is killed by her father Oedipus when she reveals her 
incestuous desire to him (an excerpt is given in TE, pp. 19-38). 
Another theme that is evidently very profound and removed. A text 
based on this secret obsession is obviously Affabulation, but I won't 
say anything about this because it has already been widely spoken 


about, the reversal whereby it is the father who is sexually attracted 
to the son. The thing on which I instead take a moment more time is 
a less psychologically unconscious but more secret theme from the 
point of view of Pasolini's personal life: there is a theatrical text from 
1947 entitled Poetry or Joy (TE, pp. 107-132), the story is apparently 
a story between two brothers, even there, but one of the two brothers 
is clearly a father, both because he is much older and because there 
are some slips or oversights (a at a certain point the younger brother, 
speaking of his older brother, says: «The only moments of happiness 
in my childhood were those in which, from under the table, I saw 
that Antonio had shoes, not slippers: a sign that he would go out» — 
YOU , p. 123 - which is typical of a child with his father, certainly 
not of two brothers together). In this text Pasolini makes his older 
brother, whose name is Antonio, say the things his father said at 
home when he was drunk. One of the dramatic aspects of the 
Pasolini family's life before the escape to Rome was the father's 
addiction to alcohol, who at a certain point, during the crises, said 
things that ranged from very violent aggression to victimizing and 
self-persecuting attacks - at a certain point Pier Paolo himself called a 
psychiatrist from Udine to have him examined, to understand if 
something could be done to cure him of his addiction and free his 
family from the pain. Here is a passage taken from Poetry or Joy (it 
is Antonio speaking): «He has the courage to answer, he has the 
courage to speak ugly...» (he is talking to his wife) «You are crazy, 
crazy like your whole family. Oh but soon, oh yes, I'll be 
underground too and then...". The wife replies: «Please don't say 
these things» and he starts again: «But come on! At least shut up. But 
yes, you all don't give a damn about me, you, the Democrats! 
Starting with you and ending with that idiot of a poet" (TE, p. 113), 
addressing his younger brother who writes poetry. There is a text 
that I will not read to you now, or rather three or four lines perhaps 
yes, an interesting text among Pasolini's papers: a note that Pier 
Paolo had prepared for the psychiatrist who was supposed to come 
from Udine. Not having a tape recorder at his disposal, he had made 
a shorthand account of one of his father's crises so he could read it 
and make him hear what was happening; at a certain point in this 


shorthand account, which lasts a page or so, the (real) father says: 
«You must have understood that the crazy one is your mother and 
not your father [...] I will continue to suffer for the few months of life 
I have, because of you [...] you will have to suffer as that good wife 
of mine made me suffer for thirty years" etc. (the note is reported in 
the Note to the text of Poetry or joy, TE, p. 1129). Same tone in the 
theatrical transposition: the father has become the brother and the 
mother has become the sister-in-law; Pasolini is using the theater to 
put on stage the very secret events of the family, the alcoholic crises 
of his father which he has not spoken about in any other text. In 
short, it is as if for him the theater before '66, before the discovery of 
the Greek theatre, was truly the place to empty oneself, to place the 
buried skeletons in the streets. 

I cannot then not talk about a strange, unfortunate text, also the 
one written in '47 but Pasolini declared himself convinced that he 
had written it in '46, small but not innocent misunderstandings of 
memory; at the beginning it was called The Chaplain, then Internal 
History, in the end it was called Nel '46! and it will only be 
performed in '65 (on the threshold of the six great tragedies - see it 
now in TE, pp. 165-235). It is a kind of enormous delirium, very 
theoretical and philosophical, on the feelings of guilt of a 
homosexual priest: with an effect of embarrassment and indecency 
precisely because the text is not aesthetically resolved (Calvino read 
it in 1960 and wrote to him: «Dear Pier Paolo, I came across the 
typescript of Interior History and I read it. But what's happening to 
you? Immediately collect all copies of the manuscript that are 
around and make sure that those who have read it don't talk about 
it. How I promise to do it myself, as a friend" — LL, p. 1219). 

In the Antefact of the play there is, I believe, the most 
spontaneous and naked, even more so than in Atti impuri, 
description of a dialogue between the priest (a very undéguisé 
himself) and a fourteen-year-old boy who goes to his lessons: a very 
short, very pure, very clean thing - but I don't remember other places 
by Pasolini in which his adophilia is expressed with that courage 
and that nakedness. 


And then there would be other things to note: in Bestia da stile, 
for example, there is an incredible reversal of the traditional Pasolini 
maternal figure (in TE, pp. 758-853); Jan's mother is an absolutely 
horrendous creature who hates Jews, she is a supporter of Hitler, she 
offends bottoms, she speaks with extremely vulgar language. The 
black and removed reverse of the maternal image. In short, if the 
attraction for the theater derives from the dreamed possibility of 
emptying oneself of all that is unspeakable about oneself, and if the 
semiological illusion I spoke about at the beginning works, that is, 
the idea that the theater can be the Code of Codes par excellence, 
pure and simple reality thrown onto the stage without mediation, 
then what scares Pasolini most about the Theater is precisely the 
image of the author laid bare on the stage and telling the worst 
things about himself. 


The surprising thing is that a text where this fear is staged 
actually exists among Pasolini's papers, even if it remained in a draft 
state: it is entitled Project of a show about the show, and it is an 
attempt made, I believe, in '65 or so, in which there is actually a 
writer (which is not him but, comically, Gadda) who has a 
nightmare, and the nightmare consists of finding himself naked on a 
stage (TE, pp. 237-241). The stage space is divided into three areas: in 
one there is Gadda naked who has to speak, in another there is a 
bourgeois family, that is, what Gadda and Pasolini hated the most, 
who live their normal intolerable bourgeois life; the third area is a 
kind of den, Pasolini actually calls it a den, where there is the devil 
or Parise which for him (at that stage of their relationship) was more 
or less the same thing. Never was a Freudian shift more obvious and 
naive. “If I really wanted to do theatre, I would have to strip naked 
in front of everyone.” It is the diabolical idea that will tempt him 
again when designing Petrolio, of inserting naked photos of himself 
taken by Dino Pedriali into the written text. I have the impression 
that when we consider Pasolini's theoretical operations on theatre, 
his attempts to make it maximally abstract, a "word theatre" 
performed without emotional participation, and making the actors 
speak parallel to each other in such a way that do not look each other 


in the face (so demanded by the actors in Orgia, the only text he 
edited as director), and to ask that his plays be staged only abroad, 
well it all seems like an enormous defense formation to me: “if the 
theater risks becoming that thing over there, where the young sexy 
blond is himself, the bourgeois is himself and I am myself up there, 
well then art becomes something unbearable”. Shit to art and 
literature: Pasolini is reborn as the Rimbaud he fantasized about 
being at twenty (or the Son who pisses on his own paintings in 
Teorema); Artaud's "technical" cruelty is unattainable for him. 


We talked about displacement, about defense formation: one 
cannot free oneself from Freud by talking about Pasolini. If we look 
for a perfect example of Verneinung, of Freudian denial of this 
whole complex psychological system that revolves around the 
theatre, well we will find it in the cinema, in what in my opinion is 
one of Pasolini's cinematographic masterpieces, namely What are 
clouds? (PC I, pp. 933-966). There jealousy and passions are 
abstractly simulated by the puppets while real life is discovered once 
the theater has been destroyed. That is, when the theater is 
destroyed, the stage uncovered and its actors thrown into the 
garbage, only then can there be a vision of the sky and the actors can 
become real, like Pinocchio at the end of the fairy tale. Ninetto is no 
longer Othello and Toto is no longer Iago. Some young critic should 
try to interpret all the intellectualism that the late Pasolini throws on 
the theater (and on Salo, which of the films is certainly the most 
theatrical, together with Porcile), all the quotes from Barthes and 
Foucault and Fortini and Marcuse, to interpret, I was saying, 
Pasolini's best-known theater as an escape. 


Pasolini and the fear of the theatre 


In Proceedings of the study day Pasolini and the theatre, 
edited by Giorgio Manacorda, Treccani, Rome 2015. 


V. Letter from Naples — 2012 


What was P. for me? 

1) The pretext for an academic transgression (timid, protected by 
structuralism) 

2) My right to citizenship as a homosexual (Teorema and Terence 
Stamp); then repudiated in favor of Arbasino 

3) The sense of guilt to distance myself from, the weak father who 
didn't tell the truth (especially about money and the bourgeoisie) 

4) The confident and courageous homosexual, who did not fear 
conflict and the disapproval of the establishment, and the poet that I 
would never be (Laura Betti never missed an opportunity to 
underline her Power, against my impotence and pettiness) 

5) A literary model: not for the suburbs, but for the use of the 
mixture of high and low in the language, against the middle; and for 
his idea of the unfinished, which included a distrust of literary 
convention, a need to get personally involved, "throwing the body 
into the fight"; but with the idea that he didn't have the nerve of a 
novelist 

6) A ballast, a role as his exegete and imitator that I continually 
tried to escape, and which I had to get rid of in order to exist 

7) An opportunity to travel and see the world, through the Fund's 
initiatives; thanks to him I went to India, Spain, Holland, Hungary, 
Turkey, Morocco, Provence, Finland, Russia 

I would like to repay you with a letter, knowing your limitless 
curiosity; to tell him about today's world, what he didn't have time 
to see. 


Dear Pasolini, 

she certainly won't remember me. Way back in 1970 I wrote my 
degree thesis on her, I asked her for help and, annoyed by her 
silence, I sent her to hell with a dirty letter; she then became 
interested and invited me a couple of times to Rome, to her house in 
Eur. The second time she took me back to Termini in the car and 
while we stopped in Piazza dei Cinquecento she put her hand on my 
thigh; I was very shy, I turned red like a shrimp and she said to me 
(with a smile that wanted to appear lived in) "lucky you that you can 
still blush". I had just confessed to her that I was homosexual, and 


that I envied my heterosexual companions; bringing out her most 
pedagogical streak in her, she replied "if you really have to envy 
someone, she envies your worker or peasant peers, not the petty 
bourgeois of the Normal School". These things now seem further 
away than the moon to me too, let alone to her. 

You probably thought of me then as one of those good, or rather 
nerdy, students who are inevitably destined for academic life; one of 
those serious guys who redeem their proletarian origins by making a 
modest social climb to become university professors; she had met 
many in Bologna, I am from Modena. Those kids that the 
communists mentioned to her when she talked about the 
degradation of youth and she naturally agreed with them, except 
that she didn't find them funny or sexually exciting. Yes, I have been 
one of them for a long time, I have climbed all the steps to the 
teacher's desk; then I changed my skin, I know this will surprise you 
but now I'm a writer. A worm was gnawing from inside my 
historical and philological patience, I started playing that game at 
forty that you were already bored of at fifty (but you would always 
return to it, I bet, these are addictions you can't get out of) . Her 
talent was native and therefore more capricious, I am a machine that 
starts slowly and grinds out the kilometers of hers every day. But 
enough of that, who cares? Of the writers of her age, only Raffaele La 
Capria remains alive, but she knew him, she knows that he is 
immersed in reality with only one foot, for him life has never been a 
strenuous job. I have lost track of Francesco Leonetti: three years ago 
I read his verses again and he was there, not at all depressed, with 
his Vocian-Volterrian language, testifying to the "lost civilization" of 
the West. 

Here, I'm writing to you because I would like to talk to you about 
this: about the crisis in the West, about the end of what you called 
cultural homologation and anthropological mutation in the 
Seventies. I too have been to the villages but I wasn't as young as 
her, I didn't want to walk; I went there because I was madly in love 
with a thirty-five year old drug addict, with lots of artificial muscles 
that she definitely wouldn't have liked. Do you remember those 
American bodybuilders who came to Cinecitta to shoot peplums on 


Hercules and Maciste? That's right. Fiction has established itself in 
the suburb as its master: you know how passionate they are about 
every latest merchandise and the novelty of this very new century 
was, or seemed to be, virtual reality. Everyone swells up in the gym 
to be beautiful to look at according to a consumerist stereotype, men 
and women; everyone showing off their high-tech phones and 
computers, using them badly and messing with them. But they 
remained as light as she had known them in the fifties, the ideology 
of "anvedi" and "what's the problem?" remained. They are not sad, 
they are not pale and long-haired; the horror with which you 
portrayed them in your last years was a parenthesis, let's say that in 
this you were unlucky. They had made up their minds to imitate 
their father's sons, but now their father's sons are perhaps more lost 
than them: not even the bourgeoisie anymore has history or the 
future, and the poor at least have the advantage that they are more 
flexible, they can live in a caravan instead of a stone house without 
feeling like you're dying; they can continue to act like fools, as 
always, without paying duty. The village has, as they say now, 
relocated; it has become an attitude, a metaphor, a passive vitality of 
poor young people from every part of the world. 

But there are not only beautiful, passive and laughing young 
people; especially in the last two-three years, young people have 
returned to protest in the streets. Especially in the Maghreb, young 
people are really in their twenties and make thirty-five year olds feel 
old. They have discovered democracy in its nascent state, they don't 
yet know that the bureaucracies will screw them over, and if 
necessary they die like heroes. Some have become fundamentalist 
religious fanatics, tie an explosive belt around their waist and blow 
themselves up; others trust in friendship, try to connect in a global 
network and face the tanks of Power with their bare hands. Even 
young Europeans and North Americans have taken to the streets, 
occupying the squares in front of the stock exchanges, protesting 
against finance and praising utopia. The great news, from this 
present from which I am writing to you, is that consumer capitalism 
has not won - or at least it has not been the anesthetizing liquid that 
you imagined in your last years, when busy with intervening you 


had so little time to write. Capitalism is perhaps experiencing its 
deepest crisis, it no longer knows what to sell or to whom; numbers 
are sold, debts are sold, images are sold; much of the so-called 
money circulating on the stock exchanges has no counterpart in the 
real world. Just as cars were once sold, now the West is trying to sell 
communication and entertainment to the rest of the world, where 
there is still land and savings. But he is not sure that the 
entertainment will be enough; think that China has now become the 
richest country in the world, and they have been used to sacrifices 
for almost a century of communism. Communism, as you know, is 
over; but where it has passed it has left a distrust of happiness which 
will make it difficult for neo-capitalism to conquer them with the 
mirage of well-being. Grosz's porcine master has given way, as an 
icon of capitalism, to a financial juggler, or rather an illusionist, who 
desperately tries to enchant onlookers but keeps an eye out for the 
emergency exits. 

The world has not all become the same, on the contrary 
nationalism has been reborn and large geographical areas look 
askance at each other; goods are no longer comforting, even in 
Europe and the United States people suffer from hunger; the 
colonels are about to return to Greece; class differences have become 
stronger but they are no longer called "class". We're back to talking 
about austerity, but this time it won't be enough to colonize the oil 
areas. Entire Western generations have been educated in the myth of 
pleasure and compulsory sex, as you had time to see; now they 
should reconvert to the sense of limits, regress from the orgy of 
consumption but without becoming fascists. Political economy, as 
his friend Scalia said, conditions psychology at least as much as it is 
conditioned by it. God has been killed almost everywhere in the 
West, but like all removed things he returns as a nightmare of 
infinite loss and leads to suicide. The most sincerely invoked god in 
the world today is Allah, but those who invoke him still feel inferior. 
Squeezed between religion, financial oligarchies and _post- 
communist totalitarianism, democracy has become a verbal fiction: 
the lack of culture of the masses actually makes it dangerous. You 


were the last Italian intellectual who managed to publish a 
pedagogical treatise in a large-circulation weekly. 

I know it would make you laugh, but you have become a pop 
character in Italy, and not only in Italy; very few people read about 
her but corrupt politicians, TV showgirls, good all-weather 
journalists quote her with great respect. She is now for everyone the 
"murdered poet", the indisputable prophet; her homosexuality has 
been forgotten, those who then treated her analyzes with hostility 
mixed with contempt are either dead or have repented. Who knows 
if that night at Lido di Ostia, seeing those others get out of the car 
and feeling lost, you too sensed just for a moment that by killing her 
they were doing you a favor. Or perhaps up until the end she hoped 
she could get away with it, that they just wanted to "teach her a 
lesson" - her vitality was so hard to die because she knew she still 
had many things to write and film. The “seven-year-old poet” in her 
would have gladly lived into her nineties. 

If I have to imagine her where she is now, I imagine her cheerful: 
imagine if she missed such a beautiful opportunity as old age. I 
imagine her in the poets’ valley, concave and green, painting and 
making music without knowing the notes. Without the anxiety of 
having to torment one's life to make it become a verse, or a parable, 
or a shot. No longer having to get naked every five minutes and free 
from sex, finally. Maybe every now and then he will remember the 
beautiful things he created: the views of Friuli, the violet sellers at 
the crossroads of Trastevere, Modugno singing Shakespeare while 
driving a garbage truck. Yet I am sure that every now and then, 
looking at the confusion and infamies down here, he will be struck 
by a surge of nostalgia. It was my turn to deal with her philological 
legacy, but don't worry: if I ever end up in a sector adjacent to your 
slice of Purgatory, I won't come to say hello. We are too different, I 
don't think a friendship could be born. 


Speech read during the review 
Another galaxy. Mediterranean Naples, 20 May 2012. 


1. In PO I, pp. 787-794. In the quotations that follow, the Roman numeral indicates the 
section of the poem, while the Arabic numeral indicates the verse. 

2. In the Apennines (PO I, pp. 775-783) the text is marked by the phrase «under the closed 
eyelids» (IV 1; IV 17; IV 36; V 1; IV 2; VII 3; VII 30), followed by scenes of popular life. 
The abyss marked by the eyelids coincides with their thinness, the irreconcilability of the 
contradiction with its imminence: «no / chisel will be able to undermine the / tenuous 
mass of these eyelids» (ibid., p. 777). Only imminence and risky subtlety guarantee the 
presence (of the text and at the same time of the ego): «Bonifacio is absent from his 
gesture, / from holding the slingshot in his big / hand Davide, and Ilaria, only Ilaria...» 
(ibid., p. 776). Not accepting the risk of those eyelids means, literally, closing one's eyes, 
and thereby restoring the distance, the non-ego: «he closes / his eyelids in 
unconsciousness, he gets lost in a people / whose clamor is nothing but silence” (ibid., p. 
783). We note that also in this case the membrane-sign is a work of art (the sculpture by 
Jacopo della Quercia). 

3. It is enough to remember the portrait of Gramsci: «drunk symbiosis / of an adolescent of 
sex with death» (PO I, p. 818), which coincides with that of the intellectual who says I: 
«as well as, confused adolescent» (ibid. , p. 819), and of the bourgeois artist (Shelley): «joy 
of adventure, aesthetic / and childish» (ibid., p. 822). And Ilaria is also a "teenager". 

4. Remember in Gramsci's Le ceneri: «a deadly / peace spreads, disaffected like our 
destinies» (PO I, p. 815), and in the Crying of the Digger: «it seems to burn in the happy 
August / of peace, every one of your passion" (ibid., p. 846). It must be said, however, 
that these thematic findings do not abolish a more immediate cultural controversy; the 
Picasso exhibition in Rome was an official consecration of the painter for the PCI and a 
way to distance itself from the Soviet Union; but Picasso still tended to devalue the 
"formalist" aspect and instead appreciate the "realist" one, of which Peace was considered 
one of the most significant paintings: cf. M. De Micheli, Visitors from all walks of life at 
the Picasso exhibition, in «l’Unita», 10 June 1953. 

5. This formal knot must be very strong if we find it ten years later to mark the failed 
outcome of resistance hopes: «in the pain / and peace of an interminable Sunday...» 
(Vittoria, in PO I, p. 1270 ). 

6. See W. Siti, Pasolini's hendecasyllable, here at the thirteenth repetition. 

7. In our text there is no shortage of references to Lukacsian mirroring: «here, if more 
transparent / the light of the storm is reflected; the Carnami / of Buchenwald" (IX, pp. 16- 
18); «among the enemies / of the mirroring class, the cruelest / as long as he remained 
within its time» (VIII, pp. 6-8). But this hypothesis of realism falls, implicated in the 


condemnation of the PCI's cultural perspectivism. 


8. Which explodes in Pasolini, the great journalist of Lutheran Letters: teaching the many 
what by definition is the prerogative of the few, non-conformism. 

9. A crazy young petrol station attendant accused him of trying to rob him by threatening 
him with "a gun with golden bullets". Perhaps Pasolini, in a naive attempt at seduction, 
had told him about a popular Po Valley song that says: "I keep a pistol loaded / with 
golden balls". 

10. With the title Il boastone, the text was commissioned in 1961 by Vittorio Gassman's 
company but was then staged in 1963 by Franco Enriquez. We now read it in TE, pp. 
1025-1106. 


11. The title of the poem derives from the famous "story of Théramene" in the Phedre. 


Note to the text 


Walter Siti's essays are reproduced with slight formal revisions by 
the author, and aligning the Pasolini quotes with the edition of 
"Meridiani", cited according to these acronyms: 


RR Novels and short stories, vols. I and II, edited by Walter 
Siti and Silvia De Laude, with two essays by Walter Siti. 
Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, Mondadori, “1 
Meridiani”’, Milan 1998. 


SLA Essays on literature and art, vols. I and II, edited by 
Walter Siti and Silvia De Laude, with an essay by Cesare 
Segre. Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, Mondadori, “i 
Meridiani”’, Milan 1999. 


SPS Essays on politics and society, edited by Walter Siti and 
Silvia De Laude, with an essay by Piergiorgio Bellocchio. 
Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, Mondadori, “1 
Meridiani”’, Milan 1999. 


PC For the cinema, vols. I and II, edited by Walter Siti and 
Franco Zabagli, with two writings by Bernardo Bertolucci 
and Mario Martone and an introductory essay by 
Vincenzo Cerami. Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, 
Mondadori, “i Meridiani”, Milan 2001. 


THE Theatre, edited by Walter Siti and Silvia De Laude, with 
two interviews with Luca Ronconi and Stanislas Nordey. 


AFTER 


Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, Mondadori, “1 
Meridiani”’, Milan 2001. 


All the Poems, vols. I and II, edited and written by Walter 
Siti. Introductory essay by Ferdinando Bandini. 
Chronology edited by Nico Naldini, Mondadori, “1 
Meridiani”’, Milan 2015. 


We refer to different editions only for texts not included in the 
complete works: 


FROM 


THE 


LL 


The dialogues, preface by Gian Carlo Ferretti, edited by 
Giovanni Falaschi, Editori Riuniti, Rome 1992. 


Letters, vols. I and II, with a Chronology of his life and 
works, edited by Nico Naldini, Einaudi, Turin 1986 and 
1988. 


The letters, new edition edited by Antonella Giordano and 
Nico Naldini, Garzanti, Milan 2021. 


In the case of Petrolio, some pieces reintegrated into the text of the 
novel, not present in RR II, are cited from the new edition edited by 
Walter Siti and Maria Careri (Garzanti, Milan 2022). 


Thanks 


I thank Silvia De Laude for updating the quotes in this book. I thank Renata Colorni for the 
trust she had in me. I thank Laura Betti for the exhausting discussions. I thank Graziella 
Chiarcossi for accessing the papers. I thank Nico Naldini for the illuminating gossip. And 
then all the friends who helped me with the "Meridiani" and those who, inviting me here 
and there, pushed me every time to start the conversation again. Thanks to Massimo 


Serenelli for the villages. 
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